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 Book 1: Birth of a Cuck 
 
      
 
    "What are you thinking about?" 
 
    John hesitated a moment. It was the question every man dreaded. If he told his fiancee, Khloe, the woman he was set to marry in three short months, what he was actually thinking, he was bound to end up sleeping on the couch touching himself to sleep instead of climaxing in his bride-to-be's hot, tight pussy. 
 
    "I'm just thinking about how sexy you look on top of me," he said.  
 
    "Mmhmm," she said through gritted teeth as she rocked back and forth on his cock. "Now do you wanna tell me what you're really thinking about?" 
 
    He sighed. "Well, a certain fantasy was running through my head..." He leaned up and took one of her breasts into his mouth, hoping to distract her from the current line of questioning. 
 
    "Mmmm, that feels good," she cooed, pressing her nipple deeper into his mouth. There was a pause and she said, "Tell me your fantasy." 
 
    "I'm embarrassed," he said.  
 
    "You never have to be embarrassed with me," she said.   
 
    “I know,” he said. But he hesitated. 
 
    She leaned forward and gently sucked on his earlobe. “Tell me,” she whispered, pushing her breath into his ear and sending a warm chill through his spine. 
 
    “I was just thinking how hot it would be to see you with another man,” he said.  
 
    She didn't seem upset at all. 
 
    “Is that right?” she asked. “Would you like it if another man was fucking my ass from behind right now?” 
 
    Hearing her vocalize his fantasy sent a rush through him. He fucked her harder, pounding his cock as deep into her sopping cunt as he could. He wondered how much deeper a well-endowed stud would be able to reach. 
 
    He was emboldened now, and he spoke his true fantasies without fear of repercussion. 
 
    "Actually," he hissed between moans, "I'd really like to see a big black man pounding your pussy while I sit in the corner of the room and watch." 
 
    "Oh really," she said. This time she sounded genuinely surprised. John was afraid she’d been hurt by the fact that he wasn’t also fucking her in his fantasy. 
 
    But after a moment, she seemed to regain her composure.  
 
    "Well," she said, and she let out a little chuckle, "We may be able to arrange that. You want a big black cock to tear this pussy up, huh?" 
 
    "Holy shit, yes," he gasped, thrilled to hear her utter the words "big black cock." "Would you like that?" he asked cautiously. 
 
    "Oh, I'd love it," she said, her voice especially sultry now. "I can't tell you how many times I've imagined it was a large black man I was riding instead of you." 
 
    His hips thrust hard, and their skin slapped against each other so loudly John thought the next door neighbors could surely hear their debauchery. 
 
    "Really?" John gasped.  
 
    "It's crossed my mind," she said coyly. 
 
    "That's so fucking hot," he said. "Holy shit, I'm coming, I'm coming, I'm—" His hot cum shot into her, wet and sticky. John melted into the bed and pulled Khloe close to him. 
 
    "Did that feel good?" she asked.  
 
    "It felt amazing.” 
 
    "I'm glad you liked it. I almost came, too." 
 
    "You didn't cum? Oh baby, let me take care of you ..." 
 
    "That's alright," she said. "It's late and I want you to enjoy your orgasm." 
 
    "Oh baby, I insist, " he said. He pushed her onto her back and she didn't object. He brought my hands between her legs and ran his fingers up and down the length of her glistening slit. 
 
    "Does that feel good?" he asked.  
 
    "It's amazing," she moaned. 
 
    "Yeah? And how about this?" He thrust his middle and index fingers into her and pressed them firmly against her g-spot, rubbing them furiously. 
 
    "Oh my gosh, oh my gosh," she moaned. "Don't stop, don't stop!" Soon she was climaxing against his fingers. 
 
    She fell onto his chest and they began to fall asleep in each other's arms. 
 
    But John’s heart beat fast in his chest as he thought about fantasy he’d revealed to Khloe. It was his most illicit secret. The dirtiest and the deepest. Had she really been turned on by the thought of being taken by another man, or had she just been placating him? 
 
    He figured at first that he’d just let it go. But the more he thought about it, the more he imagined her actually with another man and he felt himself growing hard again. HE had to know for sure if there was a chance his fantasy could become reality. 
 
    "Khloe ... did you mean it when you said you've thought about being with other men?" 
 
    She thought a moment. 
 
    "Not really," she said. "It was mostly just in the heat of the moment. I don't really have a desire to be with anyone but you." 
 
    His heart sank with disappointment, but he tried not to show it. Besides, shouldn't he be relieved? Hadn't his fantasy also been a product of “the heat of the moment?” Could he really stand to see his beloved fiancee get used by another man like some kind of cheap whore? 
 
    His erection grew harder at the thought, and he tried to think of something less sexy before Khloe noticed.  
 
    "Why do you ask? Is that something you want?" 
 
    "I ... I don't know," John muttered. He couldn't believe they were even talking about this. "The thought of it really turns me on. But I don't know that I could actually go through with it... actually watch you with another man." 
 
    "I think I'm the same way," she said. "It's kind of a fun thought while we're fucking — all sorts of nasty things turn me on while we're fucking — but I don't think it's something I'm really capable of. You're the only one I need." She snuggled into him. They shared a kiss and began falling asleep. 
 
    As he drifted off, John thought about Khloe's words. The reason all kinds of nasty fantasies turned her on while they were fucking was because she was incredibly aroused. If some guy came along who could press her buttons it wouldn't take much to get her to cheat. Because she wouldn't be thinking about cheating. She wouldn't be thinking about John. Or thinking at all for that matter. She would simply need whoever was before her, on a deep, primal, instinctual level. Whoever it was, she would fuck his brains out like some kind of wild animal. 
 
    The thought filled John with rage and jealousy. He'd heard too many stories of cheating girlfriends and wives. It seemed women were all too eager to stray if the right bastard came along and they thought they could get away with it.  
 
    He knew it would inevitably happen to Khloe someday. He only hoped that when it did happen, he could be there to witness it — and to enjoy it. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    John had his first taste of cuckoldry in middle school, though he didn't realize it at the time.  
 
    He'd managed to get a girlfriend in the sixth grade. Sondra had beautiful almond skin that attracted John to her the moment he set eyes on her. He could hardly believe it when they bonded over reading the same horror novels and eventually started dating. 
 
    But he had never even kissed a girl before and beyond hand holding he didn't know how to initiate anything further — even a kiss. At times, he could sense Sondra’s frustration when they were alone together, holding hands, the perfect moment for a kiss... and he just sat there. Sweat poured out of him. He felt like such a wuss. 
 
    Each time he felt her slipping away from him more and more, but he couldn't bring himself to lean over and plant his lips on hers. 
 
    After they'd dated a couple months, Sondra invited John to her birthday party. He'd never been to a party before, and he didn't know what to expect.  
 
    When he showed up, he was relieved to see everyone sitting around watching a horror movie. He poured himself a cup of soda and sat down. 
 
    After the movie ended, however, one of the kids suggested they start dancing. 
 
    Like many adolescent boys, John was not confident in his dancing abilities. Dancefloors scared him more than the monsters in horror films. He felt a knot form in his stomach. 
 
    John, not sure how to voice his objection to dancing, said nothing and Sondra went to her room, retrieved a boombox and put on some slow, smooth R&B music. 
 
    "Come on," she said, offering John her hand. 
 
    "I ... I don't know," John said. "I’m not much of a dancer." 
 
    "Just try," she said warmly.  
 
    But when he said he couldn't dance, he meant he really couldn't dance. The thought of everyone's eyes on him as he struggled to look like anything but a buffoon made his cheeks turn red. 
 
    "I really can't dance," he insisted. "I'm sorry." 
 
    "Oh ... okay, then," she said, obviously a bit hurt. But almost immediately one of their classmates, a Hispanic kid named Justin, swooped in to the save the day. 
 
    "Dance with me," he said, flashing Sondra a big grin. 
 
    She turned to John hesitantly. "Would you mind, John...?" 
 
    He did, but what was he supposed to say? He was the one that had put them in this situation. He couldn't very well deny his girlfriend the opportunity to dance if he wasn't fulfilling his end of the relationship, could he? 
 
    "Go for it," he told her.  
 
    Justin took her hand and led her onto the makeshift dance floor. Some rousing number came on and they danced energetically, but the next song that came on was a slow R&B ballad by Usher. 
 
    Immediately, Justin's hands wrapped around Sondra's waist; her arms came up and she wrapped them around his neck. 
 
    John sat and stared, mouth slightly agape. But it wasn't all that unusual; everyone danced with everyone at middle school dances and it wasn't really a big deal. 
 
    But as he sat watching the two of them dance together, saw Justin's hands slowly moving downward toward Sondra's ass, John couldn't believe his classmate’s audacity — he was sitting right there! But Justin continued on as if John wasn’t even at the party. 
 
    John sat transfixed as Justin firmly gripped each of Sondra's ass cheeks in his hands, gave them a hearty squeeze, then slid his hands underneath her shirt and up her sides. Sondra acquiesced to it all, doing nothing to stop his roaming hands and actually seeming to enjoy it, her head tilted to one side, eyes closed, smiling warmly. 
 
    Justin looked up, saw John staring, and winked at him. 
 
    John couldn't believe it. Justin had been moving in on his girl as if he wasn't there, but with that wink, he'd acknowledged that he knew full well John was there watching what was happening. He just didn't care. He liked feeling Sondra up and, apparently, Sondra liked it too. And if John didn't like it, what was he supposed to do about it? 
 
    Nothing, apparently. And that's exactly what John did. Nothing. 
 
    But even in the midst of his anger and jealousy, something else stirred. Something he'd never experienced before. For some reason he couldn't fathom, watching Justin feel up his girlfriend turned him on. He found himself getting an erection and folded his leg in such a way that no one would be able to tell. 
 
    What the hell is wrong with me? he wondered. 
 
    As the night wore on, the music eventually came to an end and everyone started leaving as their parents came to pick them up. 
 
    When John’s mom pulled up, he walked into Sondra’s room to say goodbye and wish her one last happy birthday. But when he peered inside, he saw Sondra on her back, Justin on top of her. They were making out. Not gently. Not romantically. Their tongues swirled around each other. Justin bit Sondra’s lip, and she moaned. 
 
    John couldn’t believe it. He walked away, then cleared his throat and made his footsteps heavy so they could hear him coming.  
 
    They were both sitting on the edge of the bed when he walked in, breathing heavily but trying to look nonchalant.  
 
    “Hey Sondra,” he said. “My mom’s here, I just wanted to say goodbye.” 
 
    He pecked her on the cheek and then turned to Justin. 
 
    “Where are your parents?” he asked. 
 
    “My parents are out of town,” he said. “They said it would be OK if I spent the night.” 
 
    “Here?” John asked, shocked. 
 
    “Right here,” he said, and John couldn’t help but feel he was referring to Sondra’s bed. 
 
    "It's fine," Sondra said. "We're just friends. We'll probably be up all night talking." She turned and smiled slyly at Justin. 
 
    "Oh yes, I'm sure we'll be up all night," he said. 
 
    John couldn't believe what he was hearing, but what could he do? Confront them about what he'd seen and ruin Sondra's birthday? And what if he and Justin got in a fight? He knew he'd be on the losing end of that battle. 
 
    No, he thought. Best just to say goodnight and talk to Sondra about it in the morning.  
 
    He left them alone in her bedroom. 
 
    As he lay in bed that night, he couldn't stop thinking about Justin and Sondra, shamelessly making out. His blood burned hot with jealousy, but to his befuddlement, his cock grew hard against his boxers. 
 
    He felt ashamed as he freed his penis from his boxers, pinched it between his thumb and his index and middle fingers, and jerked off. A couple minutes after he'd cum, his thoughts drifted again to his cheating girlfriend, and he grew hard again. He came four times that night thinking about Sondra and Justin and the very naughty birthday gift he was probably giving her.  
 
    What is wrong with me? he thought. Finally, he pushed the thoughts out of his mind and resolved to confront Sondra in the morning. He'd threaten to break up with her if she didn't beg for forgiveness. 
 
    But the next day at school, he couldn't bring himself to even bring it up. What if she didn’t care if he broke up with her? He couldn’t risk it. Their relationship continued as usual until one day, a couple weeks later, of her own volition, Sondra broke up with him. 
 
    John wasn't surprised. He'd seen it coming. 
 
    What he hadn't seen coming was that she would start dating Justin immediately afterward. 
 
    The day after the break-up, he walked by her locker. Justin had her pressed against it, and they were making out almost as heavily as they had been on her birthday. 
 
    John's face flushed with embarrassment and he tried to hurry past before either of them saw him. 
 
    Just when he thought he was in the clear, Justin called his name. 
 
    "Hey John," he said. John looked up and gave a sheepish wave. 
 
    "Uh ... hey, guys," he said. 
 
    Sondra looked over at him. She was beaming, radiant. She looked happier than she'd ever been with John. 
 
    "See you around," she said. 
 
    Without even waiting for a response, they turned away from him and resumed their makeout session. John walked away awkwardly. He took off his backpack and held it in front of his waist, hoping he didn't look too conspicuous. He darted into the bathroom and hurried into a stall so he could take care of the raging erection in his pants. 
 
      
 
    John didn't fare much better with women through middle school or high school. He lost his virginity his freshman year at college to a woman he wasn't attracted to. 
 
    But in college, he began to gain some confidence. He started taking classes in his chosen field — accounting — and realized he had some aptitude for it. Being in a new environment forced him to improve his social skills and he found himself able to hold a conversation. 
 
    While he was gaining confidence, John realized he couldn't compete with many of the men who dominated the campus — such as his roommate, Terrance. 
 
    Terrance was a young black man who played football for the university. He was built like a rock. Standing at six-foot-three, John often found himself peeking at Terrance's washboard abs when he was changing. The man was a beast. 
 
    Terrance was always bringing girls to the dorm; skinny, beautiful women John would have loved to have had in his own bed. 
 
    Most of the girls were white, although Terrance didn't discriminate. Often, John would stumble into the dorm room half-drunk with a girl, waking John up. John would pretend to be asleep, but before Terrance and his girl even got into bed, John's dick grew hard and strained against his boxers. 
 
    As he listened to the girl slurp on Terrance's cock, or listened to her barely stifled moans as he rammed his giant black cock into her, John carefully stroked his little penis — gently enough that Terrance and whoever he was fucking wouldn't notice. Of course, they were so preoccupied there was virtually no chance of them noticing. 
 
    John couldn't help feeling jealous of his roommate, but he never gave any hint of his jealousy to Terrance. He was beginning to accept his fate as a sexless wimp who would probably only get laid a handful of times in his life. 
 
    One fall evening, John discovered online dating, and suddenly, the floodgates opened. Kind of. 
 
    He found he could hold a conversation much easier through the written word than he could in person. His sharp wit and storytelling skills was able to captivate quite a few women. 
 
    Meeting them in person was another story. More often than not, his dates were disappointed after seeing him in the flesh. There was almost never a second date. 
 
    Then he met Jenna, a girl he met online who went to the same college. When he saw her in person for the first time, he felt he'd fallen in love.  
 
    She had a slim, hourglass figure and the sharp facial features of a runway model. Her hair was jet black and fell gracefully to her shoulders. Her eyes were big and bright and John got lost looking into them. 
 
    To his surprise, she seemed to like him, too. They had a lot in common — a love of literature, indie rock and cinema, and pizza — and it seemed like John might have actually found his first college girlfriend. At least, he hoped so. 
 
    He texted her after class one day and asked if she wanted to hang out at his dorm. 
 
    "I don't know," she texted back. "Is it too early to be seeing your dorm? What if it's a mess? Lol." 
 
    "I think you're overdue for a visit," he texted back with a winky face. 
 
    He found her waiting outside the dormitory building. 
 
    "Well hello," he said and he pecked her on the cheek. 
 
    "Hey," she said. "Shall we?" 
 
    "We shall," he said, and he led her to his room. 
 
    As they walked in, they heard moaning. John was surprised at first, and then realized Terrance had a girl in the room. He and Jenna both stared for a moment, watching as Terrance's muscular ass flexed with each thrust into a skinny blond woman whose eyes were rolled into the back of her head. The angle was such that they could see most of Terrance's cock as it pistoned in and out of the little slut on his bed. It looked to be at least 10 inches long. 
 
    Suddenly, the woman on the bed opened her eyes and saw John and Jenna gaping at her. She screamed. 
 
    "I—I'm so sorry!" John cried. Terrance looked over his shoulder and upon seeing John, laughed. 
 
    "No problem," he said. "You might want to come back in a couple hours. Unless you want to watch?" He shot John a wink. 
 
    "Um, no, that's okay," John said, flustered. "We'll come back." 
 
    He took Jenna to the study room on the first floor of the dorm, trying to make small talk, but he could tell her mind wasn't on him. 
 
    “I think I'm going to head back to my dorm," she said finally. "I'll have to stop by at a more ... appropriate time." 
 
    "For sure," John said, sounding embarrassed. "I'll coordinate it with Terrance next time." 
 
    After Jenna left, John waited in the study room for an hour before heading back up to his room. Terrance had said his sex session could last "a couple hours," but John couldn't imagine he really meant it.  
 
    But when he arrived at the door, he heard loud moans and Terrance's grunting. He couldn't believe they were still going at it.  
 
    They'll be done any minute, he thought, and he took a seat against the wall just outside the door, and waited. 
 
    Almost an hour later, the door finally swung open and the blond, looking quite disheveled, stumbled out of the room. 
 
    "See you next time," Terrance said. The blond just giggled and waved as she walked off. 
 
    "I'm really sorry about earlier," John said apologetically as he walked into the room.  
 
    "Don't worry about it," Terrance said. "How come I never walk in on you getting laid in here?" 
 
    "Oh, uh ... I don't know," John said, at a lost for words. He thought the question was kind of rude.  
 
    "Who was that pretty little brunette with you?" Terrance asked. 
 
    "Oh, uh, that was my friend Jenna," John said. He didn't know why he called her his "friend." He guessed it was because technically they weren't in a relationship. They were starting to hang out together quite a bit, and they flirted shamelessly with each other, but they still hadn’t even kissed. John thought back to Sondra and the fact that he’d never kissed her once the entire time they’d dated. 
 
    "She's a little hottie," Terrance said. John didn't like the tone in his voice and the look in his eyes as he said it. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    A couple weeks later, Terrance invited John to a party. John was shocked. Terrance hadn't invited him to a party once, and they'd been roommates almost a year. 
 
    As John was looking through his clothes, trying to pick out a good outfit, Terrance walked over and put his hand on John's shoulder. 
 
    "Hey, that brunette girl — the one you brought over the other day ..." 
 
    "Jenna?" 
 
    "Yeah, Jenna. You should invite her to the party too," Terrance said. 
 
    "Oh, I don't know about that," John said. "She's not really the partying type..." 
 
    Terrance laughed. "Every girl's the partying type once she's got a few drinks in her," he said. "Give her a call, I'm sure she'll come out." 
 
    "Alright, well I'll invite her," John said. 
 
    Jenna sounded distracted when she answered the call. "Hello?" 
 
    "Hey, I was wondering if you wanted to go to a party with me tonight," he said. 
 
    "A party? I don't know, I'm studying for a test tonight. I really don't think I can." 
 
    "Ah, come on, it's going to be fun," John said, feeling like he had to put up a bit of a fight in front of Terrance. "I'd love to see you there." 
 
    "I'm sorry, I really just don't think I can." 
 
    John was about to tell her that was fine, when Terrance snatched the phone out of his hands. 
 
    "Jenna?" he asked. 
 
    John could only hear Terrance's end of the conversation. 
 
    "This is Terrance, John's roommate," he said. "Why aren't you coming out tonight? It's going to be a blast. Mmhmm. Mmhmm. Awww, come on, girl, you know you'll have more fun with me tonight than you will with your nose buried in a book." 
 
    As Terrance continued to sweet talk the woman of John's dreams, John sat there, seething. He couldn't believe Terrance had just snatched his phone out of his hands like that. He was surprised when Terrance dropped it back into his lap. He hadn't even heard the last part of the conversation. 
 
    "What the fuck was that all about?" John snapped. "You don't just grab someone's phone without asking them." 
 
    "You were flailing," Terrance said. "I stepped in, and it worked — she's coming." 
 
    "She — she is?" 
 
    "Yep." He had a big grin on his face. 
 
    "Oh. Well, thanks." 
 
    "No problem." 
 
    John couldn’t help but feel Terrance hadn’t persuaded Jenna to come to the party for his Calvinefit. 
 
    *** 
 
    “I’ve got to head out to the party now,” Terrance said. “I’m bringing some of the drinks. But you don’t want to show up too early. Wait like an hour.” 
 
    “I don’t want to show up too late,” John said.  
 
    “Trust me, you won’t,” Terrance said. “These things take a little time to get going. If you show up too early, you’ll just be waiting around looking at your feet. Give it an hour, and the party will be bumpin’.” 
 
    John hadn’t been to a single college party before, so he nodded in affirmation. Terrance surely knew better than he did. 
 
    While he waited, he sent Jenna a text. 
 
    “Can’t wait to see you at the party tonight,” he wrote. 
 
    An hour went by and he still hadn’t gotten a response. He figured she must still be getting ready. He shrugged and headed out. 
 
    The party was hosted by one of the fraternities on campus. It was within walking distance of the dorm, so he headed out on foot. 
 
    He heard the deep hum of music before he could even see the frat house. It was big, but old. It almost looked run-down, and the only indication it was occupied by a rowdy frat was a couple Greek letters hanging above the door. 
 
    John walked up the porch. He wasn’t sure if he should knock, but he decided not to. He opened the door and stepped inside. 
 
    His jaw dropped. The entire first floor of the house was apparently serving as a makeshift dance floor. A disco ball hung from the ceiling and professional audio speakers sat in the corner blasting music so loud, John feared for the safety of his eardrums. 
 
    The biggest shock of all, though, was that John was one of only about five white men at the party. All the rest were black men. Tall, muscular, built black men. Some of them even put Terrance to shame. 
 
    While black men dominated the males represented at the party, the other end of the gender spectrum was much more diverse. There were a handful of black women, yes, but most of the women present appeared to be white. Some of the women had dark skin, some were Asian, but the majority were a mixture of blond and brunette white women, with a few redheads here and there. 
 
    The women danced with the men in ways John had never actually seen. They pushed their ample asses into the crotches of the men, who were holding them from behind. It was a wanton sexual act, the only thing remotely musical about it being the rhythmic way the women rotated their hips into their partners. 
 
    “Hey.” John turned around to see a chubby white guy with a beer can in his hand. 
 
    “Hi,” John shouted over the music. 
 
    “I’m Geoff,” the guy shouted. He pulled a beer out of his pocket and handed it to John. “You look like you could use one of these.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    Geoff took a step forward, standing side by side with John. He pointed toward one of the women on the dance floor — a leggy redhead who was currently grinding furiously into a well-built black man who had to be at least seven feet tall.  
 
    “That’s my girlfriend,” he said. 
 
    John was taken aback. “You let her dance with another guy like that? Why don’t you stop her?” 
 
    “Why would I stop something so beautiful?” Geoff said. “They’re gorgeous together. Look at me. I’m not exactly a prime specimen here. But that man over there — well, he looks perfect for her, doesn’t he? They’re beautiful together.” 
 
    As they talked, the man she was dancing with spun her around, lowered his head and brought his lips to hers. She melted into his arms, the man’s thick brown lips devouring her thin red ones. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to do anything?” John asked. “Aren’t you going to stop him?” 
 
    Geoff laughed. “Stop him? This was the whole point of us coming here. You know this is a black fraternity, right? This happens all the time here.” 
 
    John sipped on his beer nervously as he watched Geoff’s girlfriend make out with her dance partner, who was now sliding his hands under her pants and squeezing her ass. John felt his penis stir. 
 
    He brought the beer up for another sip and found it was empty. 
 
    “Here, let me get you another one,” Geoff said. He led John over to the kitchen and grabbed a beer out of the fridge. 
 
    “You wanna do a shot with it?” he asked. 
 
    John shook his head. “I’m not a big drinker,” he said. 
 
    Geoff laughed. “Look where you are,” he said. “When in Rome.” 
 
    John shrugged uncomfortably. “Okay,” he said. “Might as well.” 
 
    Geoff took a flask out of his pocket, took a swig and chased it with his beer. He handed it to John, who took a swig, grimaced, and chased it with beer. 
 
    They took another few swigs, and finished their beers. 
 
    “Did anyone give you the tour?” Geoff asked. John shook his head no. “Well come on, I’ll show you around.” 
 
    “So you’ve been here before, then?” John asked as they climbed the stairs to the second story.  
 
    “Plenty of times,” Geoff said. “Amy insisted on it one night. Heard this was the place to go for parties. I was reluctant at first, but what choice did I have? Turned out it was the best decision I ever made.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “It awakened something in me,” he said. “As soon as we walked through the door, Amy had half a dozen guys swarming her, asking her dance and even kissing on her right in front of me. It was like I was invisible. At first, I was livid. But as I watched the way Amy reacted to their attention, the way she leaned into them, twirled her hair as she talked to them, and rubbed their legs close to their crotches, I found myself getting so hard.”  
 
    John thought back to the erection he’d sprung while watching Justin dance with Sondra. 
 
    “I can understand that,” he said. “It’s only dancing, after all.” 
 
    Geoff laughed. “Sure,” he said. 
 
    Geoff led him to a balcony that overlooked the first floor. From their position, they could see the entire lower dance floor. And that’s when John saw them. 
 
    In a dark corner of the room just off the dance floor stood a large recliner. Sitting in the recliner was Terrance. Sitting on his lap, facing him, was Jenna. And they were kissing passionately. 
 
    What the fuck is happening? John thought. 
 
    Geoff seemed to sense John’s discomfort and bewilderment.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” he asked. 
 
    John pointed to the couple below. 
 
    “That’s my roomate,” he said. “And he’s making out with the girl I have a crush on.” 
 
    Geoff winced. 
 
    “Ouch, man. That’s tough.” He hesitated. “I have to say, though … they look pretty hot together.” 
 
    Even though John felt himself getting hard as he watched Jess grind into Terrance as they kissed, the last thing he wanted to hear was how hot they looked together. 
 
    “I don’t want to hear that right now,” he said. 
 
    “I understand,” Geoff said. “But you’re looking at this the wrong way. You’re lucky the guy your crush is fucking is your roommate. If you want to, I bet you could watch them while they’re going at it.” 
 
    “I’ve got to get out of here,” John said. He sprinted down the stairs, out the door, and hurried back to his dorm room. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Around three in the morning, Terrance came stumbling into the room. 
 
    He made such a ruckus that it woke John up immediately. 
 
    “Hey man,” Terrance said. “Didn’t see you at the party. Where were you?” 
 
    John was annoyed that Terrance didn’t seem the least bit apologetic for waking him up.  
 
    “I was there,” John said. “Briefly.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t have skipped out early, man,” he said. “Things just got crazier as the night went on.” 
 
    “Things were already pretty crazy while I was there,” John said. “I saw you with Jenna, Terrance. I saw the two of you making out. What the fuck?” 
 
    Terrance chuckled. “Yeah, she and I had a great night. So what?” 
 
    John couldn’t believe what he was hearing. 
 
    “So what? So she’s the fucking love of my life, that’s what!” 
 
    Terrance looked genuinely surprised. 
 
    “You told me she was just a friend,” he said. 
 
    John sighed. He knew that would come back to bite him in the ass. 
 
    “Well, yeah,” he said. “It’s not like we’re dating or anything. But, well … I’d like to be.” 
 
    Terrance let out a whistle.  
 
    “I’m sorry man. I didn’t know.” 
 
    And that was the thing, John realized. He didn’t have a clue. John should have said something, but he hadn’t, and now he was dealing with the consequences.  
 
    “It’s … it’s okay,” he said. “I should have said something. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “I’m sorry too,” Terrance said. “But look, she and I really hit it off last night. I think there might be something there between us. Seeing as how I made a move first … you wouldn’t mind if I kept seeing her, would you?” 
 
    What the fuck did he expect him to say, John thought? It wasn’t okay for Terrance to continue dating the girl he was crushing on, the girl he was practically in love with. And he expected him to just allow it? 
 
    On the other hand, what else was he supposed to say? 
 
    “Yeah … I guess.” 
 
    Terrance smiled. “Thanks, man. You’re the best.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The next evening, John was at his desk, studying, when Terrance and Jenna walked in, holding hands. 
 
    “Hey John,” Terrance said. 
 
    “Hi, John,” Jenna said, offering a timid wave. 
 
    “Hey guys,” John said. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Just coming back from an early dinner and I wanted to show Jenna our place,” Terrance said. “We’re going to go catch a movie pretty soon, you wanna come with?” 
 
    John couldn’t stomach the thought of spending time with the two of them together. 
 
    “No thanks,” he said. “You two have fun.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    John woke up that night to the sound of giggling as Terrance and Jenna walked into the room. He kept his eyes closed, pretending to still be asleep. He wished he actually was. 
 
    He heard Terrance and Jenna climb onto Terrance’s bed, and heard the sound of their kisses. 
 
    “Stop, stop,” Jenna said. “John’s right over there …” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Terrance said as he kissed her neck. “He’s sound asleep. Relax …” 
 
    And it sounded like that’s exactly what she did as she succumbed to the sensation of his full lips on her soft, ivory neck. She let out a low, sensual moan and John couldn’t help feeling his cock twitch. He just wished Jenna had been moaning as a result of his kisses, not Terrance’s. 
 
    He sat there, eyes closed tightly, as their breathing grew heavier. John’s breathing grew heavier as well, as his mind reeled with a combination of lust, jealousy and frustration. 
 
    He heard the sound of a zipper being undone, and then a gasp from Jenna. 
 
    “Wow!” she said, not even bothering to be quiet anymore. “That is fucking huge.” 
 
    “Go ahead,” Terrance said. 
 
    A few minutes went by and John assumed that she was playing with Terrance’s penis. 
 
    “I’m getting so wet,” Jenna said. “Wanna feel?” Terrance didn’t answer, but John heard the rustling of clothes that seemed to indicate he was pulling off Jenna’s pants. As Terrance’s fingers entered Jenna’s wet pussy, she moaned loudly; if John actually had been sleeping, it certainly would have woken him up, but at this point, both Jenna and Terrance seemed to have forgotten John was even in the room. 
 
    “I want that monster in my mouth,” Jenna said, and almost immediately John heard her sloppily and greedily slurping on Terrance’s cock. With a twinge of shame, he pulled his cock free of his boxers and began gently and slowly stroking it, careful not to bring attention to himself. He pictured Jenna slobbering on Terrance’s cock. He wondered how big it was. 
 
    “Hold up,” Terrance said, sounding like he was close to cumming. “I ain’t gonna nut in your mouth. Turn around.” 
 
    “Yeah, fuck me with that big black cock,” Jenna said. 
 
    Terrance didn’t respond; he just chuckled. 
 
    There was a moment of silence. John imagined Terrance lining his cock up to Jenna’s pussy, then gently rubbing it against her lips, torturing her into a crazed state of sexual arousal. 
 
    Jenna moaned. “Put it in me,” she hissed. “Don’t tease me. Just fuck me. Fuck the shit out of me, Terrance.” 
 
    He went on teasing her for another couple minutes, chuckling at her obvious frustration. Her moans grew more guttural, more crazed. 
 
    But finally, he’d had enough. John could tell the instant Terrance plunged his cock deep into the woman he loved (or at least, that he thought he loved); her moans solidified into a scream of ecstasy. 
 
    John couldn’t believe he was hearing his roomate fuck the woman he had been dating, and yet, he was more sexually aroused than he had been in his entire life. He stroked his cock more quickly now, growing bolder; there was no chance Terrance or Jenna would hear him. They were in their own world. 
 
    The rhythmic slapping of Terrance’s balls against Jenna’s ass filled the room, accompanied by Jenna’s screaming and the occasional grunt from Terrance. More than once, hoots and hollers came from dorm-mates passing by; Terrance and Jenna were making absolutely no effort to be quiet. 
 
    “Oh yes, fuck me,” she gasped. “I’m gonna cum.” 
 
    “I’m gonna cum too, baby.” 
 
    “Cum inside me,” she said. “Don’t pull out. I need your hot cum inside me, Terrance.” 
 
    As Terrance grunted, shooting his load deep into Jenna’s unprotected pussy, John shot his own load into his hand. 
 
    As he listened to Terrance and Jenna cooing and cuddling in post-coital bliss, he fell asleep, realizing that something about his sexuality had awakened within him and would never be the same. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The day after John revealed his fantasy to Khloe, they sat in bed together reading. John was in the middle of a particularly engaging chapter in his mystery thriller when Khloe leaned over and began nibbling on his earlobe. 
 
    “Someone’s feisty tonight,” John said. 
 
    “I was just thinking about how much fun we had last night,” she said with a giggle. 
 
    “Oh really?” John wondered if she was thinking about the sex they’d had, or the fantasies they’d shared. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “I was thinking we could have a repeat performance.” 
 
    “I think that could be arranged.” He pushed her onto her back and bit her neck between her head and her shoulder. 
 
    “Oh yesss, right there,” she cooed. 
 
    His hands stroked her hair, then slid down the side of her body until they found their way between her legs. He rubbed her through her panties and her whole body writhed with pleasure. 
 
    “That’s it,” she said. “Rub mommy’s little pussy.” 
 
    He kissed her on the lips, and as he did so, he slipped his hand under her panties and caressed her wet, swollen labia. 
 
    “So,” he said, seeing an opportunity to catch her when her guard was down and turn the tables, “tell me what you’re thinking about.” 
 
    She hesitated, and looked up at him anxiously. 
 
    “Go on,” he said, giving her his best reassuring grin. “Tell me.” 
 
    “Well…,” she said. “To be honest, I was thinking about what it would be like to take a giant black cock.” 
 
    John couldn’t believe what he was hearing.  
 
    “You’re just saying that to try to turn me on,” he said. 
 
    She giggled. “A little,” she admitted. “But honestly, ever since you brought it up last night, I’ve found myself … curious.” 
 
    “Curious?” 
 
    “Well … I may have looked up some interracial porn on my phone while I was at work,” she said. 
 
    “I can’t believe what I’m hearing,” John said. “That’s so hot.” 
 
    “Mmmm … yeah, you think so?” 
 
    “I do,” John said, and he slipped her panties off. He brought his lips to her pussy and kissed it gently. “I think that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.” 
 
    “Why don’t you show me how hot you think it is?” 
 
    With that, John plunged his face into his fiance’s hot, glistening pussy, dug his tongue between its lips as far as he could manage. She moaned and writhed, pushing her pussy into his face.  
 
    “That feels so good, baby,” she said. 
 
    “Not as good as a black cock would feel buried in your cunt,” John said, lifting his lips up from her pussy. 
 
    “Well I don’t know about that,” she said. “I haven’t tried one yet.” She giggled. 
 
    He sat up, and traced a finger up and down the length of her wet, swollen lips. 
 
    “We’ll have to change that soon,” he said. 
 
    “How’s that?” 
 
    “Well, if I took you out to a club, I’m sure it wouldn’t take you long to pick up a black guy or two,” John said. “I’d love to see you grinding up against a large black stud.” 
 
    “Now that’s interesting,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, it is,” John said, and he plunged two fingers into her cunt. “Think about how much thicker their fingers will be, how much they’ll fill your pussy,” he said. 
 
    Unbeknownst to Khloe, John was stroking his cock with his other hand; he was just too excited.  
 
    “Holy shit, that feels so good,” she said. “John, you make me feel so good.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t be thinking about me,” he said. “You should be thinking about your first black lover, and how hard he’s going to make you cum.” 
 
    With that, she shuddered and came, whimpering; John silently came with her, shooting his load onto the bed. 
 
    He withdrew his fingers and kissed her gently. 
 
    “That was amazing,” she said as John embraced her. “Let me return the favor.” 
 
    “I actually, uh … I actually already came,” he said. 
 
    “What?” she asked, surprised. 
 
    “I got excited,” he said. “I couldn't help touching myself. I came right after you did.” 
 
    “Oh baby … that's cute. Just come here and cuddle with me then.” 
 
    John wasn't sure how he felt about Khloe calling him “cute,” but he did as she said and crawled into bed beside her. They fell asleep in each other's arms.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    A week went by and neither John nor Khloe talked again about the fact that she had cum to the thought of being fucked by a black lover.  
 
    John wanted to bring it up again. It was all he could think about: The thought of his beautiful fiancee on her knees, holding a black man’s large, throbbing cock between her hands, guiding it to her waiting mouth. Then guiding him to their bed — their bed, that was meant for he and Khloe to make love — then lying down on her back and guiding his cock into her drenched pussy. 
 
    But Khloe hadn’t brought it up, and John was afraid to bring it up himself. Maybe Khloe had just been caught up in the moment, he thought. Maybe as soon as he brought up the fantasy again, Khloe would recoil in disgust at the thought of her weak husband turned on by the thought of another man — a stronger, better man — ravaging his fiancee. 
 
    Those were the thoughts going through John’s head as he walked through the front door of their apartment at 5:30 p.m. Friday night. He was surprised to find all the lights off. 
 
    Khloe was almost always home before him, as she worked much closer to home. It wasn’t unheard of for her to be late running errands, but she always gave John a call or sent him a text. He checked his phone: No missed calls, and no texts. 
 
    “Hey,” he texted her. “Where r u?” 
 
    He took off his jacket while waiting for a response. When he didn’t get one, he went into the kitchen and made dinner; he couldn’t imagine Khloe would be too late if she hadn’t even bothered to get in touch with him. 
 
    But it wasn’t until after he’d made dinner, eaten his portion of it, and wrapped up Khloe’s portion and put in the fridge, that Khloe walked through the door, her hands full with several shopping bags. It was 7 p.m. 
 
    “Where have you been?” John asked. “I was worried about you.” 
 
    “I’m sorry sweetie, I went out shopping and I just got so caught up, I totally forgot to call,” she said. “Can you give me a hand with these?” 
 
    “Sure,” he said. 
 
    As he walked over to help her, John saw that most of the shopping bags were from Victoria’s Secret. 
 
    “And just what were you shopping for…?” he asked as he grabbed two of the bags and followed her into the bedroom. 
 
    “Let me show you,” she said with a mischievous grin. John’s concern was quickly turning to arousal as he realized where this was going. 
 
    Khloe pushed John onto the bed. “You wait there with your eyes closed,” she said. “No peeking.” 
 
    John followed his fiancee’s directions, although he found it difficult to do so. He heard her rummaging through the shopping bags, and then the sound of her removing her clothes. He started to open one eye for a quick peek, but she was apparently watching him. 
 
    “Hey, I said no peeking!” she shouted. “I can put all of these fun surprises away if you’re not going to cooperate.” 
 
    “Sorry, sorry,” he mumbled, and quickly closed his eye again. 
 
    After a few minutes, he heard what sounded like her slipping into something silky. “Okay,” she said. “You can open your eyes now.” 
 
    He opened his eyes, and nearly choked after taking in the sight of his soon-to-be-wife. 
 
    Khloe, who had always worn relatively conservative undergarments, was dressed in a sheer-lace black bustier, barely-there g-string panties, and thigh-high stockings secured with garter straps. She looked like she had, indeed, stepped off the runway at a Victoria’s Secret fashion show. 
 
    “You look amazing,” he said.  
 
    “Thank you,” she replied in a sultry voice. 
 
    He got up off the bed, walked over to her and put his arm around her. He leaned in for a kiss, but to his surprise, she pushed him away. 
 
    “Oh no, sweetie,” she said. “This isn’t for you. Get dressed. We’re going out tonight.” 
 
    John was stunned. 
 
    “Wh—what?” he asked. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about your fantasies,” she said. “I guess over the last couple weeks, they've started becoming my own fantasies. But fantasies aren't enough for me anymore. It's not enough for me to get off to just the thought of black men.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” John asked. He thought he knew, but he wanted to hear her say it. His cocktail pulsed in excitement.  
 
    “I'm saying,” she said as she walked to the closet and pulled out a skimpy, sheer black dress, “that tonight, we're going to make our fantasy a reality.” 
 
    *** 
 
    John didn't even bother trying to mask his erection as they drove to the club. Khloe had announced — not requested — that they would be going to Del’s, a local, downtown club that was frequented by the local African American population. 
 
    And he couldn't believe what she was wearing. Her dress looked more like a nightgown; it came up almost to her waist, and exposed the bottom of her as cheeks. He couldn't wait to see how the guys at the club would react. 
 
    Khloe happened to look over and glanced at John's crotch. “Someone's excited,” she said, a sly smile growing across her face. She rubbed her hand across his crotch and John moaned. “Would you like me to take care of that for you?” 
 
    “Holy shit, yes,” John shouted out.  
 
    “Allow me,” she said, and she unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free, and she cupped in her hands. “Mmm,” she moaned. “What do you want me to do it?” 
 
    “Suck it,” John said. “Put that nasty mouth on my cock.” 
 
    Suddenly, her grip tightened; it felt to John like his balls were in a vicegrip.  
 
    “What the fuck, Khloe?!” he shouted out. 
 
    She gripped him even harder. “You don't get to feel my wet tongue on your cock anymore,” she hissed. Her voice was firm, almost angry, but a sadistic grin was plastered to her face. “Tonight I'm going to dance with the biggest, sexiest black men I can find, and I'm going to choose the sexiest on to take back to our motel room and let him stretch me out further than you could ever dream of doing with your pathetic little limp dick.” 
 
    John couldn’t believe these words were coming from Khloe’s mouth. What had gotten into her? As shocking as it was, he couldn’t help the excitement that shot through him at her words. His penis began to grow hard as Khloe continued to speak. 
 
    “I am never sucking this pathetic excuse for a penis ever again. Look at this thing,” she said, and she released her grip momentarily. “My thumb is almost as big, even when you’re hard! John, you know I love, but that love stems from your ability to support and provide for me financially. You and I have both me to realize there’s no way you could possibly satisfy me physically. After tonight, my heart will still belong to you, but my pussy, my ass, my mouth and my soul will belong to any black man willing to use me. Your fiancee is a whore for black cock, John, and you had better get used to it.” 
 
    John almost would have cum right then and there, but Khloe resumed her iron grip on his cock, and the pain kept him from cumming. 
 
    Khloe continued to taunt him all the way to the club, and John felt humiliated and embarrassed the entire time. Yet, to his amazement, his cock had never gotten so hard. He was both excited and apprehensive to see where the night would lead.  
 
    After they parked, Khloe led the way into the club, strutting her stuff in a pair of high heels that made her ample ass Bob enticingly up and down with each step. John looked on, walking a few steps behind her. He had never seen his fiancee look so hot, and it made him feel oddly that it wasn't for him. He would not be peeling that dress off her tonight — or, if he did, it would be for the Calvinefit of one of the men in that club. 
 
    As they walked into the club, their eardrums were assaulted by the booming bass of the music. John's heart thudded against his chest. His eyes scanned the room, looking to see if the eyes of every man at the club were fixed on his scantily-clad fiancee. 
 
    Most of the people were out on the dance floor, and were to preoccupied by their dancing to pay the young white couple any mind. John noticed they were just about the only white people in the club, save a pair of white women grinding on either side of a tall, muscular black man. They looked like prostitutes, John thought; although his own fiancee was dressed like a whore, she came across like a classy, high-priced one. The young women grinding on the dance floor looked like they'd cost $50 for the night, if that. Still, John noted that his observation was based more on their dress — the cheap, garish dresses; the gaudy earrings — than on their actual physical appearance. They were actually quite pretty, John thought — the man they were grinding on was lucky. John felt overcome with insecurity and inadequacy.  
 
    As they approached the bar, Khloe finally attracted the attention John had been expecting. As they stood side by side waiting for the bartender's attention, the three black men sitting at the bar looked Khloe up and down hungrily. 
 
    One of them, who had been sitting a few barstools down, stood and sauntered over to them, walking right up to Khloe and putting his arm around her waist. 
 
    John couldn't believe the man's audacity — it must have been obvious that he and Khloe were together, but he clearly had no qualms about stepping on the toes of a boyfriend or, for all he knew, husband. 
 
    Despite taking offense, John's cock grew hard again. Feelings of jealousy and arousal swam through him, each emotion feeding off the other. 
 
    “Hey there, beautiful,” the man told Khloe. He was a little older than some of the other men in the club, perhaps in his late 30s, but he was as fit as any of the young bucks strutting around. His biceps stretched the sleeves of his shirt — they were nearly as wide as John's head. 
 
    “Hey,” Khloe said shyly, but with a smoldering grin that made it apparent she was enjoying the man's attention. 
 
    “It definitely looks like you came out for a night of fun dressed like that,” he said.  
 
    “I certainly did,” she said.  
 
    “My name's Calvin,” he said, and he stuck out his hand. 
 
    “Khloe,” she said. She grabbed his hand and shook it once. 
 
    It was like John didn't even exist. His fiancee was shamelessly flirting with an older, muscular black man and John was letting it happen. What was wrong with him? He should be dragging Khloe out of here, but instead he was sitting there like a loser, getting hard at the sight. 
 
    “Are you a good dancer, Khloe?” Calvin asked.  
 
    Khloe giggled. “Why don’t you see for yourself?” she asked. 
 
    Calvin smiled, and held out his hand. “Just a minute,” Khloe said, and she handed John her purse.  
 
    “Hold this,” she said. “Order me a gin and tonic when the bartender comes.” With that, she took Calvin’s hand and let him lead her onto the dance floor. 
 
    John was left at the bar, alone, with his fiancee’s purse slung over his shoulder. How emasculating, he thought. 
 
    The bartender came, and he ordered himself a beer, and a gin and tonic for Khloe. He turned around to face the dance floor and sipped on his beer. 
 
    Khloe and Calvin were center stage; Calvin’s arms were wrapped around Khloe from behind, and she was enthusiastically grinding into him. John was surprised by how quickly Khloe had taken to his fantasy of sharing her with other men.  
 
    As they danced, Calvin grew bolder, running his hands slowly up and down her sides. They were hardly dancing anymore; it almost looked pornographic.  
 
    John noticed that Khloe was starting to attract the attention of other guys in the club. Even guys dancing with other women were trying to discreetly sneak glances Khloe’s way — and failing miserably to be discrete.  
 
    One of them was bold enough to come join Khloe and Calvin, and grind up on Khloe from the front. Neither of them seemed to mind too much; if anything, Khloe seemed enthusiastic to have another prospect to bring home at the end of the night. The newcomer was young, probably barely 21, and while he wasn’t as large as Calvin, he was in impeccable shape.  
 
    John watched them for close to 20 minutes, when Khloe finally sauntered back to the bar. Her ice had melted, but she still took a healthy gulp. Calvin was right behind her, his arms wrapped around her chest. 
 
    “Hey baby,” John said. He wrinkled his nose slightly. His voice seemed higher than usual. What was happening to him? It was like watching his fiancee with such a masculine guy was making him less of a  man. 
 
    “Hey babe,” Khloe said, and she pecked John on the cheek. 
 
    “Hey,” Calvin said. “Who is this? Your brother?” 
 
    Khloe snorted. “No, baby, this is my fiance, John.” 
 
    Calvin looked surprised. “Oh, damn, I’m sorry if I overstepped my—” he stuttered over his words.  
 
    “Baby,” Khloe said firmly. She turned around and placed her hands on his chest. “It’s completely fine. John is fine with it. Right John?” 
 
    John shook his head, suddenly finding himself unable to say anything. 
 
    “Say it out loud,” Khloe said. 
 
    “I … I’m fine with it,” he said. 
 
    “Fine with what?” she asked. “Say it.” 
 
    “I’m … I’m fine with my fiancee dancing with you,” he said. 
 
    Calvin smiled. “Well, alright then,” he said. 
 
    “Come on,” Khloe said. “Let’s get back on the dance floor. I want to feel that big, black cock pressed against my ass again.” 
 
    Calvin looked a little shocked, but smiled. He turned to look at Calvin as Khloe led him away and for a brief moments, their eyes locked. Calvin gave John a look that seemed to say, “Sorry man, but there’s no way I’m saying no to your hot fiancee. I’m going to take full advantage of her tonight.” 
 
    John’s head was reeling. His bladder was also full. He got up, slung his fiancee’s purse over his shoulder, and made his way to the bathroom.  
 
    After he emptied his bladder, he walked over to the sink and splashed water on his face. He couldn’t believe what was happening. He was filled with jealousy. Calvin was bigger and sexier than he was, and he was all over his fiancee. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.  
 
    It wasn’t too late to turn back, he decided. Yes, Khloe had seemed to taken to John’s fantasy with unexpected fervor, but so what? All she’d done so far was dance with a couple guys; was there really anything wrong with that? He could go get her, tell her he was having second thoughts, and they’d go home and forget this all ever happened. They’d keep it a fantasy. 
 
    He decided to do just that. He washed his hands, and walked back out to the bar. 
 
    When he looked out at the dancefloor to find his fiancee, what he saw stopped him in his tracks. 
 
    Khloe, Calvin and the other man she’d danced with earlier were all together again, but they weren’t dancing anymore; they were gyrating into each other. But that’s not what had John so flabbergasted. 
 
    Both of these men — these muscular, black men — were taking turns making out with his fiancee. 
 
    Khloe’s tongue twirled around Calvin’s — John could see it from across the club — while the other man caressed her breasts. Then the man pulled her around and stuck his own tongue into her mouth, and Khloe eagerly accepted it, as Calvin moved his hands over her body. 
 
    All the thoughts John had had about stopping things before they went too far suddenly evaporated. It was too late, he realized. He’d already let things get irrevocably out of control. His fiancee was going to fuck one of these men tonight — maybe both of them. 
 
    He took his place at the bar and watched the three of them for the rest of the night, Khloe’s purse sitting atop his lap. He ordered three more beers, hoping they would help him deal with the sight of his fiancee biting these men’s lower lips and licking their tongues, but it only seemed to make him feel more jealous. Oddly, though, the more jealous he felt, the harder his erection became. What in the hell is wrong with me? He asked himself. 
 
    After nearly two hours, Khloe, Calvin and the third man walked over to John. Khloe introduced the third man as Cameron. He extended a sweaty hand to John, and crushed John’s hand in the ensuing handshake, though John tried not to make it obvious that he had done so, but he couldn't help grimacing. He thought he saw Cameron smiling slightly.  
 
    “I was just telling Calvin and Cameron here that I thought it was time we got a room,” Khloe said. 
 
    “You okay with that?” Calvin asked.  
 
    “Uh … yeah, of course,” he said. What else could he say? At this point, it was inevitable that his fiancee was going to fuck these men. It had already been set into motion; what could he do to stop it? Best to try to enjoy it as much as he could.  
 
    “Go pull the car around,” Khloe said. “We'll be out in a minute.” 
 
    John walked out, got into the car and pulled it around to the front of the club. The Oreo trio walked out and all slid into the backseat, as if John was nothing but the chauffeur.  
 
    “Uh … where exactly am I going?” John asked. 
 
    “To a hotel, of course,” Khloe said. 
 
    “Okay,” John said. “There's that little place on Pine that's affordable … I think it's called—” 
 
    “Uh, no,” Khloe interrupted. “We're not staying in some dump. You are going to treat me and my boys to a nice night at a nice motel. How about the Sheraton?” 
 
    John gulped. He didn't particularly want to shell out that kind of money, but he also didn't feel like putting up a fight. 
 
    As he pulled out, he glanced at the rearview mirror into the back seat. Calvin was gently kissing Khloe’s neck; her head was tilted back to give him better access. Her moans filled John's ears.  
 
    Meanwhile, Cameron’s hands were roaming over her body. He was pulling up her dress and caressing her thighs. John had never before heard the moans and whimpers these men were eliciting in his fiancee. 
 
    When he looked back again, her  
 
    When they arrived at the Sheraton, John parked and got ready to jump out toward the lobby.  
 
    “Make sure you get a single queen,” Khloe called out to him.  
 
    “A … a single queen? But where are they going to sleep?” he asked, gesturing to Calvin and Cameron. “Are we going to take them home tonight, after you're done?” 
 
    Khloe chuckles. “I think the question you need to be asking is where you are going to be sleeping,” she said. “The bed is for my lovers to fuck me on all night. You will sleep on the floor — maybe on a chair if you're lucky. If you really don't want to stay and watch — although I doubt that's the case — you can always come sleep in the car.” 
 
    John stood there for a moment, dumbfounded. He couldn't think of anything to say. 
 
    “Got it, cuck?” she asked. 
 
    It was the first time she had really called him a cuck, and to his surprise, he really liked the way it sounded. It cemented his new role in the relationship. He liked the way it felt to be relegated to a role where he could just sit back and let things happen and enjoy it.  
 
    “Yes, ma'am,” he said. “I understand.” 
 
    After he paid and got the keys to the room, John went back out to the car and led his fiancee and her soon-to-be-lovers to their hotel room. 
 
    As soon as they were through the door, Calvin picked Khloe up, their lips locked as he led her to the bed, Cameron in tow. 
 
    Calvin threw her onto the bed, and she propped herself up on her elbows and gazed into Calvin's eyes with such lust and sexual ferocity John had never seen in his fiancee before. To whatever extent she had been doing this for him, it was clear that she was now doing this only for herself. She was a slave to these men, to their lithe, powerful bodies. She needed them inside her, and nothing would stand in her way — not even her fiance.  
 
    Calvin and Cameron laid down on either side of her, turning from one to the other, encircling her tongue around theirs. Cameron lifted her dress, pulled her panties to the side, and began running his fingers up and down the length of her beautiful, shaved pussy. She was soaked; John could see her juices coating Cameron fingers as he caressed her sex. 
 
    Calvin suddenly seemed like he'd had enough. He sat Khloe up and roughly pulled her dress over her head, complimenting her on the the sexy lingerie she wore underneath, even as he slid the skimpy panties down her legs. As Cameron continued to stroke the lips of her vagina, Calvin unhooked her bra, threw it against the wall, and brought his lips to her right nipple; his hand found her left, and pinched it as his tongue swirled around her areola. Khloe moaned. It looked to John like she was in heaven; it was a state he had never seen her in before. 
 
    Suddenly, Khloe pulled Calvin off her breast; he seemed surprised. She grabbed ahold of either side of him and lifted up, and he realized her intention. He pulled his shirt off his head, then began unbuttoning his jeans. 
 
    John was mesmerized by the sight of Calvin’s muscles. Every inch of his body was lean and taught, in sharp contrast to his own beer belly. But when Khloe pulled down his pants and boxers, he was more mesmerized than ever. 
 
    Calvin’s cock was as almost as large as John’s entire forearm. It was fully erect and pointed directly into Khloe’s face. She gasped — a shocked yet delighted gasp — and, as she wrapped her hand around it, she looked up at John for the first time since they’d entered the hotel room, and smiled. 
 
    “Can you believe how big it is?” she asked her finace. 
 
    “N—No,” John muttered. “It … it’s quite large.” 
 
    Khloe giggled. “It’s huge!” she exclaimed. She stroked it slowly. “Look at it, John. Look how wide it is! How long it is! It’s going to stretch me out so much — it’s going to ruin me for you, John.” 
 
    The thought was horrifying to John, and yet, it was terribly enticing. He wondered what it would feel like to slide his cock into her stretched out pussy, slippery with Calvin and Cameron’s cum. His hand trailed down to his cock, and he found himself stroking himself through his pants.  
 
    Khloe’s eyes turned away from John, and back to Calvin’s cock, once again ignoring John’s presence, as if he wasn’t even there. She leaned over and lowered her head to Calvin’s cock. She extended her tongue, and flicked it against the underside of his cock. Calvin groaned. She slid her tongue across the underside of his cock, and he moaned louder.  
 
    Cameron, meanwhile, had apparently reached a threshold. As Khloe started slurping on Calvin’s gargantuan cock, Cameron pulled off his shirt and climbed out of his pants — the only remaining clothing being his tight-fitting boxer-briefs. He stood on the other side of Khloe, thrusting his crotch toward her expectantly. 
 
    Khloe had taken more of Calvin into her mouth by this point, but she couldn’t take very much of it; she wasn’t even able to get half of it into her mouth. Calvin didn’t seem to mind. 
 
    But as Cameron waited expectantly, she turned from Calvin and eagerly pulled Cameron’s underwear down. His cock sprang to life — not quite as large as Calvin’s, but still at least twice as large as John’s. 
 
    “Oh my goodness,” Khloe cooed. “I’m a lucky girl.” By now, aroused as she was, she didn’t even attempt to be gentle with Cameron’s cock. She allowed him to thrust it into her mouth, and she took it as deeply as she could, until she audibly gagged on it, sending a thrill through John. As she slurped on Cameron’s cock, she stroked Calvin’s engorged penis with her hand. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Cameron said. “You a nasty little bitch.” He looked up at John. “This little whore suck your dick like this?” 
 
    John shook his head. “Well, uh … no, not exactly.” 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    “No, I reckon she wouldn’t, would she?” he said. “It takes a real cock to drive your woman wild like this.” 
 
    John didn’t know what to say, but he found himself rubbing himself through his jeans more vigorously. Slowly, he unbuttoned his pants and held it between his fingers. It seemed so small and miniscule next to Calvin and Cameron’s monster black cocks, which were eliciting such a visceral reaction from his fiancee. 
 
    “Mmm, I gotta feel this sweet little pussy,” Calvin said. He slid down, between Khloe’s legs. He brought his head down to her pussy and extended his tongue, running it across the length of her slit. 
 
    Khloe pulled Cameron’s cock out of her mouth momentarily. “Mmm, yeah, lick my pussy, daddy,” she moaned. Calvin obliged, sucking harder. He slipped two of his thick fingers into her, and she moaned even louder. Calvin turned around to face John as he fingered her. “I’ve gotta loosen this pussy up if I’m gonna fit my cock in it,” he said. 
 
    After a few minutes of fingering her, he pulled her to the edge of the bed, and stood facing her. Slowly, he lined his cock up to her pussy. Khloe took a break from sucking on Cameron’s cock to look Calvin in the eyes for this pivotal moment.  
 
    “I don’t know if I’ll be able to take it all,” she said. Her voice was a mix of apprehension and excitement — but mostly excitement. 
 
    “We’ll take it slow,” he responded. “I’ll be gentle … to start.” He swirled the giant head of his cock around the lips of her pussy, and she cooed. 
 
    “Ooo, that feels so good,” she said. “I can’t take anymore. Put it in me. I need that fat black cock in my cunt.” 
 
    Calvin didn’t give in right away, but after a few more moments of teasing her, he gently slid just the head of his penis into her. 
 
    Khloe gasped. “Your cock feels amazing in me,” she said. “Dear lord, your head alone is almost as large as my fiance’s little dick, even fully erect!” 
 
    Calvin looked back at John and smiled as he slowly inserted more of himself into his fiancee’s slick, wet pussy. It wasn’t even halfway in before Khloe began whimpering in pain. 
 
    “It hurts, baby,” she said. “I’ve never taken one this big before.” She giggled nervously. “You’re going where no man has gone before.” 
 
    Calvin leaned over and gave her a long, deep kiss. “Like I said, we’ll go slow. I’ll swirl it around a little bit while you adjust … does that feel good, baby?” he asked as he gyrated his crotch in a circular motion. 
 
    “Mmm, it feels amazing, baby,” Khloe said.  
 
    “And now we’re just going to move it in a little … further …” Calvin said, and he slid his cock in just past the halfway point. Khloe gasped, and Calvin repeated the process a few more times until his entire cock, down to the base, was buried in Khloe’s perfect, tight white cunt. 
 
    John was mesmerized by the sight. As he watched Calvin bury his monster cock in Khloe, his hand slowly moved up and down the length of his much smaller cock. He could feel an intense orgasm begin to build, like nothing he’d ever felt before. He wondered if Khloe was feeling the same thing. 
 
    As Khloe’s pussy stretched out, she motioned for Cameron to bring his cock to her mouth. She bobbed her head up and down the length of his cock as Calvin began moving his cock in and out of her, slowly so her pussy could continue to adjust to the size of the meat that was impaling her. 
 
    It didn’t take long for Calvin to pump Khloe’s pussy faster and harder, and she moaned like a wild animal, though the sound was muffled by Cameron’s thick, throbbing cock stuffed into her mouth.  
 
    Her passion grew to a fever pitch, and she couldn’t help expelling Cameron’s cock so she could proclaim her excitement directly to the man responsible for it. 
 
    “Fuck me with that black cock,” she screamed to Calvin. “You fill me up so much, it feels so fucking good! I love being fucked by a real man for once! Give me that dark meat, motherfucker! Pound my pussy with that thick black dick!” 
 
    Her words excited Calvin like nothing else, and he began to fuck her harder; their bodies were slapping together loudly, and Calvin’s large balls slapped against Khloe’s ass. It was a beautiful sight, John thought. It was like he was watching a real-life porn film, but his wife was the star. He had never felt more proud or as sexually excited.  
 
    As he stroked his cock, furiously now, Calvin brought his hands to Khloe’s neck and began to choke her, gently. The sight of his strong, powerful arms and hands wrapped around his finacee’s neck as she begged him for his cock sent John over the edge, and he exploded into his hands. Nobody else in the room noticed; Khloe was busy getting impaled by Calvin; Calvin was singularly focused on plowing John’s fiancee, and Cameron was slapping his large, hard cock against Khloe’s face and tits as he waited his turn to empty to his balls. 
 
    At that thought — Cameron emptying his balls — John suddenly had a terrifying thought. Khloe wasn’t on any kind of birth control, and here she was having unprotected sex with not one, but two black men (or at least, it would be two by the time Cameron got done with her). He doubted Khloe wanted to get knocked up by one of these guys, and he found himself suddenly feeling like he had to step in. 
 
    “Um … uh …  excuse me,” John said.  
 
    Not one of them turned to look at him. 
 
    “Um … EXCUSE ME!” he shouted, a little louder than he intended. Cameron looked up, annoyed, and Khloe and Calvin glanced his way out of the corner of their eyes, but didn’t slow the pace of their lovemaking at all. 
 
    “I … I’m glad you’re all having fun,” he said. “But it occurred to me, Khloe, that you’re not on any birth control and, well, perhaps I’d better run to the store and get some condoms for these gentlemen to put on before they climax, you know, so you don’t get knocked up…” 
 
    Khloe suddenly came to life. “NO!” she shouted, and the force of her protest sent a shockwave through John. She turned to face Calvin. “Don’t you ever stop fucking me, you hear me? I would not allow you to fuck me with a condom. This pussy belongs to you, and I need every drop of your cum in me. Do you hear me? Shoot every drop of your hot nigger sperm into my white cunt.” 
 
    John couldn’t believe what he was hearing, and yet, he suddenly found himself growing hard again. 
 
    “Get out of here, white boy,” Cameron said. He jumped off the bed and walked over to John, who was suddenly feeling very intimidated. “You need to learn your place.” Cameron lifted John up and walked him to the chair in the corner of the room, dropping him into it. 
 
    “This is your place,” he said. “You do not get up out of this chair unless we give you explicit permission. But we are going to be too busy filling your fiancee’s holes to hear any requests to leave, so you best just stay right the fuck where you are and enjoy the show,” he said.  
 
    “Y—yes, sir,” John said. 
 
    John didn’t quite understand it, but for some reason, the way Cameron had so thoroughly dominated him made him even more turned on. He settled into the chair, dropping his pants completely now. He folded them and set them on the floor next to the chair, and took his cock into his hands, ready to enjoy the rest of the night. 
 
    He watched as Calvin flipped Khloe around and fucked her from behind, pulling her hair as he rammed his cock into her. She opened her mouth wide and accepted Cameron’s glistening cock, getting rammed from both ends. John thought it was perhaps the most beautiful sight he had ever seen. It didn’t take long for Khloe to begin screaming, declaring that she was coming and experiencing the most intense orgasm of her life. 
 
    “I’m cumming!” she cried. “I’m cumming on your big, monster nigger dick!” she shouted. 
 
    She came two more times before Calvin began grunting and declared that he was cumming. 
 
    “Shoot that hot cum into my pussy!” she shouted. “Put a black baby in me, daddy!” 
 
    It was too hot for John to stand, and although he was terrified by the prospect of Khloe getting pregnant at the hand of one of these men, he had his second orgasm of the night, almost as intense of the first, shooting his load all over his hand, while a real man shot his load into a tight, wet, fertile pussy. 
 
    As Calvin pulled his cock out of Khloe’s pussy — John was amazed to see that it was still hard, if not quite as raging as it had been before — gobs of cum slid out of her pussy and onto the bed. 
 
    “Looks like we’ve made quite the mess,” Calvin said with a chuckle. 
 
    “Yes, we have,” Khloe agreed. 
 
    “I think we should have him clean up for us,” Cameron said with a grin, pointing to John. 
 
    “Wait, wh—what?” John asked. 
 
    “Hey, that’s a great idea,” Calvin said. “Get over here.” 
 
    Calvin didn’t particularly feel like cleaning up John’s cum, but what choice did he have? 
 
    “Hold on, let me just grab some toilet paper from the bathroom…” he said. 
 
    All three of them laughed. 
 
    “That’s not how you’re going to clean it up,” Calvin said. 
 
    Suddenly, John realized what he meant, and shook his head. “I couldn’t do that,” he said. “I could never do that.” 
 
    Calvin nodded to Cameron, who walked over to John and grabbed him by his hair. 
 
    “You’re going to clean it up however we tell you to clean it up,” he said as he dragged him over to the bed. “You have a problem with that?” He threw him onto the bed, right in front of Khloe’s spread legs. 
 
    “N—no, sir,” he said. 
 
    “Go ahead,” Calvin said. “Start with the bed, and then clean up my woman’s pussy.” 
 
    John bristled at the fact that Calvin had called Khloe “my woman.” Khloe was his. Wasn’t she? Suddenly, as he Calvint down and stuck out his tongue, he wasn’t so sure. How could Khloe possibly respect him as a man when he was licking up another man’s cum — cum that had just dribbled out of her pussy? 
 
    As his tongue touched the glob of sticky semen — Calvin’s semen — on the bed, John was struck by how salty it tasted. It didn’t taste nearly as terrible as he’d feared, but he still couldn’t quite bring himself to lick it up. 
 
    “Don’t make me angry,” Calvin said. His voice had suddenly taken on a much more stern, even angry tone than John had heard from him thus far. “You lick up all that warm cum on the bed.” 
 
    “Y—yes, sir,” John said, feeling helpless. He tried lapping it up like a dog, but just ended up pushing the glob of semen forward a bit. He realized he was going to have slurp it up. As he did so, the thick cum slid down his throat, and John was surprised by how much he enjoyed the sensation.  
 
    “No clean up my girl,” Calvin said. 
 
    John wrapped each of his arms around Den’s legs, and looked up into her eyes. She looked completely spent, and her eyes were somewhat glazed over, but she managed to shoot John a small smile. “Be a good cuck,” she said. “Suck all my lover’s cum out of my pussy.” 
 
    It was the first time she had called him a cuck, John realized, and it turned him on. Gingerly, he brought his tongue to her pussy, but the cum wasn’t on the surface of her lips. It was deep within. Calvin, sensing John’s hesitation, placed the palm of his very large hand on the back of John’s head and pushed him into his fiancee’s used cunt. 
 
    He grunted, but he knew what he had to do. He plunged his tongue deep into Khloe’s sloppy cunt. Almost immediately he made contact with the large deposit of Calvin’s cum in her, and he did his best to lap it into his mouth, before remembering that he had to suck it into his mouth. 
 
    For the next several minutes, John enthusiastically slurped at his fiancee’s well-worn pussy. She moaned in encouragement, placing her hands on either side of his head. John let one of his hands slip to his cock, which he stroked vigorously while he sucked. 
 
    “That feels so good, John,” she said. “I think we’ve found your new role in the relationship. It’ll be perfect — you’ll still have a role to play in the bedroom, since you won’t get to fuck me anymore.”  
 
    John looked up in surprise at that — he didn’t dare take his mouth off her cunt — and tried to reassure himself that Khloe hadn’t meant what she’d said. She was only saying things in the heat of the moment. This had been fun, but surely he would get to make love to his fiancee again, after this erotic encounter was just a distant memory. 
 
    When he was satisfied that he had licked up every drop of cum, John lifted himself up off the bed.  
 
    “Alright, get him out of here,” Calvin said, gesturing to Cameron. Cameron grabbed John by the shoulder this time instead of his hair, and led him back to the chair, where he continued stroking his cock. 
 
    Cameron returned to the bed, and a wide grin grew across his face. 
 
    “It’s my turn to feel that juicy little white pussy,” he said. As he approached, Khloe spread her legs wide and smiled.  
 
    Cameron’s cock slid right in; Calvin had thoroughly stretched her out, and Cameron was able to fuck her even more vigorously than Calvin had. Khloe kissed Cameron passionately as he fucked her stupid. 
 
    Calvin, who was still hard, straddled Khloe’s chest and forced his cock into her mouth. She sucked it eagerly, looking up at him with a mixture of lust and, John thought, what looked like love. My goodness, he thought. She’s really falling for Calvin. She loves fucking both of them, but I think she might actually be falling in love with Calvin. 
 
    The realization made him sick to his stomach. But it also turned him on immensely to think that Khloe was so overcome with desire for Calvin’s masculine form and thick cock that she had actually come to prefer him over John. He instantly climaxed once again, shooting all of his wasted cum onto the floor. 
 
    It was a glorious sight, watching Khloe get fucked by big, veiny black cocks from either side. But after all the orgasms he’d had, John found his energy spent, and he began to fall asleep. It was clear at this point that Calvin and Cameron were completely engrossed in the task at hand; John didn’t think they’d be needing him to do any more cleanup tonight. 
 
    Throughout the night, John woke up occasionally and heard the sound of Khloe’s moans and Calvin and Cameron grunting. He couldn’t believe they were still going at it — their stamina was incredible. 
 
    The chair proved to be an uncomfortable place to sleep, and John woke up early, around 7 a.m. He glanced at the bed, and saw Khloe sandwiched between Calvin and Cameron; Cameron was spooning her from behind, and she was facing Calvin, resting her head on his chest. All three of them looked peaceful, sleeping quietly on the sex-stained cheats of the hotel bed. 
 
    John tiptoed to the door, and snuck out into the hallway. He was starving, so he made his way down to the continental breakfast. After making himself a bowl of cereal and snacking on muffins and fresh fruit, he made a big plate and took it back up to the room. 
 
    When he got back, he placed the plate on the table, noting that the bed was empty. He heard the shower running in the bathroom, so he peeked inside. 
 
    He heard moaning come from the shower, and when he looked inside, he was surprised to see that the shower curtain was clear. Although it was fogged up, it was clear that Cameron and Calvin were taking turns fucking his beautiful wife in the shower. 
 
    When they came out, more than an hour later, John was waiting for them. 
 
    “Good morning Khloe,” he said. “And sirs,” he added, nodding to Cameron and Calvin. 
 
    “Good morning, sweetie,” Khloe said. She grinned, and sauntered over to John. She kissed him, longer and deeper than he was expecting. When she stuck her tongue into his mouth, he was surprised to experience a familiar, salty taste … it took him a moment to realize it was the taste of semen. He wondered if it was Cameron or Calvin’s. He also wondered if the only reason Khloe had kissed him was to force him to taste her lovers’ semen on her tongue. 
 
    “I brought the three of you some breakfast,” John said, gesturing to the table. 
 
    “Hey, thanks, man,” Cameron said, and he grabbed a banana off the plate. 
 
    “I can’t believe our luck, man,” Calvin said to Cameron as he grabbed a muffin. “This dude let’s us fuck his wife all night, and we even make him eat my cum, and yet he still goes out gets us breakfast the next morning. You are a pathetic little cuck, aren’t you man?” he asked. 
 
    John wasn’t feeling up to playing the cuckold anymore. It had been fun last night, in the heat of the moment, but now, in the morning, it just didn’t feel as fun. 
 
    “Look guys,” he said. “Last night was fun and all, but I think we’d like to move on from--” 
 
    Calvin slapped him on the cheek, stunning John and completing silencing him. 
 
    “I asked you if you were a pathetic little cuck, faggot,” he said. “You’d best answer me.” 
 
    John couldn’t believe that he had just been slapped. He looked to Khloe for support, but she was just looking at Calvin in admiration and awe. 
 
    “You’d best do as he says, cuck,” she said, derision in her voice. 
 
    John couldn’t believe what was happening, but what could he do? These two black men were larger than him, and he was getting no support from Khloe. 
 
    “I … I am a pathetic little cuck, yes,” he said. 
 
    “That’s right,” Calvin said. “And you had better believe that this is not a one-time thing. We are going to be tapping this pretty pink pussy every night, my man. We are going to be moving in and taking advantage of this sweet ass on the regular. You had best get used to it and learn to accept your new role in the relationship if you want to stick around.” 
 
    John couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He had thought for sure this was going to be a one-time thing. 
 
    “Khloe, is … is that what you want?” he asked. 
 
    “Calvin awakened something in me last night,” she said. “I think I was mostly just playing along with your fantasy for most of the night, but the second he approached me at the club, I was hooked. I am completely and utterly his.” She wrapped an arm around her lover. “I still love you,” she added. “And I still want to get married. I need you to support me, like I know you want to. A piece of my heart will always belong to you, John. But a much larger piece of my heart belongs to Calvin. And he doesn’t just have my heart. He has my body. He has my pussy. It’s all his, baby, and you will have to learn to accept that.” 
 
    “It doesn’t sound like I have a choice,” John said. 
 
    “You don’t, if you want to continue to be with me,” she said. 
 
    It was in that moment that John realized his life had changed forever. This was not a one-off fantasy. It was the start of a new lifestyle. He didn’t have to participate in it, but if he didn’t, he would lose Khloe forever.  
 
    More than that, though, John realized that he was actually eager to give the lifestyle a go. He had never experienced such pleasures as he had last night. He was eager for more. He wanted to cum hard, just as he had watching Khloe get fucked by Calvin and Cameron all night. 
 
    “I’m ready,” John found himself saying. “I’m ready to be a cuckold. Your cuckold.” 
 
    “This is the start of something really beautiful,” Khloe said, and she kissed John on the cheek, just before kissing Calvin passionately on the mouth. 
 
      
 
    - end - 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Book 2: Interracial Cuckold Wedding 
 
      
 
    John was nervous when he approached his fiancee, Khloe, to talk about their wedding. In the past few weeks, the entire nature of their relationship had changed, and he was nervous she would humiliate him for even bringing up what he was about to bring up.  
 
    “What did you want to talk to me about?” she asked, taking a seat at their kitchen table. John sat down across from her, a pit in his stomach. 
 
    “Well, I've really enjoyed all of the kinky things we've gotten to do with our … friends … these last couple months,” John said. The “friends” he was referring to were two tall, fit black men — Cameron and Calvin — who Khloe had met at a dance club. “But, well, we’re going to be getting married in a couple weeks, and I was hoping we could kind of wean them out of our lives I would like to just kind of enjoy the wedding and honeymoon without having those two so fresh on our minds.” 
 
    To John’s surprise, Khloe laughed right in his face. It was a derisive, borderline abusive laugh, John thought.  
 
    “Honey, you seem to have many, many misconceptions about me, and about our impending marriage. Let me set the record straight. 
 
    “First of all, how dare you call Calvin and Cameron ‘friends.’ They are my lovers, and both our masters. You will refer to them as such. 
 
    “Secondly, you seem to think that this is some kind of phase in our relationship; something we’re getting out of our system before the big day. That is wrong, and you’re foolish or thinking it.” 
 
    John felt his face flush, and he realized he had, indeed, been foolish. Khloe had already made it clear that this is how they were to live from now on. Cameron and Calvin had spent several nights each week for the last three months “visiting” Khloe. While it had been, without a doubt, the most erotic few months of John’s life, he also struggled with feelings of jealousy and insecurity. He was hoping Khloe might be getting tired of her trysts with the two handsome black men, but it sounded like that wasn’t the case at all.  
 
    “I … I’m sorry,” John said. He was suddenly scared. For the past couple days, he had grown worried that Khloe might be thinking about leaving him for Calvin … or Cameron … or both. She was the best thing that had ever happened to him, and he couldn’t let it happen. He had to do everything in his power to keep her in his life. “I was stupid. Of course you should keep seeing your friends — er, your lovers — for as long as you please.” 
 
    Khloe smiled. “I’m glad you think so,” she said. “You know, Calvin, Cameron and I have actually been discussing the impending nuptials quite a bit.” 
 
    That surprised John. “Oh?” he asked. He wasn’t sure he liked where this was going. 
 
    “Mmmhmm,” she said. “Unfortunately, Cameron isn’t going to be able to make it to the wedding. His mother’s health has taken a turn for the worst and he’s going to be heading back home to Georgia later this month to take care of her. Calvin, on the other hand, is very eager to attend.” 
 
    John was relieved. That wasn’t so bad. Sure, it would be kind of awkward for his fiancee’s lover to attend their wedding, but he could insist that he be on his best behavior. 
 
    “We can certainly send him an invitation,” he told Khloe.  
 
    Khloe laughed. “Well that’s a given,” she said. “What we’ve been discussing, however, is that it would be best if Calvin was your best man.” 
 
    A knot formed in John’s stomach. “My … my best man? But … but what about my brother? He’s already planning to serve as my best man.” 
 
    Khloe shrugged. “Plans change,” she said. “Calvin is going to be the most important man in your life for a very long time. And he’s the most important man in my life. It’s only appropriate that he play an important role in our wedding.” 
 
    “Khloe … I don’t know about …” 
 
    “Or we could just call the whole thing off,” she said. “If you’re not going to pay proper respect to the most important man in my life.” 
 
    That stung, but John knew he couldn’t stand a life without Khloe in it. He would have to find a way to tell his brother he had been replaced. He gulped. 
 
    “No, no … I’ll tell Daniel that … that I have a new best man,” he said. 
 
    “Excellent,” she said. “But I’m afraid you’ll have to tell all of the groomsmen.” 
 
    “What … what do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, Calvin has two brothers and a couple friends who are quite excited to attend a wedding that’s going to be attended by plenty of attractive, young white women,” she said. “I told him they could be your groomsmen. You don’t have a problem with that, do you John?” 
 
    What in the world is going on? John thought to himself. These brutes are taking over my life! It’s not right! But what choice did he have?  
 
    “Alright,” he said. “Yeah, that’s fine.” 
 
    “You don’t sound very enthusiastic,” she said.  
 
    “What do you want me to do?” he asked. “Say thank you for forcing a bunch of black men I don’t even know to be my groomsmen at my own wedding?” 
 
    “As a matter of fact, I do,” she said. “If it weren’t for them, believe me, you wouldn’t even be getting married. I could call the whole thing off at any moment.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Khloe,” John said. “I know that you’re doing me a huge favor by marrying me. I will do whatever it takes to make you happy.” 
 
    She smiled. “Excellent. Just remember, the best way for you to keep me happy is to do as you’re told and stay out of my way so Cameron, and especially Calvin, can truly make me happy.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I want you to begin addressing me as ‘ma’am,’” she said. “Say, ‘Yes, ma’am.’” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Khloe crossed her legs. “Calvin and I have been talking, and we both feel you don’t treat me with the proper respect. You seem to think that we’re on somewhat equal footing in this relationship. But that is not the case. I am the head of this household, and I will remain the head of the household once we are married. As such, you will address me as ‘ma’am’ from now on to show the proper respect.” 
 
    “Khloe, I …” 
 
    “Say, ‘Yes, ma’am,’ right now,” she said, “Or you will not be happy with the consequences.” 
 
    John sighed. “Yes … ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “That’s better,” Khloe said with a smile. “Now, I’m meeting the boys for lunch. I need you to finish cleaning the house, and once you’ve completed that, I need you to call the bakery and the flower shop to confirm our orders for the wedding.” 
 
    “OK,” he said, and immediately, Khloe glared at him. “Err … yes, ma’am,” he said. She smiled and nodded approvingly, got up, grabbed her purse and walked out the door, leaving John sitting on the couch, wondering how his life had gotten so out of control. 
 
    *** 
 
    Khloe walked through the door late in the evening, giggling, with Cameron and Calvin shortly behind her.  
 
    Calvin was sitting on the couch, watching TV, but none of them had even acknowledged his presence. Cameron was holding Khloe from behind, gently kissing her neck, as she pushed her ample ass into his crotch. Cameron stood in front of her and brought his lips to her, feasting on her lips with a ferocity John knew he could never hope to match. 
 
    “You two make me so fucking hot,” Khloe said. “I’ve been dying to get your cocks in me all day!” 
 
    “You’re going to get them,” Calvin said with a laugh. “Don’t worry.” With that, he lifted her up over his shoulder; she gave a delighted squeal. Cameron slapped her ass as his companion carried her into the bedroom. My bedroom, John thought with a twinge of jealousy. 
 
    The door slammed behind them, and John took the cue. He was not allowed to participate tonight. Cameron and Calvin would be having their way with his fiancee tonight, and he wasn’t allowed to watch. It wasn’t surprising; they only permitted him to watch about once a week … maybe as often as three times if he was lucky. On his birthday, Khloe had even given him a blowjob while Calvin fucked her from behind … she hadn’t sucked him off to completion, though; Cameron had come over to take John’s place, and John had been forced to jerk himself off. 
 
    Even though he couldn’t watch tonight, John knew he was still in for an erotic night. Khloe and her … lovers … didn’t make any effort to remain quiet when they were in the throes of passion. The erotic sounds emanating from his bedroom never failed to make John’s little dick hard. He laid down on the couch, spreading out, and unbuttoned his jeans as he heard Khloe’s moans, right on schedule. As his dick grew, he slowly stroked it up and down. 
 
    As he masturbated, he wondered if he would ever have sex. He hadn’t had sex with Khloe since that fateful night at the club when she had met Calvin and Cameron. She had told him on more than one occasion that her “holes,” as she put it, were for Calvin and Cameron’s pleasure only from now on. The only time she’d used any of those “holes” to John’s benefit had been the brief blowjob on his birthday, but even that had been at Calvin’s urging … and John had the feeling he had made the suggestion largely to mock him. 
 
    As Khloe’s moans became louder and more urgent, John increased the pace of his stroking. As jealous as Calvin and Cameron made him, he didn’t understand why the thought of being denied sex with his fiancee made him so sexually excited.  
 
    “Mmm … yeah … stretch out my little white pussy with that big black nigger cock,” he heard his future wife say, and he couldn’t believe she was talking like that. And yet, Calvin or Cameron — whichever one was currently fucking her — apparently enjoyed hearing her say things like that, because she screamed like a banshee as he fucked her with renewed vigor. 
 
    It was too much for John, and his little dick squirted into his hands. He sighed, and let himself relax in post-orgasmic bliss. He knew it was only the first of several orgasms for him that night. 
 
    After cumming two more times to the increasingly erotic sounds coming from the bedroom, he let himself drift off to sleep, wondering if this would be his fate for the rest of his life. 
 
    *** 
 
    Telling his brother that he was no longer his best man was one of the hardest things John had ever done in his life. His brother had tried to sound supportive — after all, it was John’s wedding, not his — but John could hear the disappointment in his voice. 
 
    His friends sounded equally confused as he called each of them up to tell them that they had been replaced. But he knew, as hard it was, if it would keep Khloe in his life, it was worth doing. 
 
    As the wedding neared, he felt a growing sense of apprehension, but also excitement. Soon, he and Khloe would be committed to spending the rest of their lives together — and no matter what kind of life that was, John was excited to spend it with a woman as beautiful and amazing as Khloe. 
 
    One lazy Sunday afternoon, John and Khloe sat together at the kitchen table making final arrangements for the wedding. 
 
    “We need to discuss the honeymoon,” Khloe said. 
 
    John had been looking forward to the honeymoon ever since Khloe had met Calvin and Cameron. If ever there was a chance for him to have sex with Khloe, it would be during the honeymoon. That was what the honeymoon was all about, right? Consummating the marriage.  
 
    And yet, he was confused about why Khloe was bringing it up now. “What about the honeymoon? I already made the reservations.” To save money, they had decided months ago to stay at a nice hotel in the next city over. It wasn’t an exotic tropical getaway, but they’d decided that was sufficient for them. 
 
    “Calvin suggested going to Jamaica, and I agree with him,” she said. “This is a once-in-a-lifetime trip, and we need to make it memorable.” 
 
    “Honey, we can’t afford that,” he said.  
 
    “I have some ideas,” Khloe said. “There’s a few areas we can save money on the wedding. That won’t quite put us there, but if we sell your car …” 
 
    John was flabbergasted. “Sell my car?” 
 
    “You’d do anything for me, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Well, yes, but I hardly think it’s necessary to …” 
 
    “Maybe this wedding isn’t necessary.” 
 
    John felt frustration boil up inside him. “Look,” he said. “What say does Calvin have in this anyway? We already decided months ago that we were going to do a low-key honeymoon to save money. It’s not like Calvin’s going to be going, so why should he have a say?” 
 
    Khloe smiled. “Why would you say that?” she said. “Of course Calvin is going.” 
 
    Now John was really shocked. “You’re joking,” he said.  
 
    “Of course not,” she replied. “Calvin is my lover. You will be my husband, but I’m going to want to have sex on my honeymoon, and I don’t want it to be disappointing.” 
 
    “But Khloe, I … I mean, that’s what couples do on the honeymoon … they consummate the marriage.” 
 
    “Yes,” Khloe said. “Calvin and I are going to have a lot of fun consummating the marriage. And we will be doing it in Jamaica. If you can’t make that happen, don’t bother showing up to the wedding, because I won’t be showing up myself.” 
 
    It felt like the millionth time she had backed him into a corner by threatening not to go through with the wedding. But he couldn’t take any chances.  
 
    “Okay,” he said defeatedly. “I’ll sell my car, downgrade to something cheaper.” 
 
    Suddenly, John could not wait for the wedding to come, and to be done with it. 
 
    *** 
 
    John and Khloe scheduled their bachelor and bachelorette parties on the same night. But because Calvin was now John’s best man, he had taken the liberty of planning his bachelor party. John had to admit he felt a little nervous about what he had planned. 
 
    He became even more nervous when Calvin blindfolded him. 
 
    “Is this really necessary?” he asked.  
 
    “I planned this thing, and I’ll be the one to say what’s necessary and what isn’t,” Calvin said. He escorted John out to his car, and placed him in the backseat. 
 
    “Where are the other groomsmen?” John asked out of morbid curiosity. 
 
    “We’re going to meet them there,” Calvin said. 
 
    “And where is ‘there’?” John asked. 
 
    “You’ll just have to wait and see.” 
 
    It was only a 10-minute drive; after parking, Calvin escorted John out of the car and into a building, finally setting him down into a chair. To John’s surprise, however, he felt handcuffs placed around his wrists, his arms placed behind his back. 
 
    “Hey, hold up,” he said. “What are you doing?” 
 
    The blindfold was removed, and as John’s eyes adjusted to the lighting, he looked around the room. 
 
    It looked like he was in some kind of meeting room, but he was facing a two-way mirror that looked into a larger space — a larger meeting room or something, John thought, and it was filled with half a dozen or so people. 
 
    As his eyes continued to adjust, he suddenly recognized those people, and he gasped. 
 
    It was Khloe and her bridesmaids. It was the bachelorette party. 
 
    They were taking shots and playing some kind of game, unaware that John was looking on in confusion and, frankly, in horror. 
 
    “What is going on?” John asked.  
 
    “Welcome to your bachelor party,” Calvin said. “I wanted to think of something truly memorable, and so did Khloe,” he said. “We decided to kill two birds with one stone, and I think you’ll find it was a stroke of genius.” 
 
    John tugged at his handcuffs, but they were fastened to something immobile, though he couldn’t turn around enough to see what. 
 
    “Let me out of here,” he begged. 
 
    “Sorry, but we’ve got to be going,” he said. “See, the groomsmen and I were hired to be the entertainment at a bachelorette party tonight, and we don’t want to be late.” He laughed as he walked out of the room, leaving John struggling and cursing. 
 
    About ten minutes later, he saw Calvin walk into the room. He was dressed like a police officer. 
 
    The girls suddenly looked very solemn and a little concerned. One of the girls — John recognized her as Khloe’s sister, Beth — went up to talk to him … but then Calvin picked her up and slung her over her shoulder. 
 
    Suddenly five other buff black men waltzed into the room. They hadn’t even bothered to put costumes on, they were just in tight-fitting underwear. The girls screamed in delight and immediately rushed up to them, sliding their hands all over their glistening muscles. Calvin put Beth back on the ground and gave her ass a smack before tearing off his fake police shirt, followed swiftly by his fake police pants. 
 
    John couldn't believe what he was seeing. He had come to expect that Khloe could be a little wild … but he had never seen her sister or friends act like this. The way they were groping Calvin and his friends … it was like they were animals. 
 
    What’s more, all of Khloe’s friends had boyfriends or were married. Beth had been married for nearly six years and had a little boy. They’d been trying for another. Now, here she was running her hands over Calvin’s tight abs.  
 
    It didn’t take long for one of the girls to pull down one of the groomsmen’s boxers. His long cock sprang out, and John could see her gasp in delight. The other bridesmaids followed suit with their own men. Their hands were on their cocks instantly, gliding up and down the considerable length of their shafts.  
 
    Calvin passed Beth off to one of the other men, trading her for Khloe. John felt a pang of jealousy. Here he had lost complete control over Khloe; she could fuck anyone she wanted, but Calvin was territorial. He wasn’t going to let another man have his way with her unless he was also actively benefitting, like when he fucked her with Cameron. 
 
    Khloe was the first to put her mouth on Calvin’s cock. Beth noticed, and began hooting supportively; soon all the other girls were joining in, cheering her on as she slid Calvin’s monster rod down her throat. Over the last couple months, she had gotten much better at taking his length down her throat, but still, she gagged and gurgled on it, her drool seeping down his shaft. 
 
    John felt his cock begin to get hard. He was in a fucked up situation, but somehow the sight of his fiancee’s throat getting fucked never failed to give his puny white dick a rock-hard erection. 
 
    The other girls were putting their mouths on the remaining groomsmen’s cocks now; there wasn’t any pretense any longer that these were “strippers” there for the bachelorette party. They were stripped; now, the women wanted only to debauch themselves on thick black cocks their boyfriends and husbands could never live up to. One lucky groomsmen got two pretty white mouths on his cock, due to the discrepancy in numbers — John was the odd man out. 
 
    John wiggled in his chair. He was getting very worked up now, but with his hands fastened behind his back, there was no way he could stimulate his penis. And yet here were six beautiful young women slurping long, veiny black cocks into their mouths in what was undeniably a beautiful sight; it was better than any porn John had ever jerked off to. And yet he was helpless to do anything but watch. It was torture.  
 
    It was not Khloe, but Beth who was the first to hike up her dress and pull it over her head. She was paired up with one of the groomsmen, but John didn’t recognize any of them except for Calvin. He was a bit skinnier that Calvin, but still in excellent shape with taut, bulging muscles. He helped Beth pull up her dress, and then threw it across the room. 
 
    Beth unhooked her bra, and her breasts spilled out. Her companion didn’t hesitate for a second; he lifted Beth up and brought her tits in line with his face. He inhaled her right breast, enveloping it with his thick lips. Beth arched her back and moaned. 
 
    One by one, the other women followed suit like dominoes, pulling off their dresses and exposing them to the men who had them so hot and bothered, who they knew were going to fill their tight, white pussies with cum, even though those pussies belonged to their boyfriends and husbands. They didn’t care. They wanted to be filled with black cock, and these men would see to it that their wishes were fulfilled. 
 
    Beth wrapped her arms around her partner’s neck and embraced him passionately; they circled their tongues around each other, as Beth’s massive breasts pressed against his chest. For some reason, John’s eyes kept gravitating to Beth. She had always struck him as a very beautiful woman, but also very prim and proper and conservative. He was amazed at the sight of his prudish soon-to-be-sister-in-law with her tongue down a thuggish-looking black man’s throat, as he reached down, pulled her panties to the side, and fingered her in plain view of ten other men and women. 
 
    Khloe’s “bachelorette party” was turning into an all-out orgy, and it didn’t look like it was going to end any time soon. John would be forced to watch the entire thing, helplessly fastened to a chair and staring out a one-way mirror.  
 
    It only took a few moments for everyone in the room to ditch the few remaining articles of clothing they’d been wearing. Beth’s man was fingering her vigorously now, and her eyes were rolled into the back of her head. The man’s fingers were large and thick, and no doubt were filling up her tight pussy wonderfully, John thought. Even so, he was sure it would be ill preparation for when he finally slid his giant cock into her. 
 
    John’s eyes drifted over to the woman he’d be marrying the next morning. She was on the floor, on all fours, and Calvin was behind her, slowly sliding his gargantuan cock up and down the length of her slit as she breathed heavily, turning her head backward to look into her lover’s eyes with an admiration and lust that John had never experienced himself before. It was electrifying. 
 
    Slowly, Calvin sunk his engorged member into Khloe’s glistening cunt. John couldn’t hear anything through the thick glass of the one-way mirror, but he could see Khloe gasp as Calvin’s cock entered her, stretching the walls of her pussy. It was a sight John had become very familiar with over the last couple months, and he wished he could get the close-up view he’d become accustomed to. He loved watching as the lips of her pussy stretched out to accommodate her lover’s thick, dark meat. 
 
    John turned to Beth again, and her lover was on his back, his cock sticking straight up into the air as Beth faced him, lowering her pussy onto his quivering black cock. He didn’t give her time to acclimate. It was like a switch went off in his brain, and he immediately began ramming in and out of her like a piston. She didn’t seem to mind, however; she was already well lubricated, and in fact, John could see her creamy juices begin to accumulate on the man’s cock almost immediately. 
 
    John’s throbbing cock could barely stand the sight; he never thought he'd see his prim-and-proper soon-to-be sister in law acting so lewd, acting like such … a slut. No, even that wasn't an adequate description, John thought … she was acting like an insatiable, cum-guzzling black cock whore. It was one of the most beautiful things John had ever seen. If only he could reach his cock … 
 
    John watched as Beth arched her back as her lover impaled her with his monster cock. In a matter of minutes, she was crying out in a toe-curling orgasm. Her whole body shook and shuddered, before she collapsed onto her lover's chest. Weakly, she brought her lips to his, and they shared a slow, sensual kiss. 
 
    As they made out, her lover continued to swirl his cock inside Beth’s pussy. He had never pulled out of her, he had just slowed his thrusts in the wake of her orgasm. As they kissed, Beth started slowly swirling her hips. John couldn't believe it; she had just had a massive orgasm, and she was already getting ready for more. As she swirled on his cock, Beth kissed her lover more intensely, and he began to thrust in and out of her, still slowly, but with greater and greater force. 
 
    Before long, they were fucking just as vigorously as before. In fact, it looked to John like her lover, who hadn't cum yet, was fucking Beth even harder than he had been earlier. He was no longer simply thrusting upward; he was now lifting his entire legs to force his thick black cock deeper and harder into Beth’s wet, white cunt. 
 
    It seemed apparent he was building toward an orgasm. John wondered if she was on any kind of birth control. He suspected not, as he thought he remembered Khloe mentioning that Beth and her husband, Michael, were trying for a third kid. She might have even been on fertility treatments if John remembered correctly.  
 
    And now here she was, riding a massive black cock, completely unprotected, that would blow any minute, shooting thick ribbons of creamy cum deeper into her womb than any cock ever had. 
 
    My goodness, John thought. She's going to get pregnant for sure! How is she going to explain a black baby to Michael?  
 
    Beth didn't seem to have babies on her mind, however, as her body stiffened in preparation for her second orgasm of the night. Just as she began to shudder in organic bliss, her lover's body stiffened as well, and with one mighty thrust into Beth's worn pussy, John watched as his balls clenched as they unloaded shot after shot of sticky sperm directly into Beth’s fertile, married womb. 
 
    They kissed tenderly as they came down from their respective orgasmic highs. Beth’s lover ran his hands up and down the length of her body as she seemed to coo in a state of total and complete relaxation. 
 
    The rest of the bridesmaids and groomsmen were still in various stages of fucking, but it looked more or less like the festivities were beginning to lull a bit. Although John was still incredibly aroused, given the fact that there was no way he could possibly stimulate his little erection, he felt his eyelids begin to grow heavy. Perhaps it was the stress of the wedding finally catching up with him, or perhaps the constant state of arousal he had been in for the last hour or two cause his body the Slumber to compensate. Whatever it was, he slowly drifted off into a sound sleep. 
 
    *** 
 
    John awoke to the sound of a slamming door and a fit of uproarious giggles. 
 
    As his eyes fluttered open, he saw the bridesmaids and groomsmen gawking at him as they entered the room. 
 
    “I can’t believe he was here the entire time and watched the whole thing!” Khloe said. “And he didn’t even do a damn thing about it!” 
 
    Calvin, who had thrown on some pants but was still shirtless, walked over to John and pointed to his hands, still cuffed behind his back. 
 
    “Well now,” he said, “to be fair, he couldn’t have really done anything even if he’d wanted to. But you know, something tells me this pathetic little white boy wouldn’t have done anything, even if he could have.” 
 
    John’s face flushed as the girls gawked and laughed at him. They had thrown their dresses back on, but they were frumpy, and their hair was wild — a tell-tale sign of having just been thoroughly fucked, as these women all just had been. 
 
    “I — oh my goodness, he’s hard right now!” Beth laughed. John looked down and to his bewilderment, his cock was indeed pushing against the constraints of his pants. 
 
    “You must have been dying to play with your little dicklet, isn’t that right, cuck?” Calvin asked. 
 
    “Y—yes,” John stuttered out weakly. What was there to say, but the truth? And what was this about his little ‘dicklet’? Calvin had never talked to him like that before, but it sent a surge of erotic energy through John’s body. 
 
    “Well, we’ll get you out of those cuffs, man,” he said. “We all have a big day ahead of us tomorrow. But if I let you out of those cuffs, you have to promise me you’re not going to go playing with your itty bitty winky, OK?” 
 
    “Wh—what? Why not?” John asked.  
 
    “Because I said so,” Calvin said. “If you play wit that little white dick without getting permission from me first, you are not going to be a happy camper. Capice?” 
 
    John wasn't sure he liked where Calvin was going with this, but, as usual, he didn’t have much of a choice. Surely he could just sneak off and jerk  off at some point, so he might as well just agree to Calvin’s terms now so he could get out of the handcuffs. 
 
    “Okay,” John said. “Whatever you say … sir.” 
 
    Calvin smiled at John’s subservience, although the women laughed, but seemed to look at him with a mixture of pity and disgust. 
 
    “Why are you marrying this pathetic loser, Khloe?” one of the young bridesmaids asked. It was Stacy, Khloe’s cousin who had just turned 18 last month. She was hanging on the arm of the biggest of the groomsmen, excepting Calvin, of course. 
 
    Khloe ran her hand down Calvin’s chest and across his abs. 
 
    “Well, largely because he’s too much of a pussy to do anything when I fuck real men like this,” she said. She looked up admiringly into Calvin’s eyes. “And besides, someone has to support me. Pleasing my lover is going to be a full-time job once we get married.” 
 
    John was surprised. This was the first time he had heard that Khloe was planning to quit her job after the wedding. In fact, they had discussed just that possibility almost a year ago, but she said she didn’t want to be the stereotypical housewife; she wanted to be independent and make her own money, not be constantly doting on her man. But it appeared that, in fact, she was all about doting on her man … if it was the right man. The realization stung John’s pride something awful, yet he found his fiancee’s devotion to another man —- a man other than him, her soon-to-be-husband — extremely erotic. 
 
    Calvin undid John’s handcuffs, and everyone parted ways. John drove home with Calvin and Khloe in the backseat, making out at first, but it quickly turned to Khloe giving him extremely loud road head, the sounds of slurping filling the car. John glanced in the rearview mirror and saw just the top of her head bobbing up and down; Calvin’s head was tilted back in a state of pure bliss. 
 
    That’s the woman I’m going to marry tomorrow, John thought as he turned his eyes back to the road and, despite himself, he smiled. 
 
    *** 
 
    John woke up feeling vaguely hung over, even though he hadn’t had anything to drink the previous night. It was just the late night. He couldn’t pull all-nighters like he could in his youth. 
 
    Sleeping on the couch didn’t help anything; he never seemed to sleep very well on it. But Calvin had taken to sleeping with Khloe in the bedroom most nights, and while John was sometimes permitted to watch, he was never allowed to lie with them in the bed. After he had blown several loads into his hands, John was forced to slink out of the room in shame and curl up into a ball on the couch, where he inevitably drifted off into a fitful and uncomfortable sleep. 
 
    John walked into the kitchen and was surprised to see Khloe and Calvin already eating breakfast. Khloe was dressed in a silky, translucent robe, which her nipples were clearly visible through, and Calvin was shirtless, wearing only a pair of skin-tight boxer-briefs. 
 
    “Good morning,” he said. 
 
    “Not really,” Calvin said. “We had to make our own breakfast this morning.” 
 
    John felt his heart sink. Ever since Calvin and Cameron had started fucking his fiancee, John, who was typically an early riser, had been making breakfast for the three sleepy lovers, and made sure to have it ready for them when they awoke. But he hadn’t thought that it was such a big deal to Calvin. 
 
    “I … I’m sorry,” John said. “You know, it was a really late night last night, and I—” 
 
    Calvin held up his hand to silence John. “Look, I’m not mad, I’m just disappointed,” he said. “Believe me, if this were any other day, you would be punished. And you may still have punishment coming for this at a later date. But for now, I’m going to let it slide, and the only reason I am letting it slide is because today is your wedding day.” 
 
    “Oh, well … thanks,” John said. 
 
    Calvin smiled broadly. “No problem,” he said. 
 
    He turned to Khloe, who was sitting beside him, and wrapped one of his massive arms around her shoulder, nestling her close to him. “Excited about the big day?” 
 
    She leaned in and kissed him, slowly, really drawing it out. John felt like she was doing it for his benefit.  
 
    As their lips parted, she gazed into her lover’s eyes as if it were just the two of them; as if John — who would be her husband after today — were not even in the room. Like he didn’t even exist. 
 
    “I am so excited,” she said. “Because today is my wedding day. And that means tonight is my wedding night … which I’m going to spend with you. And you are going to fuck the ever-loving shit out of me while my husband watches.” 
 
    Calvin kissed her hungrily. He stood, and his bulging black cock fought against the stretchy material of his boxers. Khloe rubbed him through the fabric, and looked up into his eyes lewdly. She lowered her mouth to his cock and sucked him through the boxers. He groaned, and slipped his underpants down to his ankles. His cock sprang free and immediately it was in Khloe’s mouth. Her head bobbed up and down quickly and easily. She was becoming a pro at sucking Calvin’s thick, veiny monster. 
 
    Not once did they look up at John or otherwise acknowledge his presence. 
 
    John felt his own tiny cock stiffen at the sight of Khloe’s beautiful lips wrapped around Calvin’s strong, throbbing member. He wished he could feel Khloe’s mouth on his own cock, but seeing her give Calvin’s such special attention would have to suffice. 
 
    He brought his hand down to his crotch and rubbed himself. It was perverse, but he couldn’t help himself. The sight of Calvin’s pitch-black cock, contrasted with the pale skin of Khloe’s cheeks, was so beautiful. He was getting so hard, and it felt so good, rubbing himself through his pants … his fingers found the zipper and he pulled it down … 
 
    “HEY!” 
 
    Calvin was on top of John in a second; he pulled back his arm and connected his large hand to John’s face in a powerful slap. John was totally stunned; Calvin hit him so hard, he was actually seeing stars. 
 
    Calvin pointed one of his large fingers — his fingers were almost as large as John’s erect penis — into John’s face. 
 
    “What did I tell you last night, cuck?” he asked.  
 
    “I … I don’t — last night is kind of a blur,” John muttered sheepishly. 
 
    “Let me remind you,” Calvin said. He grasped John’s cock in his hands — the size of Calvin’s palm totally engulfed the totality of John’s cock and balls — and squeezed. Hard. John’s eyes watered. 
 
    “I told you not to play with this little — and I mean little — excuse for a cock,” Calvin said. “Not without my permission. And what do you do? The very next morning, you start unzipping your pants right in front of me! I’ll hand it to you — you’ve got some balls. But trust me, your balls are not nearly big enough to disobey me. You got it, cuck?” 
 
    John fought back tears and nodded his head weakly. “Y—yes, sir,” he squeaked out. 
 
    Calvin smiled. “Good.” He released his grip. “Now, I’m not a cruel master,” he said, and John noted it was the first time he had referred to himself as ‘master,’ “and I will let you play with your little penis occasionally. But only when I allow it. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Y… yes, sir,” John said. 
 
    “Good,” Calvin said. “Now get this place cleaned up. Do the dishes, and then we’ll get ready to go to the church. Today is gonna be a big day for all of us.” He winked, and walked back over to Khloe, who looked like she was pouting over the absence of her lover’s magnificent cock. She seemed pleased when he slid it back into her mouth so she could resume the steady rhythm of her head bobbing up and down its length. 
 
    John, chagrined, his cheek still stinging, carried the dishes from Khloe and Calvin’s breakfast to the sink, did the dishes, and slunk upstairs to put on his tux. 
 
    *** 
 
    John had protested seeing Khloe in her wedding dress before the wedding — it was bad luck, he insisted — but Khloe and Calvin had both laughed him off, saying it didn’t matter. Khloe looked absolutely beautiful and radiant in her wedding dress, John thought. And Calvin, by her side, looked sleek but powerful in his tuxedo — it seemed to fit him perfectly, contouring to the shape of his muscles just enough to show off the strength of the man underneath. 
 
    John looked down at his own tuxedo, which seemed frumpy and ill-fitted. Here he was, the groom on his big day, and the best man looked infinitely more handsome than he did. 
 
    The drive to the church took about 20 minutes. Calvin and Khloe made out in the backseat the entire time. John looked back in the rearview mirror at one point and saw John fingering Khloe beneath her dress. The moaning and grunting made his cock rock-hard, and he had to fight very hard not to let a hand drop to his crotch, lest he incur Calvin’s wrath once again. 
 
    Once they arrived at the church, John parked and got the door for the two lovers in the backseat. After exiting, Calvin and Khloe shared a long, drawn-out kiss. 
 
    It made John nervous. The wedding was still a couple hours off, but family would be showing up soon to help get the church ready, and he didn’t want them seeing his bride-to-be with her lips on another man. How would he even begin to explain what was going on? 
 
    Finally, their lips parted and John let out a sigh of relief.  
 
    They made their way to the sanctuary, where Calvin met up with his groomsmen, and Khloe was ushered away by her bridesmaids. John was all alone, setting up extra chairs and making other arrangement to prepare for the wedding. 
 
    People started showing up, just a few family members at first, but soon it was filled with dozens of John and Khloe’s closest friends and family members — and many that were not that close, but had been invited anyway. John caught sight of his mother and father, and fought through the crowd to embrace them. 
 
    “Excited for the big day, son?” his dad asked him. 
 
    John hesitated. He was excited to be married to the love of his love, but he had also been feeling a lot of apprehension over the last couple weeks. His life had totally transformed once Calvin had been introduced to it, and for now, that had been a relatively private affair, not counting last night, when all the bridesmaids had taken part in that new lifestyle. 
 
    But now, with his bride’s lover not only attending the wedding, but serving as John’s best man, their secret sex life was suddenly bleeding into their personal a little more than John was comfortable with. 
 
    But of course, he couldn’t tell his parents all that. 
 
    “I’m very excited,” he muttered. “If you’ll excuse me, I’d better go get ready for things to start.” He showed his parents to their seats, and then stood up front as he waited for the wedding to start and for his bride to walk down the aisle. 
 
    The rest of the groomsmen were lined up, but not Calvin. John asked the groomsman closest to him — he still didn’t even know any of their names, as nobody had bothered to tell him — where he was. 
 
    He shot John a cheeky grin. “I don’t know, man,” he said. “But I’m sure he’ll be up here soon.” 
 
    John looked at his watch. It was 3 p.m., which was when the wedding was supposed to start. That was okay, though; it wasn’t unusual for weddings to start a little late. 
 
    Time went by, and he checked his watch again. 3:15, and still no sign of Khloe … or Calvin. John could tell that the people sitting in the audience were starting to get a little antsy. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Calvin burst through the door at the back of the sanctuary. Everyone turned to look at him as he strode down the aisle and took his place by John’s side. Not even a minute later, Khloe walked through the door. The music started, and everyone rose as Khloe’s father walked over to her side and escorted her down the aisle. 
 
    “Where were you?” John whispered to Calvin. 
 
    “The bride and I were taking care of some last minute business,” he said. 
 
    “What kind of business?” 
 
    “Well, let’s just say she wanted to enjoy one last moment of ‘freedom’ before she gets that rock on her finger,” he said. “Not that she won’t have freedom as a married woman … but it’s kind of a symbolic gesture. Beides, she said she didn’t want to walk down the aisle without her pussy filled with another man’s cum … my cum.” 
 
    John felt his dick grow hard at Calvin’s words. He didn’t dare touch himself — not just because of the threat of incurring Calvin’s wrath, but also because the eyes of everyone in the room would soon be on him.  
 
    Khloe’s father kissed her on the cheek, and as he took his seat, Khloe walked up to the altar beside John. 
 
    John could hardly breathe; he could hardly believe the big moment had finally arrived. He was going to be spending the rest of his life with Khloe, the most amazing woman he had ever met. 
 
    He could see the bridesmaids out of the corner of his eye, and they seemed to be smirking at him. He wondered if any of them had discussed last night’s … “festivities” … with any of the rest of the family. But telling that story wouldn't exactly paint any of them in a good light. 
 
    John barely heard the pastor as he went through the ceremony. His hands felt like jelly as he slipped the ring onto Khloe’s finger, and as Khloe slipped John’s onto his. He was reciting vows, but it felt like his voice was on autopilot. Khloe’s voice sounded far away as she recited her own vows. 
 
    Before he knew it, the pastor was telling John that he could now kiss the bride. But as he leaned forward to plant his lips on his new bride … the world started slipping beyond his eyes, and he felt himself falling backward. He was fainting. 
 
    He was still conscious, but barely, and he felt a powerful arm catch hold of him and gently lower him to the floor. As he looked up powerlessly, he heard Calvin say, “Well, we can’t leave the beautiful bride waiting.” He looked up and saw Calvin lean forward and kiss Khloe. 
 
    He heard all the guests laugh. But as the sweet, friendly kiss turned into a long, sensual one, the laughter stopped. People looked at each other uncomfortably as the best man bit the bride’s lower lip, and she melted into his arms. 
 
    Calvin broke the kiss and turned to the audience. “We’ll let the groom get some sleep,” he announced. “After all, he had a long night.” With that, he escorted both Khloe and Beth down the aisle, followed one by one by the rest of the groomsmen and bridesmaids. John felt the rest of his consciousness give, and everything faded to black. 
 
    *** 
 
    He awoke a few minutes later, as his father helped him set up. 
 
    “How do you know the best man again?” his father asked.  
 
    “Oh, he’s just … he’s a friend of me and Khloe,” John said. 
 
    “Oh. Well, because you know … when you fainted, he and Khloe just seemed to be awfully … cozy.”  
 
    John gulped. This was exactly what he had been afraid of … that he and Khloe’s kinky personal life was going to spill over in plain view of both of their families.  
 
    “Yeah, well, I think they were just kind of joking around,” he said. “I’m not too worried about it. They were probably just trying to lighten the mood after I fainted, let people know it wasn’t a big deal.” 
 
    His father seemed to accept that answer for the time being, but John didn’t think he was convinced. 
 
    John walked out of the church to the sight of the photographer taking photos of the bridesmaids and groomsmen, with Calvin standing in front of the group, holding Khloe in her arms. As the wedding photographer snapped shots rapid-fire style, Khloe looked up into Calvin’s eyes in admiration. Both of them had large grins on their faces. To an outside observer, it would have looked like Khloe and Calvin were the ones that had just gotten married. 
 
    John walked over. “Hey,” he said, laughing. “Room for one more? Sorry I’m late.” 
 
    Khloe’s face fell and she looked genuinely disappointed to see him. It made John feel like shit. 
 
    Calvin went and joined the other groomsmen in the background, and the photographer took a few shots of John and Khloe, side by side, looking very wooden. After a few moments, the photographer looked up from behind the camera. 
 
    “I think I’ve got what we need,” she said. “Let’s get the best man back up here. You two have really great chemistry,” she said to Khloe, “and I’d like to get some more of the two of you together.” 
 
    “But … but what about me?” John asked. “I’m the groom.” 
 
    “Let’s have you go join the groomsmen,” she said. “I think that will look nice.” 
 
    John didn’t agree with that logic at all. He was the groom; he should be upfront and center with the bride, regardless of who was more “photogenic.” 
 
    But even though he disagreed, he didn’t want to make a scene that would ruin Khloe’s special day. He sighed, and walked over to join the line of groomsmen standing behind them. They all stood at least a foot above John, and as he stood next to one, he wrapped his arm around him, making John feel like he was a little child in comparison. 
 
    Once the photographer had taken what she considered a sufficient number of photos, the members of the wedding party walked back into the church’s multipurpose space, which they had set up with tables and chairs for the reception. 
 
    John and Khloe took their seats beside each other at the head table, which was actually two long tables set up side-by-side with room for the entire wedding party to sit. The idea was that the bridesmaids would sit to the right of Khloe, and the groomsmen would sit to the left of John. But to John’s surprise, Calvin took a seat directly to the right of Khloe, and all the groomsmen and bridesmaids sat down next to each other … paired up with the men they’d fucked at the bachelorette party, even as their husbands and boyfriends sat clueless amongst the other wedding guests. 
 
    “What’s going on?” John asked Khloe. “I thought we had agreed to separate the groomsmen and bridesmaids.” 
 
    Khloe shrugged. “Everyone’s just sitting where they want,” she said. “You should feel luck we’re not making you sit on the floor.” John had nothing to say to that. Frankly, he really was grateful they weren’t making him sit on the floor.  
 
    Khloe and Calvin left to the buffet, followed by the bridesmaids and groomsmen. John was left sitting by himself and, sheepishly, he stood and made his way to the buffet himself. 
 
    As they made their way through the buffet, Khloe and Calvin were laughing with each other flirtatiously, as if they were the couple; as if they were the ones who had just gotten married, John thought. He was used to them acting like this around him, but he was worried how his family and friends would interpret things. He didn’t want everyone in his life to look at him as if he were some helpless, impotent cuckold … even though that’s exactly what he was. 
 
    After they sat back down at the table, Khloe and Calvin continued to flirt shamelessly. The rest of the bridesmaids fawned over their respective groomsmen, laughing and rubbing their hands down their chests or legs. John was mortified; their table was set up directly in front of everyone else, so the shameless flirting and groping was on full display to everyone who had attended the wedding. 
 
    As the champagne was poured, and the night wore on, the groping became more brazen. John — who had begun guzzling champagne himself in order to drown out his embarrassment — looked over to see Calvin running his large, dark hand up and down Khloe’s pale thigh as he whispered in her ear, causing her to laugh uproariously.  
 
    He looked over at Beth and saw that her boytoy was actually gently kissing her neck. Apparently her husband saw it, too, because suddenly he was approaching the pair. It looked to John like he had been drinking too, had been watching his wife getting it on with another man, and had finally had enough. 
 
    “Excuse me,” her husband, Michael, said his voice filled with obvious anger, “but this is my wife.” He pulled on Beth’s arm, tugging her away from her black lover. 
 
    Beth’s lover stood, then, and, and what John guessed was about 6’4’’ tall, he towered over Michael, who was only about 5’8’’. 
 
    “I don’t care if she’s your wife,” he said. He grabbed Michael’s hand, still gripping Beth’s arm, and pulled it off roughly. Michael still looked angry, but now John could see fear in his eyes as well. “She’s a grown woman and she can decide what she wants to do.” He turned his eyes away from Michael and toward Beth. “Now tell me, pretty lady … who do you want to spend your time with at this lovely wedding reception?” 
 
    Beth turned to look at her husband. If looks could kill, his certainly would have. But Beth smiled slyly, leapt into her lover’s arms and kissed him deeply. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she told Michael after the kiss ended, “but I’m addicted to dark meat. You can accept it or not. I don’t care either way.” 
 
    Michael looked stunned. He stood in silence as Beth’s lover led her away to the drinks table for some more champagne. Finally, he retreated back to his seat defeatedly. 
 
    A couple minutes later, the DJ announced the opening of the dance floor, which was simply a large space in one corner that had been left clear for people to dance. The DJ was, in fact, one of Calvin’s friends, and he immediately started playing slow, intimate R&B songs. 
 
    Each of the groomsmen led a bridesmaid by the hand to the dance floor. John, seeing an opportunity to finally have some alone-time with his now-wife, took Khloe’s hands and started to get up and lead her to the dancefloor, but she resisted. 
 
    “Stop,” she said. “I want my first dance as a married woman to be with Calvin.” 
 
    John looked dejected. “But … I’m your husband,” he said. “I thought we would at least have the first dance together. You’ll have plenty of dances with Calvin. I know he means a lot to you, but don’t I mean something as well?” 
 
    Khloe took John’s face in her hands. “Of course you mean something to me, silly,” she said. “I wouldn’t have married you if I didn’t. But you have to realize that Calvin takes priority in every aspect of my life. It’s nothing against you. It’s just that there’s a natural order to things. I am a very feminine woman, and Calvin is a very, very masculine man, in ways you never will be. We are a perfect pair, and that relationship needs to be fostered and nurtured, and it’s the biggest priority in my life. We will always have time together, but it will never be the priority. Do you understand?” 
 
    John felt like he wanted to cry. But then, he had known what he was getting into, and he had still chosen to marry Khloe. How could he object now? 
 
    “Yes,” he said forlornly. “I understand.” 
 
    Khloe smiled. “Good,” she said. “Now excuse me. I’m off to go dance with my lover.” With that, she turned on her heel, took Calvin by the hand and led him to the dancefloor where the groomsmen already had their hands wrapped around the waists of the bridesmaids.  
 
    The groomsmen and bridesmaids were the only ones dancing. Everyone else seemed to be looking at them with a mixture of amusement, shock, or even arousal, as their dancing was becoming quite lewd. Each them were thoroughly drunk at this point, and either didn’t care that all of the wedding attendees were watching them with their mouths open, or were actually getting off on the fact.  
 
    Beth was grinding her big, plump ass into her lover’s crotch; he was gyrating into her, obviously enjoying the sensation of a soft white butt on his swollen member. Some of the other women were dancing similarly. Soon, it looked like the sight of a softcore porn film. 
 
    John was grateful, about an hour later, when the music came to a close and the DJ announced that the wedding was coming to a close. He thanked the guests for coming and announced that a limousine was waiting for the bride and groom and also for the bridesmaids and groomsmen — a move John hadn’t been expecting — to take them to their hotel room for the night. 
 
    Apparently the bridesmaids’ husbands and boyfriends didn’t realize they would be staying at the hotel either. Michael came up to Beth and asked what was going on. 
 
    “You’re not coming home tonight?” he asked her angrily. 
 
    “No, dear,” she said. “The wedding party is all headed to the hotel to, well … keep the ‘party’ going.” She winked at her husband and walked past him, out of the church and toward the waiting limo. 
 
    John took up the rear, and hopped into the limo after the other members of the wedding party had already had a moment to settle in. It was like stepping into the start of a porn film, John thought. Beth’s lover was sucking her neck and had his hand under her dress, sliding his fingers up and down the length of her pussy. Another girl was already on her knees in front of her man, unbuttoning his pants in preparation for pleasuring him with her mouth. 
 
    Khloe was full-on making out with Calvin. She was vigorously rubbing his cock through his tight pants; the outline of it in his pants was huge. Meanwhile, Calvin was rubbing her tits through her wedding dress.  
 
    John had gotten stuck sitting between two other pairings, and he could feel the warmth of their bodies against him as they kissed and slurped on each other. The moans and the sights were too much for him. Even though he felt embarrassed by how brazen everyone had been during the wedding and reception, and even though he was frustrated that he was the only one not getting any action (although he supposed the bridesmaid’s husbands and boyfriends would also be feeling sexually frustrated tonight), there wasn’t a man alive who could help getting stirred by such an abundance of flesh; of the smell of sex in the air; of the whimpers and moans of men and women completely given over to passionate lust. 
 
    His dick was rock-hard and uncomfortable in his tight pants. John longed to unzip his pants and let his erection spring free, to stroke it up and down until the sexual tension was released by spurts of sticky semen. 
 
    But Calvin was sitting just a few feet away from him, and however distracted he was by pleasing John’s wife, John wasn’t convinced he wouldn’t notice if John started pleasing himself. It was one of the hardest things he had ever done in his life, but he resisted the temptation to pleasure himself all the way to the hotel. 
 
    When they arrived at the hotel, the driver parked and got the door. As they piled out off the car, Calvin picked up Khloe and began carrying her toward the lobby, 
 
    “Congratulations, you two,” the driver called after them with a tip of his hat. Nobody bothered correcting him. 
 
    “John,” Khloe called out from Calvin’s arms, “be a dear and go check in and get the keys, would you?” 
 
    John nodded obediently and made his way to the lobby as his wife and Calvin, and the rest of the wedding party, stood just outside canoodling with each other. 
 
    Checking in was quick, and John led everyone up to the third floor. John and Khloe had booked a room for themselves, as well as a suite across the hall for the rest of the wedding party to share. 
 
    As John opened the door to his room, he figured he would give it one more try. 
 
    “Well, I guess this is where we part ways,” he said meekly. “Come on, Khloe.” 
 
    Everyone looked at him with a mixture of pity and amusement. Beth, in particular, was looking at him like he was the weakest, most pathetic little wimp of all time. 
 
    But Calvin acted like he was coming to John’s rescue. 
 
    “Yep,” he said. With his arm around Khloe’s shoulder, he walked her toward the room. “This is where we part ways. Have a good night, boys,” he said with a wink. With that, he walked into the room — and shut the door right in John’s face, as if to tell him what he thought of him. 
 
    John shot the rest of the group a sheepish smile, slid the keycard through its slot and unlocked the door again. He darted inside. He darted inside and saw that Khloe was already on her back, Calvin already sliding off her dress. After removing her dress, Calvin started taking off his shirt, and Khloe began unbuttoning his pants. 
 
    “I’ve been dying all day to get this cock in me,” she hissed, a woman possessed. “When you were grinding that monster against my ass during the reception I just about died. It was all I could do to not rip off your pants and swallow it in front of everyone.” 
 
    As she spoke, she pulled down Calvin’s boxers and his cock sprang to life in front of her, his coke-can girth pointing right into Khloe’s face. She gasped in delight, and stuck the tip of her tongue against the base of the head. She giggled as she looked up into Calvin’s eyes. Looking down, he said, “Nuh-uh. You gonna take the whole thing, you little slut.” He forced his cock through her lips, deep down her throat. She gagged, but John got the impression that if she could have, she would have smiled.  
 
    Calvin placed a giant hand on either side of Khloe’s head and fucked her mouth almost as hard as he fucked her pussy. Khloe choked audibly, coating the length of Calvin’s thick rod with slick spit. Calvin pulled out, just for a minute, to allow Khloe to breathe. “You like it when I make you choke on that big dick?” he asked. 
 
    “I love your big cock,” she said. She swallowed his cock, slurping enthusiastically, then spit it out. “Putting it in my mouth isn’t good enough though, daddy,” she said. She slurped on it again, gagging hard as it reached the back of her throat. She pulled back. “I want this monster in my pussy, stretching it out so I never feel little white dicks like my husband’s ever again.” 
 
    For some reason, hearing Khloe talk about him like that — like some wimp who would never be able to satisfy his wife in bed — made John hard. He took off his suit jacket and placed it in the closet, and took a seat at a chair facing the bed.  
 
    Calvin had taken his cock out of Khloe’s mouth and was now slapping it against her face. “You want this cock in your pussy?” he asked her, as she vigorously nodded up and down. “Yeah? Well, you’re gonna have to beg for it, bitch.” 
 
    “You know I want it,” she said. “Please fuck me with that big nigger dick, Calvin. I need it inside me. I need it so badly.” 
 
    Calvin’s open palm struck Khloe’s cheek. “Who you calling a nigger, you whack-ass cracker bitch?” But he laughed, and turned Khloe onto her belly, sticking her ass straight up in the air. He took two of his massive fingers and ran them up and down her pussy, then dipped them into her. 
 
    “Ooooh that feels so good,” she cooed. “I need your big cock inside me, Calvin!” 
 
    “Mmm. Yeah, I can feel that,” he said. “You’re dripping wet, you little married whore.” 
 
    “Stick that big manly dick in my married cunt.”  
 
    Calvin chuckled to himself over the request, but he wasn’t quite ready to fulfill it. He lined the head of his cock up to her cunt and slid it up and down, teasing and torturing his lover, who writhed beneath him.  
 
    “Stick it in me,” she begged. “I need it. I need—” 
 
    He plunged it into her, deep and hard and fast. But he held it inside of her, pressed all the way inside, his long, leathery balls resting against her. Khloe gasped, an animalistic sound the likes of which John had never heard from anyone, let alone his wife. 
 
    “Oh, you fill me up so good!” she said, her words coming out in a hiss. “Fuck me. Fuck me! FUCK ME!” 
 
    Calvin waited a moment — he never let Khloe dictate what happened in bed, and always took care never to give in to her demands immediately — but soon it seemed even he could hold back no longer. He slid his massive, nearly-forearm-sized cock out of Khloe’s drenched pussy, then slammed it back into her with a ferocity John only believed becaues he was right there witnessing it. He slid it out, then in, building a rhthym that John could tell was leading Khloe to orgasm in just a matter of moments. 
 
    “Oh yes, oh yes, OH YES FUCK ME!” she screamed, and Calvin complied, seemingly slamming his cock into her harder and faster with each thrust, like some kind of erotic perpetual motion machine. 
 
    In no time, she was cumming in one of the most intense orgams John had seen in the several months he’d gotten to witness his wife fucking her lover.  
 
    “I’m cumming! I’m cumming on your big nigger dick!” she screamed, and Calvin was too enthralled to slap her this time; in fact, he seemed excited by her racial slurs, and slammed into her even harder. “Fuck me! Fuck me!” 
 
    Her orgasm seemed to subside, but Calvin didn’t stop. He continued fucking her with beastly intensity. He pulled out of her for one instant, turned her around to face him, then plunged his cock back into her, immediately picking up where he had left off. 
 
    “Oh my — holy shit I’m cumming again!” Khloe screamed, and still Calvin rammed into her as hard and as fast as ever. 
 
    Finally, as Khloe came to her third orgasm, as intense as the last, Calvin shuddered and unloaded his balls deep into Khloe’s pussy. He didn’t so much groan as roar as he shot spurt after spurt of hot cum into John’s wife. It looked to John like he must have already sent three or four spurts directly into Khloe, when he suddenly pulled out. A long, white jet of cum instant shot out, coating the lips of Khloe’s swollen pussy lips. It was followed soon by a second and a third, completely coating Khloe’s sex in his sexual fluids. Finally, he was done, and he fell back on the bed beside his lover. 
 
    Calvin placed one of his large hands over Khloe’s right tit, completely engulfing it. As he massaged it, he leaned it and kissed her. As their lips parted, Calvin called out, without looking away from Khloe, “Cuck!” 
 
    John perked up. What was he in for now? 
 
    “Yes, sir?” he asked. 
 
    “Come clean up your wife,” he said. 
 
    John’s dick, already hard, throbbed painfully. He hadn’t had meaningful sexual contact with his wife for weeks. Even if he couldn’t touch himself or cum, he was going to enjoy getting to place his tongue against the soft folds of his wife’s pussy. His wedding night wouldn’t be a total bust for him after all. 
 
    He walked over to the bed, and Khloe moved closer to the end of the bed, dangling her legs off the edge. John sat on his knees on the floor, and placed one arm around each of his wife’s legs. 
 
    He looked up into her eyes. “I love you, honey,” he said. 
 
    She smiled. “I know you do, sweetie. Now get to work.” 
 
    John smiled despite himself, and looked down at his wife’s well-used cunt. It glistened with gob after gob of Calvin’s sticky seed, and more cum seeped out from deep within her womb. 
 
    John decided to start at the bottom, licking the trail of leaking cum near the top of Khloe’s ass and running his tongue up the length of her slit. The taste of Calvin’s cum was salty and bitter, but he had long since gotten used to the taste and had begun to enjoy it. 
 
    His cock throbbed and now more than ever, the sensation of his wife’s skin fresh on his tongue, he wanted to touch himself, to play with himself and release the sexual tension he was feeling. But he dared not anger Calvin. 
 
    Calvin seemed to read his mind. As John was going in for a second lap of Khloe’s pussy, he held up a hand to get John’s attention. 
 
    “You’ve been a good little cuck today,” he said. “You didn’t touch yourself after I asked you not to, and you dutifully answered the call to clean up your wife’s spent cunt. Now I don’t want you thinking you’ll always be rewarded for this kind of behavior — this is what I expect from you every day, and you won’t usually be rewarded just for following the bare minimum that’s expected of you. But since it’s your wedding night, you may play with your cock as you clean Khloe.” 
 
    John was overjoyed. “Thank you sir. Thank you!” He pulled off his pants in what seemed like less than a second, then resumed his place between his wife’s legs, playing with his little white cock as he did so. 
 
    After he’d cleaned off the surface of Khloe’s pussy, he knew he would have to reach deeper to fully clean her out. He dug his tongue deep into her pussy, licking out as much of Calvin’s cum as he could. Then, he slurped at her pussy to suck out any remaining trace of semen. 
 
    Khloe leaned forward and patted John’s head as if he were a dog. “Good cucky,” she said. “You may curl up on the floor for the night. My lover and I have many more orgasms ahead of us for the night and I don’t want you getting in the way.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” John said, and he retreated to the far corner of the room. He couldn’t believe he was going to have to sleep on the floor, but he was spent and given how tired he was, he figured he could have fallen asleep anywhere.  
 
    Calvin threw him a blanket and a pillow, then walked back to the bed. 
 
    “Get a good night’s sleep, cuck,” he said. “We’ll have to get up early to catch our flight.” 
 
    John, already beginning to fall asleep, had forgotten what light he was referring to. “Flight?” he asked. 
 
    “The flight to our honeymoon, of course,” he said. “The three of us are headed to Jamaica.” 
 
    John’s eyes grew heavy, and as he drifted to sleep, he wondered what adventures would await him, his wife and her lover on the island of Jamaica. 
 
      
 
    -end- 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Book 3: Interracial Cuckold Honeymoon 
 
      
 
    John kicked open the door to the honeymoon suite; he had no choice, as he was carrying his new bride in his arms. 
 
    Khloe’s arms were wrapped around her new husband's neck. She shot him a wide smile and John returned it. He stumbled over to the bed and dropped Khloe into the bed. 
 
    She giggled as John kicked off his shoes and jumped onto the bed with her. He leaned in and kissed her. It was a deep, passionate kiss, the kind that signified that she was completely and irrevocably in love with him, mind, body and soul, and that she was hungry for him. 
 
    John ran his hand up Khloe’s thigh, slowly bringing his hand up to the glistening folds of her vagina. “I've been dying to get my hands on you,” he said. “I wanted to take you into the bathroom on the plane … introduce you to the ‘mile high club.’” 
 
    Khloe giggled. “Well you have me now. What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    John smiled. “I'm going to fuck my new wife,” he said. He pulled down his wife's skirt, revealing that she had not been wearing panties. Eagerly, he unfastened his belt, pulled it off and pulled his pants down and off. 
 
    He pulled his boxers off and his cock immediately sprang free.  
 
    Khloe cooed at the sight of her husband’s stiff cock. She leaned forward and wrapped both hands around the shaft, sliding them up and down.  
 
    “Mmm,” John said. “That feels good, baby.” 
 
    “You think that feels good?” she asked. “Just wait.” 
 
    “I don’t think I can,” John said with a grin. He pushed her onto the bed, and she gasped in surprise. He spread her legs apart and sidled up to her, pressing the head of his cock against the entrance of her tight, sensual pussy. 
 
    “How badly do you want it?” he asked. 
 
    “I want it so badly,” she said. “I need it, sir.” 
 
    “That’s right you do, baby,” he said. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me, sir,” Khloe said, emphasizing the word “sir.” “I need you to fill me up, sir. Fuck me, sir. Sir. SIR. SIR! SI--” 
 
    John awoke with a start. It took him a moment to realize that he was not with his new wife in a hotel on their honeymoon, but rather sitting in a cramped airplane seat, drool leaking from the side of his mouth and a pretty blonde stewardess at his side trying to get his attention. 
 
    “Sir, we’ll be landing soon. I need you to put your seat up.” 
 
    “Sorry,” John said, and as he spoke, he noticed he had an obvious erection, a lingering remnant of his sexy dream. He shifted his legs to try to cover it up, be he could tell by the stewardess’s pitying smile that she had noticed it.  
 
    He put his seat up, wiped the drool off his face, and peered ahead, two rows up, to sneak a peek of his new wife. 
 
    It appeared she had switched seats with her lover, Calvin, the tall, large black man se had met several months ago, who had become a major part of their lives since then … and who had basically become Khloe’s boyfriend. Not only had he taken over the couple’s sex life, sleeping with Khloe in the couple’s bed while John slept on the couch listening to their moans, but he had actually been John’s best man at the wedding. He was the first to kiss the bride after John fainted at the altar, and he was the first to slide his cock into Khloe’s newly-married pussy. That much was a given, of course; John hadn’t fucked Khloe since she met Calvin. As hard as it had been, John was realizing that that part of his life was over. As a cuckold, he was allowed to watch his wife make love to Calvin, or whatever other lovers she chose, but he was not allowed to join in or participate. He could touch himself, and jerk off to completion -- sometimes, if he received permission. But that was the extent of his sexual release these days. 
 
    As John watched Calvin looking relaxed in his seat, he noticed that the large blanket he had draped over his lap was moving ever-so-slightly … bobbing up and down. 
 
    Could it be, John thought? Could his wife be slurping on Calvin’s long, veiny schlong right on the airplane, in front of everyone? Surely people had to know what was going on beneath that blanket! 
 
    And yet, nobody seemed to care or stop them. In fact, as John watched Calvin enjoy fellatio from his wife, he watched as the pretty blond stewardess who had woken him up looked right at Calvin, gave an amused smirk and -- while making direct eye contact with Calvin -- actually winked, as if to say, “When is it my turn to gobble up that big black cock, sexy?” It was a look John had never seen any woman give him.  
 
    As John watched Calvin, he saw him put his large, dark hand on top of the blanket -- really, on top of Khloe’s head -- and push down forcefully, forcing his massive dick further down her throat. John heard her gag from his seat. A little old lady across the aisle looked up in surprise. Calvin turned and flashed her a charming smile.  
 
    A few minutes later, Calvin shuddered in his seat, obviously ejaculating into Khloe’s mouth. Calvin lifted the blanket, revealing Khloe’s gorgeous face. She wiped her mouth, then sat up. 
 
    For a brief moment, Calvin’s penis was fully exposed. John gawked at it for a moment, in awe that his cock, glistening with Khloe’s spit, was still hard, looking so large and powerful. But in an instant, Calvin dropped the blanket back on his lap, covering up the sight of his majestic cock. 
 
    As the pilot announced that they were making their descent, John thought to himself that it was going to be a very interesting honeymoon. He wasn't sure whether or not he would enjoy it -- but he knew for a fact Calvin and Khloe would.  
 
    *** 
 
    When they arrived at the airport, Calvin and Khloe instructed John to wait and fetch their bags. They were going to take a taxi to the airport, they told him, and he could meet them at the hotel with the bags after fetching his own taxi. 
 
    John didn’t like that plan, but he didn’t think he was in a position to argue -- it had become very apparent over the last couple of months that Calvin and Khloe called the shots in this threeway relationship. So, grudgingly, he let Khloe and Calvin walk away in each other’s arms as he waited by the luggage carousel for their bags to come. 
 
    It seemed to take forever, but the bags eventually did come. He carried them out and found a taxi and made his way to the hotel. 
 
    The Jamaican sun beat down through the taxi window and warmed John’s skin. As he peered out the window, he couldn’t help but fall in love with the scenery -- the warm, yellow sands of the beaches, the vivid green of the palm trees and the crystal blue waters all made it clear that he had set foot in paradise. 
 
    It was about a half hour drive to the hotel, which turned out to be a resort. John hadn’t been involved in planning the honeymoon or arranging for any of the accommodations. While he had expected a rather simple hotel, it appeared Calvin and Khloe had arranged to stay at a rather extensive resort, which concerned John somewhat, since they had used his credit card to make all the payments. 
 
    He checked in at the front desk, where the clerk seemed a bit confused by John’s presence. 
 
    “Yes, a stunning young woman just checked in about a half hour ago,” she said. “Said she was here for her honeymoon. Her husband was a very handsome black man.” John caught a hint of jealousy in her voice, and he didn’t bother to correct her, letting her know that he was actually the husband, that the gorgeous brunette accompanying that sexy black guy was actually his wife. 
 
    “I’m uh … a friend of the couple’s,” he said with an awkward smile. That didn’t seem to satiate her curiosity much. “It’s … complicated,” he added, and she seemed to accept that somewhat more. 
 
    She handed John a keycard and he made his way, struggling with the luggage, to the elevator. He made his way to the sixth floor, got out, and walked down the hallway to their room. 
 
    He slid the keycard into the slot, turned the handle and shoved the luggage into the room.  
 
    The sound was immediate: Calvin’s large balls slapping loudly against Khloe’s ass as he rammed his monster black cock into her cunt. Her screams filled the room, and rang out through the hall. John was sure everyone on the floor -- perhaps everyone on the floors above and below -- could hear his wife getting the fucking of her life. 
 
    He hurriedly  closed the door behind him. He slipped the luggage into the closet, then turned to look at the lurid scene in front of him. 
 
    His wife was on all fours on top of the bed. Calvin was behind her, pulling her hair as she begged him to fuck her deeper and harder, and he tried with all of his might to comply. 
 
    “Fuck me!” she cried. “Fuck me with that long black cock! It feels so good. Oh my gosh, it feels so good!” 
 
    Calvin slapped her ass, sending it jiggling beautifully. John drooled at the sight, and he found himself wishing it was him fucking his wife from behind and slapping her ample ass. But if she was going to fuck another man, he was grateful he could at least watch. 
 
    Calvin turned Khloe around so she was on her back and looking straight into Calving eyes as he slid his cock back into her. He did so slowly this time, sensually. He bent down and kissed her on the lips at a glacier’s pace, sliding his lips along her’s with patience John wouldn't have been able to match. It looked to John like Calvin had moved beyond fucking his wife. He was making love to her. 
 
    Apparently Khloe felt the same way, because as their lips parted, she looked up at Calvin with a dreamy look in her eyes. 
 
    “I love you,” she said.  
 
    It was the first time John had heard his wife utter those words to her lover. It did not seem to be merely said in the passion of the moment, but rather with all the meaning Khloe could muster. She was telling Calvin, with all due sincerity, that she was madly in love with him. It was becoming painfully obvious that this honeymoon was not meant to be celebration of Khloe and John's marriage, but rather a celebration of Calvin’s domination of Khloe’s heart and body, despite her marriage to John. 
 
    While John had never seen Calvin act sentimental, , to his surprise, he leaned down and kissed Khloe gingerly. “I love you, baby girl,” he whispered, just barely loudly enough for John to here. 
 
    John couldn’t believe it. It really felt like he was the third wheel, like he was witnessing Khloe and Calvin on their honeymoon, and not the other way around. Jealousy shot through him. He felt a stab of loneliness. He would never again have a connection with Khloe like she had with Calvin. And yet, if he wasn’t feeling such a bewildering mixture of internal pain and sexual arousal, even he would have to admit that Khloe and Calvin’s mutual expression of love was a beautiful sight. A romantic one, even. 
 
    Suddenly, Calvin turned his eyes to John. It was the first time either of them had acknowledged his presence at all. 
 
    “Cuck!” Calvin said. “What are you doing, staring at us like a creep? Make yourself useful. Go out and buy us some champagne.” 
 
    John was exhausted. The last thing he wanted to do was head back out and run errands while his wife and her lover stayed in and made sweet, sensual love. But then again, it wasn’t about what he wanted anymore. He had entered into this marriage knowing full well that it meant he would be serving them both for the rest of his life. 
 
    “Yes, sir,”John said to Calvin. “Of course. I’ll be back as soon as possible.” 
 
    He slid out of the room, his pants pitching a tent the whole way down the lobby. He made his way to the front desk and asked him where he could purchase a bottle of champagne nearby. The clerk behind the desk gave him direction to a little corner mart a couple blocks down the road. John thanked her and went on his way.  
 
    As he walked down the street, he passed by many locals. Many of the men’s hair was matted into long dreadlocks hanging past their shoulders. Many of the men strutted down the streets with their shirts off, showing off their lithe bodies, their glistening, chiseled abs. John noted that a few of them even put Calvin to shame. 
 
    When he came into the corner market, it didn’t take him long to find a bottle of cheap champagne. He stuck it into his pocket and went up to the front counter. 
 
    “Ah, champagne, mon,” the clerk said. “what is the occasion?” 
 
    John beamed, despite himself. “I’m on my honeymoon,” he said cheerily. This was the perfect opportunity to pretend like he was on a “normal” honeymoon. This clerk wouldn’t have to know that John’s new bride was still back at their hotel room getting pounded by her black lover.               
 
    “Congratulations, mon,” the clerk said. “But, uh … where is the blushing bride?” 
 
    “She’s back at our room waiting for me,” John said. “You know, she’s tired on account of the jet lag.” 
 
    “Of couree, of course,” the clerk said. “What hotel are you staying at?” 
 
    “We’re staying at the Sand Spray Resort,” John said. 
 
    “Ah, a very good choice. You and your bride will enjoy it. You have a picture of her?” 
 
    “Of my wife?” The clerk nodded. “Um … yes, well, I think I do,” John said. 
 
    “May I see it?” 
 
    John thought it a little strange that this random person was asking to see photographs of his wife, but he seemed friendly enough. Besides, he relished the opportunity to show off how beautiful his wife was. 
 
    “Yeah, give me a sec,” John said, pulling out his phone. He scrolled through the photos, trying to find a good one. As he did so, his heart sank. All the old photos of he and Khloe were on his old phone. Since he’d upgraded -- after Khloe and Calvin had met -- he’d been forced to be their de facto personal photographer. In every single photo of Khloe John had on his phone, she was with Calvin -- hugging Calvin affectionately, kissing him on the cheek, even full-on making out with him. 
 
    In fact, he had taken a lot of really nasty photos when he was allowed to watch them have sex -- photos of Calvin’s cock rammed down her throat, photos of her ass as it bounced up and down Calvin’s cock. Masturbating to those photos got him through the tough times, when he was overwhelmed by jealousy and loneliness. But, of course, he couldn’t show any of those photos to the store clerk. 
 
    Instead, he found one that looked relatively innocent, with Calvin’s muscular arm wrapped around Khloe’s shoulder as the couple posed in front of a fancy restaurant they had just eaten at -- and which John had paid for, after driving them there and eating fast food in the car while he waited for their date to be over. 
 
    “Here she is,” he said, and he turned his phone around to show the clerk. 
 
    The clerk’s jaw dropped. “This gorgeous woman -- she is your wife?” John nodded, but the clerk didn’t seem convinced. “This thing of beauty is married to … to you?” he asked. 
 
    His disbelief didn’t exactly do wonders for John’s self-esteem, but that was okay. He was getting used to it. 
 
    “Yes, that is the woman I just married,” he said, his chest swelling with pride. 
 
    “But who is this man in the picture with her, mon?” the clerk asked. Before he knew what was happening, the clerk had swiped the phone out of John’s hands and brought it up to his face for a closer look. 
 
    “That’s -- that’s nobody,” John said. “Just a mutual friend of ours.” 
 
    “This ‘mutual friend’ seems to be getting awfully close to your wife,” the clerk said. “Is he an ex-boyfriend? If so, you should be worried.” 
 
    “There’s no reason to be worried,” John said. “Can I please have my phone back, now?” 
 
    “Not so fast,” the clerk said, holding out a hand to keep John at bay. “Let’s see what other photos you have of your beautiful wife on here.” 
 
    Before he could do anything to stop it, the clerk was scrolling through the photo gallery on John’s phone. It only took four or five scrolls before the clerk stopped and stared intensely at the screen. 
 
    “What do we have here?” he asked. “That does not look like your cock, mon.” The clerk turned the phone around so John could see the photo: One of Khloe’s mouth stretched to its limit by a big, veiny black cock. 
 
    “It … uh …” 
 
    “In fact,” the clerk said, continuing, “It looks to me like it likely belongs to the ‘friend’ in the previous picture you showed me.” 
 
    “Look, uh … my wife and I have an arrangement,” John said. “It’s not like I don’t know about it.” 
 
    “Clearly, if you are taking photos of it,” he said. 
 
    “Okay, look, this is really embarrassing,” John said. “Can I please have my phone back, and I’ll be on my way?” 
 
    “Hmm … I am afraid not,” the clerk said. 
 
    John was stunned. “What?” 
 
    “I’m afraid you’re going to have to ‘forget’ your phone here,” the clerk said. “When I ‘find’ it, I would be more than happy to return it to your room at the resort once I get off my shift in a couple hours. It would give me a perfect opportunity to say hello to your gorgeous wife.” 
 
    The color drained from John’s face. “I am not comfortable with that,” he said.  
 
    “I didn’t ask if you were,” the clerk said. “But if you want to get your phone back, you’re going to have to do as I say.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” John said. “I’ll just get a new phone. Thanks for the champagne.” He started to head for the door, when the clerk called out to him. 
 
    “If you don’t do as I say, I will post all of these photos of your pretty wife getting fucked by people other than you to the internet.” 
 
    John stopped in his tracks. He hadn’t considered that. It would be devastating to both his reputation, and Khloe’s reputation, if those photos ever saw the light of day. He couldn’t let that happen to his wife. 
 
    “Fine,” John said. “Whatever you want. But I’m not going to let you do anything to my wife, if that’s what you’re planning. 
 
    The clerk laughed. “You’re not going to ‘let’ me? I think it’s her decision. And judging from these photos, I don’t think it will take much persuading. She likes the dark meat, mon.” 
 
    John was disturbed to hear this stranger talking like that … but then he remembered that Calvin was waiting with Khloe. Calvin wouldn’t put up with any of this guy’s shit. He smiled and turned back to the clerk. 
 
    “Fine, whatever,” he said. 
 
    “What’s your room number?” 
 
    “203.” 
 
    The clerk smiled. “See you in a few hours, mon.” 
 
    John frowned. “Okay. See you then.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    When John walked through the door, it appeared Khloe and Calvin had taken a break from their lovemaking. They were intwined in each other’s arms, their hands caressing each other’s bodies. 
 
    “Welcome back, cuck,” Khloe said. “Did you bring us champagne?” 
 
    John nodded. “Would you like me to pour you two a glass?” 
 
    “Please,” Khloe cooed. 
 
    John walked over to the sink where a couple of glasses had been set to the side, grabbed two of them. He uncorked the champagne bottle and then poured some of it into the glasses. 
 
    “Here you are,” he said, handing one cup to his wife and the other to her lover. 
 
    “Thank you,” Khloe said. “That will be all for now.” John nodded and sat in one of the chairs facing the beds. 
 
    “To us,” Khloe said, and she held up her glass toward Calvin. 
 
    “To us,” he echoed with a smile, and he clinked Khloe’s glass. They each took a sip. 
 
    They looked so happy, so peaceful and content. John was more jealous than he could convey in words. And yet, something about that jealousy was so taboo that he couldn’t help also getting incredibly aroused. As he watched his wife and her lover treating each other so tenderly as they lay naked in bed, he felt his cock growing hard. 
 
    And yet, part of him was also worried about what would happen when the store clerk came by to “return” his phone. Would he start a confrontation with Calvin? Would someone get hurt? He hoped not. He hoped the clerk would come in, take one look at Calvin, and walk out -- after returning John’s phone, of course.  
 
    John was beginning to make himself nervous, thinking about everything that could possibly go wrong. He decided a walk would help calm his nerves. He was about to call out to Khloe and Calvin to tell them where he was going, but they were completely entranced in one another, caressing each other’s bodies and whispering to each other. So he quietly slipped out the door. 
 
    The resort was bigger than John had realized. He noticed that everyone -- particularly the women -- appeared to be dressed rather skimpily. When a woman walked by completely topless, letting her large, round breasts bounce freely with each step, his curiosity got the better of him. 
 
    He stopped an older couple who had been walking past him. They were dressed a little more conservatively, which made him less nervous to approach them. 
 
    “Excuse me,” he said. “I don’t mean to trouble you, but can I ask you … what kind of resort is this, where everyone seems to be wearing such revealing clothing, and even has women going topless?” 
 
    The man looked surprised to even be hearing such a question. 
 
    “You mean you don’t know?” he asked. “Aren’t you staying here?” 
 
    “Erm … well, yes,” John said awkwardly. “But my wife made all the arrangements, and we didn’t discuss it to much ahead of time.” 
 
    The man furrowed his brow, apparently not quite satisfied by that answer. “It seems … odd … that you two wouldn’t have discussed it beforehand,” he said, “because this happens to be a swinger’s resort.” 
 
    John wondered whether he had heard correctly. “Swingers?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes,” the man’s wife chimed in with a sly smile. “You know … like for couples who want to fuck other people.” 
 
    “Oh,” John said. “Well, we didn’t discuss that specifically, but we have previously discussed being … you know … ‘open.’” That was a mild way of putting it, but John supposed it was kind of true. Khloe was able to be as open as she wanted in the relationship -- it was just John who had been forced into practical celibacy. 
 
    “What do you think?” the man asked his wife, a devious smile growing on his face to match the one on his wife’s face. He gestured to John. 
 
    The wife looked John up and down appraisingly. “Mmm,” she said. Not quite my type. Sorry.” 
 
    John forced an awkward smile. “No problem,” he said. “Well, thank you two for your help. I’d best be going.” 
 
    The couple nodded and John hurried off. 
 
    A swinger’s resort? Had Khloe and Calvin known that’s what this place was when they made the arrangements? Were they planning to swap partners with other people? It all made so little sense to John. 
 
    He checked his watch and cursed. It had already been a couple hours since he had left the corner market. The clerk could arrive any moment with his phone. He had to get back -- he could figure out why his wife had booked a room at a swinger’s resort later. 
 
    When he slipped back into the room, Khloe and John were making out tenderly -- it looked like they had just started and not gotten too hot and heavy yet. John breathed a sigh of relief -- that meant the clerk had not stopped by yet.  
 
    He sat down and took off his shoes; his feet were swollen and ached after his long walk around the resort. He watched as Khloe and John kissed, and just as it appeared things were beginning to heat up, with Calvin kissing his way down Khloe’s chest, someone knocked on the door. 
 
    John bounced up. 
 
    “I’ll get it!” he announced.  
 
    Before Khloe or Calvin could do anything or say a word, John was at the door. He took a quick peek through the peephole and confirmed his suspicions: It was the store clerk. 
 
    He slid the door open a crack and slipped outside.  
 
    “Thanks for stopping by,” he said, holding out his hand. “I’ll take my phone and you can be on your way. Thank you so much for dropping it off.” 
 
    The clerk chuckled, holding the phone behind his back. “Not so fast, mon,” he said. “That was not our deal. I want to meet this pretty little wife of yours.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, well, about that,” John said. “She’s a little tied up at the moment and I don’t really want to disturb her, so you can just leave my phone here and be on your way …” 
 
    “I’m sure your pretty young wife will make time for me, mon,” the clerk said. He pushed John roughly to the side and he watched, horrified, as the clerk forced his way into the room. 
 
    Khloe and Calvin both sat upright, on high alert upon the entrance of this intruder into their idyllic room at the resort. 
 
    “What do you want, man?” Calvin boomed out in his thick voice. 
 
    “Ah -- I’m sorry to trouble you,” the clerk said, just a tad bit flustered as he obviously hadn’t expected to see the big, buff black man that he had witnessed in the photographs on John’s phone. “I was just dropping off this gentleman’s phone -- he had left it at my store earlier when he was buying champagne. He told me he was on his honeymoon and I wanted to congratulate the lucky bride … but I see she’s already taking about all the congratulations she can handle.” He chuckled.  
 
    “Yeah, sorry, man,” Calvin said. “You’ll have to find your own piece of ass. Should be plenty in this place, though.” 
 
    John breathed a sigh of relief. Just as he’d hoped, Calvin was taking charge and correcting the situation, keeping both him and Khloe safe from this stranger who was trying to take advantage of them. 
 
    The clerk clicked his tongue. “It’s a pity,” he said. He turned to Khloe and looked her in the eyes. “You are quite beautiful, my dear.” 
 
    John thought he saw Khloe blush just a little. “Thank you,” she said. “But as you can see, I am a little, uh … preoccupied at the moment.” 
 
    “Of course,” the clerk said. “I will let you get back to it. It is a shame, though … you are so much prettier than all the whores here … they charge quite a pretty penny, and yet, not one is as beautiful as you.” 
 
    Khloe blushed further -- although John thought she looked a little insulted -- but Calvin looked like the clerk’s comments had suddenly set his mind in motion.  
 
    “Hold up,” he said, stopping the clerk before he left.  
 
    The clerk stopped and turned around to face Calvin. 
 
    “What can I do for you, mon?” 
 
    “How much do the whores around here usually charge?” Calvin asked. 
 
    “Oh, anywhere from $20,000 to $30,000.” 
 
    “Uh … that's Jamaican dollars, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, mon.” 
 
    “So how much would that be in U.S. dollars?” 
 
    “Oh, probably around … $150 to $300.” 
 
    Calvin nodded his head contemplatively. “Okay,” he said. “How much do you think Khloe here could pull in?” 
 
    The clerk grinned. “We very much like pretty white girls here, mon. I would say she could pull in $500 U.S. easily. Perhaps more, depending on the circumstances.” 
 
    “That's per hour, right?” Calvin asked. The clerk nodded in the affirmative. 
 
    Calvin turned to Khloe. “What do you think?” he asked. 
 
    “What do I think about what?” she asked incredulously. “Surely you're not considering pimping me out!”  
 
    “Hear me out,” Calvin said. “We’re not going to be able to live off your hubby’s bank account forever -- not at the rate we’re burning through cash. We could make a lot of dough selling that hot little pussy to the highest bidder. Besides, we can afford to be choosy with the clientele … no fat, white losers like your husband … just the lean, thick-dicked niggers your juicy little cunt craves.” 
 
    “Calvin, I don't know about this,” Khloe said nervously. She shot a worried glance at the clerk, who was now standing there, grinning, looking at Khloe like she was a piece of meat. The outline of his cock, which was growing erect, was clearly visible in his shorts. John was amazed to see that it actually looked even bigger than Calvin’s cock.  
 
    “I'm sorry,” Calvin said. “I didn't mean to imply you had a choice.” He grabbed both her arms and held her down on the bed. Khloe gasped and writhed beneath her lover’s unbreakable grip. She cried out for him to let her go. Calvin ignored her. “Hey,” he said to the clerk, “you got that kinda dough on you right now?” 
 
    The clerk grinned, reached into his pocket, and pulled out a wad of Jamaican bills.  
 
    “Throw it on the table,” Calvin said, “and come get your dick wet.” 
 
    The clerk threw the money onto the table and excitedly ran toward the bed, unbuttoning his shorts as he did so. Calvin placed one of his hands over Khloe’s mouth with one hand and continued to hold her down with the other.  
 
    “What do you want first?” Calvin asked. “Her hot little mouth or her juicy, tight little pussy?” 
 
    “Mmm … let's try out that wet mouth first,” he said. He pulled off his shorts, standing in only his close-fitting boxer-briefs, which clearly showed the outline of his massive cock. 
 
    “Now listen,” Calvin said to Khloe as she writhed beneath him. “You're going to be an obedient little whore, right? I'm aiming to make some cash, so you're going to help me out with that, right? When I remove my hand from your mouth, you're going to open up like a good girl and let this nice man fuck that wet little mouth, right?” 
 
    John couldn't believe what was happening. I should be doing something! He thought. This man is pimping out my wife! 
 
    John's place in the relationship had definitely gone down more than a few pegs ever since Khloe had started fucking Calvin, but maybe this was his chance for redemption. Clearly, Khloe did not like the thought of strange men using her as a fuck doll for money (although, John had to admit, the thought made him hard as fuck). Maybe this was a vulnerability John could take advantage of. Maybe he could be the hero.  
 
    “Excuse me!” John exclaimed as he stood. “I don't think sure wants this. I think you both need to stop right now.” 
 
    The instant the words left his lips,he regretted them. The two large, black men both turned to look at him with pure menace in their eyes.  
 
    “What the fuck do you think you're doin’, mon?” the clerk asked.  
 
    “I'm … I'm sticking up for my wife,” John said, trying to sound confident.  
 
    “No, mon,” the clerk said. “What you're doin’ is being a monumental cock block.” He approached John, and as he did so, he pulled something out of his back pocket … 
 
    Rope. 
 
    “Hey, hey,” John said, backing away, even though there was only limited room in the small resort room. “Hold up. What are you doing--” 
 
    He was on John in an instant, picking him up like he were a child. John yelped like a little girl as the clerk sat down and placed John facedown on his lap.  
 
    “You want to act like a little baby, mon? Then I'll treat you like one,” he said. He reached down and unbuttoned and unzipped John's pants, and slid them down around his ankles.  
 
    “What -- what are you doing? Stop this!” John pleaded.  
 
    But the clerk ignored John's pleas as he pulled his boxers down to his thighs, exposing John's bare ass. 
 
    “Here in Jamaica, when brats misbehave, they are punished.” He lifted his large, powerful black hand dramatically, and bright it down hard on John's ass. 
 
    John yelped. The clerk was as strong as he looked. The force of his hand stung badly and instantly brought tears to his eyes.  
 
    The clerk struck John again. And again. And again. Each time just as hard as the last. He struck John slowly and methodically. As he did so, he looked over at Khloe and smiled.  
 
    “Stop,” John begged. He was crying now. “Please, stop … Khloe … Calvin … do something …” 
 
    Calvin bristled upon hearing his name. 
 
    “Don't you ask me for help,” he said. “You were trying to stop me from renting out my property, remember? You need this punishment. You deserve it.” 
 
    John gritted his teeth. He looked up at Khloe, his eyes pleading for her to do something, anything, but what he saw in her own eyes stung more than the clerk's hand against his ass. 
 
    He saw in his wife's eyes a mixture of utter disgust and pity the likes of which he'd never seen before. And why should he have expected anything else? He looked like a little boy right now, sprawled out across a grown man’s lap, his pants around his ankles, getting totally and utterly dominated … and humiliated.  
 
    Not only would John not be Khloe’s hero … she would never have even the slightest hint of sexual desire for him ever again after this.  
 
    Finally, the clerk's hands stopped its assault on John. He pushed John onto the floor. His ass hit the ground and he hissed in pain. It was clear he would be sore there for weeks on end -- at the very least.  
 
    The clerk took the rope he'd taken out of his pocket earlier and roughly tied John's legs together, and tied his hands behind his back. John was too humiliated from getting spanked to put up a fight, or even to protest. 
 
    “Learn your place, you little baby bitch,” the clerk said. He left John trembling on the floor and walked back to the bed. “Now, where were we?” he asked. He began pushing down his boxer-briefs. Khloe looked like she wanted to scream, but she didn't. 
 
    Although John was on the floor, he was at such an angle that he could see everything taking place on the bed above him.  As the clerk pulled his underwear off, his massive cock sprang to life. It was, indeed, bigger than Calvin’s -- John thought it was the largest one he had ever seen in his life -- and it throbbed with every beat of his heart.  
 
    Khloe stared at the clerk’s monster member with a mixture of terror and fascination. Despite herself, she licked her lips. 
 
    The clerk stepped up onto the bed and inched his cock closer to Khloe’s face.  
 
    “Open up, love,” he told her. 
 
    The glazed look she'd displayed while looking at his thick cock suddenly evaporated. “I'm not your ‘love,’” she spat out, and she clasped her mouth shut definitely. 
 
    The clerk chuckled. He pressed the head of his massive cock against her lips. “I do enjoy a good challenge,” he said with a chuckle. 
 
    As he pressed harder against Khloe’s lips, he pulled her hair -- hard. She gasped in pain, and as she did so, he thrust his cock into her mouth with all his might.  
 
    It instantly hit the back of her throat, and she choked violently. But the clerk just laughed. 
 
    “There we go,” he said. “I knew I'd have you choking on my cock in no time.” 
 
    He didn't give her any opportunity to catch her breath; he just continued ramming his monster into her mouth, only letting up when he slid it halfway out so he could slide it back in.  
 
    “Damn,” he said. “This white American bitch has a hot little throat.” 
 
    John looked on as the clerk slid his cock in and out of his wife's mouth. It's official he thought; no longer was his wife simply a slut for black cock -- she was now literally a whore for them. 
 
    Khloe seemed to have regained her composure somewhat. She was no longer choking, and it looked like she had taken control of the situation; the clerk didn't have to slide his cock in and out of her mouth any longer, because she was doing the work now, sliding her pretty pink lips up and down the length of his shaft -- or at least, as far down as she could manage to go. Slurping down Calvin’s considerable cock had given her plenty of practice managing big, thick black cocks, but nothing could have adequately prepared for the immensity of the behemoth that was now dominating her throat. 
 
    As she did her best to take the biggest cock she'd taken in her life, John watched as her hand slowly snaked its way down … crept between her legs … and began massaging her clit. 
 
    She was getting into it! This defiant woman, who had insisted that she was not some whore to be paid for and used, was now not only vigorously sucking a paying customer's cock … she was getting off on it! 
 
    “Awww, yeah,” the clerk said. “Now my baby girl's getting into it. Suck that big fat cock.” He pulled her hair to the side so he could get a better view of her beautiful face and the pretty lips that were enveloping his cock. “Don't forget to show these big sexy balls some love,” he said. He slid his cock out of her mouth, and held it up so she could access his balls with ease. She leaned forward and engulfed his massive balls with her mouth, moaning enthusiastically. 
 
    “Mmm, baby, you're gonna make me bust a nut before I've even had a chance to try out that sweet little pussy.” As she licked and sucked his balls, he leaned forward and fondled her pussy, sliding two of his thick fingers into her. 
 
    He turned to look at Calvin, who had been watching intently, but with a big grin on his face. “It's gonna be hard not to explode the second you slide into her, brotha,” Calvin said. “My girl's got a real tight, pretty little pussy. It's gonna drive you wild.” 
 
    The clerk shot him a cocky grin. 
 
    “Can't wait to see for myself,” he said. “But I sure am enjoying her little whore tongue right now.” 
 
    Khloe moaned as she slurped down the clerk's formidable cock; her hips gyrated slowly in response to his fingers firmly exploring the inside of her pussy, which had grown sopping wet.  
 
    Suddenly, without warning, she shot upright and pushed the clerk's fingers out of her. “Enough of this,” she said.  
 
    John was surprised; it had looked like Khloe was enjoying servicing the clerk. Perhaps she had been faking, just going along with it since she didn't really have a choice?  
 
    Calving looked annoyed, but the clerk, in addition to looking surprised, looked absolutely pissed. John saw an unmistakable flash of answer on his face, and he couldn't blame him; if he'd been in the same position, being denied a service he'd paid good money for, he'd be angry, too. 
 
    But before any of them could react, Khloe had lay down on her back and spread her legs as far back as she could, fully exposing her pussy. The lips were puffy and engorged, and glistened in the light of the room. 
 
    “I can't stand it anymore. I need you to fuck me,” she gasped. 
 
    Calvin laughed. The clerk chuckled, his anger instantly evaporating. “Well now, I'd be more than happy to oblige,” he said. He moved closer to the bed and to her exposed pussy. He slapped his hard cock against her swollen pussy lips. She gasped in a mixture of pleasure and pain. 
 
    “Don't tease me,” she begged. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard and fast. I need that big, thick cock in me. I'm such a whore for it. I love big, black cocks. I need them inside me. Please fill me up! Fill up this tiny little pussy with your thick black cock! Stretch me out!” 
 
    Her words evidently excited the clerk, and if he'd planned to tease her some more, he clearly abandoned those plans as he quickly slid his thick cock into Khloe’s soaked snatch. She gasped. She was so wet and lubricated that he had been able to slide into her fairly easily, yet even then, with his massive size, it was a bit of a shock to her system. She grimaced as he pulled out and slid his length back into her. Her vaginal lips gripped the surface of his rod as he stretched her out. It looked magnificent, John thought.  
 
    “Ooooh, baby, be gently,” Khloe said. “I thought I’d be able to take you, but … but you’re the biggest I’ve ever had.” 
 
    The clerk seemed to show a hint of compassion. “I’ll go slow at first,” he said, “but once I get going -- I mean really going -- ain’t nothing in the world gonna stop me from fucking you as fast and as hard as I please, and busting my nut deep in that warm cunt.” 
 
    Khloe smiled. “I wouldn’t dare try to stop you,” she said. She leaned upward, and their lips met, feasting on each other hungrily. The clerk’s tongue snaked out, and Khloe’s came out to meet it. They twirled their tongues around each other wantonly, putting on a lurid show for John and Calvin’s benefit. 
 
    The clerk brought his hand to Khloe’s right breast; his hand was so large that it easily covered her entire breast. He squeezed it roughly. Khloe yelped in pain, but it soon gave way to a moan of pleasure. As he kneaded her breast, and sloppily kissed her, his cock began to pump in and out of her cunt faster and faster. She began fucking him back, slowly thrusting into him, then gaining speed, faster and faster, until she was pounding him as hard as he was pounding her. 
 
    “Mmmm, yeah, that’s it,” she gasped. “Fuck me. Fuck me! Fuck that little white cunt with your thick black cock, daddy!” 
 
    The clerk grunted as he slammed into her harder. His big, low-hanging balls slapped loudly against her plump ass as his massive cock plunged deep into her. John watched, fascinated. The clerk’s cock was so large, and reached so deeply into his wife, that John was certain when he came he would be depositing load after load of hot, sticky sperm directly into his wife’s uterus. It would be a genuine miracle if she didn’t end up pregnant with a black baby after this. 
 
    “I think you should be doing some of the work,” the clerk said. He slid his cock out of her. He picked her up, laid down on the bed, and hugged her close to him. “Ride this cock, bitch,” he said. 
 
    She lowered herself carefully onto his cock. It looked like he was impaling her, John thought -- like he would tear her in two. But he had to admit it was an exquisite sight watching the glistening lips of her pussy part as she lowered it onto the clerk’s thick, veiny cock. 
 
    Khloe gasped as she lowered herself further, until the clerk was in her all the way down to the balls. “Mmm,” she moaned. “I’ve never been stretched out like this before.” Calvin shot a half-grin, looking more amused than anything, John thought. Khloe began to rock on his cock, and as she picked up speed, he began thrusting his cock up into her. He placed each of his large, strong hands on either one of her ass cheeks. They both moaned as he crammed as much of his cock into her as he could, as quickly and as hard as he could. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she gasped. “Oh yes! Fuck me! Never stop fucking me!” 
 
    She arched her back as she continued rocking on his cock. The clerk reached up and took hold of both her breasts, gently massaging and fondling them as his pace slowed, and he slowly yet firmly forced his cock in and out of her. He let out a long, guttural groan. “Damn this pussy is tight,” he said. “Wet and juicy -- but tight!” 
 
    He slid his hands up and down the length of her body. She moaned and leaned down to kiss him, their tongues sliding against each other.  
 
    “What do you think?” Calvin asked. “Worth the money?” 
 
    “Mmm,” the clerk said. “Definitely. Can't wait to bust in this bitch.” 
 
    John gulped. This man would impregnate his wife for sure. How would he explain a black baby to his family? 
 
    Suddenly, the clerk pulled out out of Khloe, and flipped her over. He pulled her up by the ass, so her bulbous, juicy cheeks were pointed out toward him. 
 
    “Mmmm … look at this ass!” he exclaimed. He slapped one cheek, then the other. Khloe hissed and moaned.  
 
    The clerk bent down and began to vigorously kiss both her ass cheeks, moving back and forth from one to the other, squeezing her soft flesh as he did so.  
 
    He started focusing his attention between her cheeks, flicking the tip of his tongue briefly against her puckered asshole, eliciting an emphatic moan from Khloe. 
 
    The next time, his tongue lingered a little longer … then a little longer still … until his tongue was swirling around her asshole. He pushed his tongue into her and she gasped. “That feels so good! No one's ever licked my asshole before!” 
 
    “Well, I’m happy to introduce you to the experience,” he said. 
 
    Khloe’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as the clerk’s tongue continued to explore her asshole, then snaked down across the length of her pussy, back up to her ass, up and down, driving Khloe wild. 
 
    "Mmm, now my cock wants a taste of that ass,” the clerk said. He stood upright, and guided his cock to her little asshole. 
 
    Khloe looked concerned. “I don’t think it will fit,” she said. John knew she had plenty of experience taking Calvin’s cock in her ass, but he wasn’t sure she would be able to take the massive girth of the clerk’s cock. 
 
    The clerk, on the other hand, was very self-assured. “I’ll make it fit,” he said with a grin. 
 
    “You’d better slick it up with my pussy,” Khloe said. 
 
    The clerk chuckled. “Not a bad idea,” he said. He backed his cock away from her asshole and slid it into her juicy pussy. Khloe moaned appreciatively.  
 
    “Mmm… yeah, your pussy’s getting my cock nice and wet alright,” the clerk said. He slid it out and placed it back on her asshole. “Get ready,” he said. 
 
    He pushed it in gently, yet firmly, and the lubrication from Khloe’s drenched cunt helped him slide in the tip.  
 
    Khloe cried out in pain. “Oooh … oh, it’s so big!” 
 
    “I’ll go slow,” the clerk said. “Trust me, it’ll stretch to fit. And once you’re all stretched out, this is going to feel real good.” 
 
    John watched as the clerk sunk the entire length of his cock into Khloe’s tight asshole. Khloe grimaced the entire time, but after the clerk slid it out and back in a couple times, John saw that she was beginning to push back against his cock. She was fucking him back. 
 
    Her whimpers of pain slowly turned to moans of pleasure as the clerk picked up speed, ramming his cock in and out of John’s wife like the literal whore she now was. 
 
    Suddenly, the clerk lifted Khloe up -- his cock still firmly embedded in her ass -- and dropped himself onto the bed, so that Khloe sat above him. She planted her feet on either side of him and slowly lifted herself up and down his cock. 
 
    “Come join me, mon,” the clerk said to Calvin. 
 
    Calvin grinned, but he shook his head. “Nah, man. You paid for this time. She’s all yours.” 
 
    “Oh believe me, I know it,” he responded. “But I want to feel how tight she gets when she’s double stuffed -- one of us in her ass, the other in her pussy. So, please, I must insist -- fuck this dirty white whore with me.” 
 
    Calvin grinned and stood. “Well … if you insist,” he said. 
 
    He undid his pants and pulled down both his pants and underwear in one fell swoop, revealing his large, already-erect cock -- apparently the sight of Khloe getting impaled by black cock was as arousing to Calvin as it was to John. Except Calvin was in a position to actually do something about it. 
 
    He climbed onto the bed and spread her legs a bit wider to give himself better access to her wet, hot snatch. Khloe looked him lovingly in the eyes as he pushed his cock into her, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth. Khloe moaned in pleasure. “Oh you’re stretching me out!” she gasped. “You’re stretching out my wet little pussy while he stretches out my tiny little asshole!” 
 
    Calvin leaned forward and kissed her lips. They kissed slowly and sensually, still every bit as in love as they had been before Calvin had made a whore out of John’s wife. 
 
    John lay on the floor for close to a half hour watching the two strong, horse-hung black men share his beautiful white wife. Unable to touch himself, unable to move, all John could do was watch in frustration as his hard cock throbbed. 
 
    Finally, the clerk’s grunts grew louder and faster. “Aaah, I’m gonna cum in this bitch!” he shouted. “I’m gonna cum in her pretty little ass!”  
 
    He shouted violently as he emptied his balls deep into her ass. John felt a momentary wave of relief -- as long as he was cumming in her ass, at least that monster cock wouldn’t be getting his wife pregnant. But then, there was still the matter of Calvin, who would be blowing his load in her fertile pussy any moment. It had been an ongoing worry of John’s that his wife’s regular black lover would get her pregnant, leaving him coming up with some lame excuse to tell friends and family for the black child that would inevitably emerge from his pregnant wife. 
 
    Those fears came roaring back into his mind as Calvin began grunting loudly and finally emptied his hot, sticky sperm deep inside Khloe’s womb. 
 
    Both of Khloe’s black lovers pulled out of her and lay on either side of her, lovingly stroking her body as they lay in post-coital bliss. 
 
    Khloe leaned over and kissed Calvin on the lips. After their lips parted, she turned to the clerk and kissed him. 
 
    “You were both amazing,” she said. “Best fucking of my life.” 
 
    “It’s just the start, if you want it to be,” the clerk said. “How long will you two be in town?” 
 
    Two? John thought, insulted. Hello … there’s three of us! But he didn’t dare say a word. 
 
    “We’re here for a week,” Calvin said. 
 
    “Can you hook us up with some of your friends?” Khloe asked excitedly. 
 
    John was surprised. Earlier, Khloe had been noticeably resistant to the idea of being “rented out.” Now she seemed to be warming up to the idea … in fact, she seemed downright enthusiastic. 
 
    The clerk chuckled. “I have lots of friends who would love for me to introduce you to them,” he said. 
 
    “That’s fine,” Calvin said. “As long as they bring cash.” 
 
    The clerk stood and began putting his clothes back on. “That will not be a problem,” he said. He turned to Khloe. “For a pussy like yours, my friends will pay good money.” 
 
    “Bring ‘em by,” Calvin said. “We’ll be here all day.” 
 
    The clerk finished buttoning up his shirt and nodded. “I can do that, mon,” he said. “I’ll be seeing you.” He moved toward the door to leave. 
 
    “Wait,” Khloe called out. “We never even got your name. What is it?” 
 
    He turned back to look her in the face. “The name’s Damien, mon,” he said, and he walked out. 
 
    After Damien left, Calvin walked over to John to untie him.  
 
    “Thank you,” John said. 
 
    “Nah, don’t thank me,” Calvin said. “I’m putting you to work. Get up.” He pulled him by his hair up to the bed, pushing him between Khloe’s legs. “Get to work, cuck,” he said. “Clean up my woman.” 
 
    Normally, John would have bristled at the notion of Calvin ordering him to “clean up” Khloe. But being tied up and watching his wife get used as a veritable fucktoy by two muscular, extremely well-hung black men -- one of whom was paying for Khloe’s “services” -- had somehow turned John on more than he ever had. The thought of slurping Calvin’s hot cum out of her pussy was actually exciting him. And besides, if he could suck out as much of the cum as he could, it might decrease the likelihood that his wife would get pregnant, leaving them both with a black baby he would be at a total loss to explain to his family. 
 
    John didn’t any more encouragement. He sunk his face between her legs and inserted his tongue into her cum-filled pussy. He was immediately greeted by the familiar, salty bitter taste of Calvin’s sticky sperm. Where he normally would have grimaced at the taste, he found himself enjoying it. He moaned in pleasure as he felt a globule of Calvin’s warm cum slide down his throat. 
 
    Khloe laughed, and turned to Calvin. “What’s gotten into him?” she asked him. “He’s never been this enthusiastic before. He seems to really be enjoying himself!” 
 
    Calvin chuckled. “I always knew this little cuck was a cumwhore deep down,” he said. “He just needed some time to accept his new reality.” He walked up behind John and pushed down on the back of his head, smashing his face against Khloe’s well-used cunt. 
 
    “That’s it, cuck,” he said. “Get deep in there … lick up every drop. Good boy.” 
 
    John grunted discomfortedly at getting his face pushed into the folds of Khloe’s cunt, but he quickly adjusted. He could barely breathe, but he didn’t that stop him. He licked and slurped and sucked, and by the time he was done he was very confident he had lapped up all of Calvin’s sperm. 
 
    Calvin let up on John so he could come up for air. He gasped a couple breaths, and flopped onto his back on the bed. 
 
    “Okay,” Calvin said. “Ready to finish up?” 
 
    “Huh?” John asked. “I just did. I sucked out every drop.” 
 
    “Yeah, you sucked out every drop of my cum from her puss,” Calvin said. “Now you need to suck out every drop of Damien’s cum from her ass.” 
 
    John stared at Calvin blankly. “What?” he said. “I can’t do that. That’s disgusting.” 
 
    Calvin chuckled. It was like he was taking pleasure in John’s disgust, in his discomfort. 
 
    “I’m sorry … did I say you had a choice?” he said. “You’re lucky making money puts me in a good mood or I would not be nearly so forgiving of you talking back like that. You do as you’re told.” 
 
    John turned to his wife. “Khloe …?” he asked. “You … you don’t want me to suck cum out of your ass, do you? That’s gross, right?” 
 
    Khloe turned to look at Calvin and the two of them shared a sly smile. “Actually,” she said, turning back to John, “I think that sounds nice. You did such a good job licking my pussy clean, I’m excited to see how good you’ll clean out my little asshole.” 
 
    She turned around, getting on all fours, and stuck her ass up in the air. “Get to work, hubby,” she said, and laughed. 
 
    John leaned forward toward her ass, and despite the revulsion he felt at the thought of sucking cum out of his wife’s asshole, the sight of her round, juicy ass cheeks sticking out straight into his face got him excited once again. He was in such a state of arousal that the thought of digging his tongue deep into his wife’s anus in search of her lover’s sticky cum actually made him rock hard. 
 
    He didn’t need any more encouragement from either Calvin or Khloe. He dug his face between her ass cheeks and buried his tongue in his wife’s ass. 
 
    “Oh!” Khloe exclaimed as his tongue began moving in and out, trying to scrape out the cum in her ass. “That feels good! Surprisingly good. I’m going to have to have you eat my ass out more often, hubby!” 
 
    Despite Khloe’s condescending tone, John felt proud of himself for doing a good job pleasuring his wife. Maybe he didn’t have a big, thick cock like Calvin or Damien, but at least he had an eager tongue and a willingness to degrade himself completely and totally for his wife’s pleasure. 
 
    He had gotten most of the cum that was close to the surface, but he could tell Damien had deposited cum deep in her ass with his long cock. John began sucking at Khloe’s asshole desperately, hungrily pulling Damien’s sperm into his waiting mouth. John didn’t know what had come over him. He moaned as Damien’s still-hot cum entered his mouth and slid down his throat. He was beginning to enjoy the taste. He craved it. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Calvin said. “This little bastard looks like he’s enjoying this? You like slurping hot cum out of your wife’s asshole, cuck?” 
 
    John nodded his head up and down, continuing to slurp cum out of Khloe’s ass. “Mmmmhmmm,” was his muffled reply. 
 
    Finally, Calvin pulled John off his wife’s ass. “Come on, there’s no more sperm in there. Now you’re just licking her ass to get off.” 
 
    John was so incredibly turned on. His cock throbbed painfully. 
 
    “May I please pleasure myself, sir?” he asked. 
 
    Calvin turned to Khloe. “Hmm, what do you think, baby?” he asked. “Should we let the pathetic cuckold play with his little wee-wee?” 
 
    “Hmm,” Khloe said. “He has been a good little cuck today, cleaning up both my pussy and my asshole very well … but you know, I don’t think he’s quite earned the privilege of cumming. I’m sorry, dear.” 
 
    “But … but … I haven’t cum in a long time!” John whined. 
 
    Calvin got right up in John’s face. John cowered. 
 
    “You forget your place,” he said. He slapped John hard across the face. His face stung and he whimpered. “You do not make the decisions; your wife and I do. You pleasure your wife when we tell you to pleasure her. You eat cum when we tell you to eat cum. And you orgasm when we tell you to orgasm. Is that clear, you pathetic, wimpy cuck?” 
 
    John felt chastised and humiliated. “Yes sir,” he said. “I’m sorry. I just got carried away.” 
 
    “Whatever, you disgusting piece of shit,” Calvin said. John’s cheeks burned red with embarrassment and shame. “Go clean yourself up. In fact, all of us should get cleaned up -- we’re going to have some guests coming over tonight.” He smiled. 
 
    *** 
 
    Someone knocked on the door around 6 p.m. John was sitting at the table reading a local newspaper while John and Khloe laid in bed casually making out. Calvin was shirtles, dressed only in a pair of shorts, while Khloe was dressed in silky lingerie that she had adorned in anticipation of the coming … “festivities.” 
 
    No one went for the door immediately. Someone knocked on the door again. Calvin looked up at John in annoyance. 
 
    “What are you waiting for, cuck?” he shot out. “Get the fucking door already!” 
 
    John hurriedly shot out of his chair, walked over to the door and flung it open. 
 
    Standing in front of him was a muscular black man wearing a skintight shirt that clung to every muscle. John looked beyond him and saw several more similar-looking men. They all appeared to be young, fit Jamaican locals. John counted them quickly -- there were eight of them in all. 
 
    “Uh … what can I do for you?” John asked timidly. 
 
    “Damien sent us,” the man in the front of the group said. “We’re here for the whore.” 
 
    Calvin suddenly appeared behind John. He felt very small, almost child-like, as his wife’s lover loomed over his shoulder. And yet, he felt 2omforted by Calvin’s sheer size in the face of these intimidating Jamaican men. 
 
    “You got cash?” Calvin asked. 
 
    The leader of the group nodded, and pulled a wad of cash out of his pocket. He turned around and nodded to the other men, and each of them pulled cash out of their pockets and held it up for Calvin to see. 
 
    Calvin nodded approvingly. “Throw it on the table on your way in. Make yourselves comfortable.” 
 
    “Oh, we will,” the leader of the group said. He walked up to Calvin and shook his hand. “Name’s Billy.” 
 
    “Hi Bily. I’m Calvin. As long as your boys follow the rules, we won’t have any problems.” 
 
    “And what are the rules?” 
 
    “Whatever I say goes. That’s the only rule. But don’t worry I’ll make sure you and your boys have a good time.” 
 
    John looked over at Khloe. Her eyes grew huge as she witnessed the seemingly never-ending march of black studs marching into the room. But as her eyes moved up and down their bodies, and took note of the large bulges in their pants, she licked her lips slowly. John couldn’t believe it. If he’d been in her position, he’d be shitting his pants for sure. 
 
    Billy pulled his shirt over his head. “I’ll go first,” he said. “You boys can enjoy the show.” He winked at Khloe as he approached her. 
 
    Khloe was sitting on the edge of the bed, leaning forward slightly, which accentuated her ample cleavage. Billy stood in front of her, towering over her. Every single one of these men was just as tall as Calvin, if not taller. Billy bent down, placed one of his hands at the back of Khloe’s head, and kissed her lips. 
 
    John was a bit surprised. He’d always been under the impression that one of the rules prostitutes always adhered to was “no kissing.” And yet his wife (he was still having a hard time realizing that his wife had become a legit prostitute today) had eagerly kissed Damien earlier, and was now enthusiastically twirling her tongue around Billy’s. Then again, maybe that whole kissing thing was just something John had heard from the movie “Pretty Woman” that had no real basis in reality. 
 
    As Billy explored the inside of Khloe’s mouth with his tongue, his right hand came up to squeeze her right breast through her lingerie. Khloe moaned into his mouth.  
 
    Billy slipped his hand under the lingerie and pinched her nipple, eliciting an even deeper, more guttural moan from Khloe’s lips. It apparently caused her to stop being passive -- she reached out for Billy’s crotch and rubbed his cock through his loose shorts. 
 
    “Mmm,” he said, pulling his lips away from hers for a minute. “She really gets right down to business, doesn’t she Calvin? I like this girl. I don’t even have to entice her. She knows what she wants and goes for it.” 
 
    “You’re damn right I know what I want,” Khloe said. “And what I want right now is that thick, veiny nigger cock filling my little white mouth.” 
 
    Billy chuckled. “Well, then, that’s exactly what you’re going to get. Open wide.” 
 
    Khloe opened her mouth wide as Billy pulled down his shorts, allowing his large, black cock to spring free. Khloe looked like a complete whore with her mouth waiting to be filled, John thought. He had to admit that he loved it. 
 
    Khloe leapt at his cock, engulfing it with her mouth. Her lips were ruby red with lipstick, and John thought they looked beautiful juxtaposed against the dark shade of Damien Billy’s dark cock. 
 
    “Damn,” he hissed. “This little bitch gets right to work, doesn’t she?” He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pushed her head up and down his cock. “Yeah, slurp on that cock, you nasty little bitch,” he said. 
 
    Khloe gagged on it; Billy pushed her head down and held it there. She choked and nearly threw up. When Billy let up, she pulled her mouth away, choking and gasping up as much air as she could. But as soon as she caught her breath, she pounced on his cock, bobbing her head up and down, moaning deeply in pleasure. She reached down and rubbed herself through her silk panties. 
 
    Billy pulled his cock out of her mouth and held it up, exposing his balls. Khloe took one of them into her mouth and sucked gently. Billy grunted. “Get the other one,” he said, and Khloe obediently directed her attention to his other ball. 
 
    John, who had been watching from behind the table, was getting turned on. He felt like he was really beginning to accept that he had married a whore -- a whore for black cock, no less. It’s like he had reached the acceptance stage of this strange new experience. He walked a couple paces closer to the action, beside one of the locals who was obediently awaiting his turn with Khloe. 
 
    John reached down and rubbed his hard cock through his pants. He half-turned to the guy he was standing next to and said, “Holy shit this is hot.” 
 
    The man turned and seemed to notice John for the first time. He looked down and saw him touching himself. 
 
    “Whoa, hold up!” he shouted. Everyone turned to look in his direction. Khloe momentarily stopped sucking Billy’s balls into her mouth. Both she and her lover turned to look. 
 
    “Who the hell is this cracker-ass pervert playing with his little limp dick through his pants?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh,” Khloe said matter-of-factly. “That’s just my husband.” 
 
    “This cracker-ass motherfucker is your husband? Like, he’s in charge? I thought this nigger was in charge,” he said, gesturing toward Calvin. 
 
    “Man, this piece of shit isn’t in charge of nothin’,” Calvin said. “This motherfucker’s just here to watch and clean up for us.” 
 
    The man standing next to John laughed. “Yeah? Well if he’s here to watch, he doesn’t need to be creeping next to me here.” 
 
    “I -- I’m sorry,” John said. “I’ll go --” 
 
    “Shut the fuck up,” the man said. He pushed John backward, and he tumbled into the chair in front of the table. “You sit here and watch like you’re supposed to. Don’t say a damn word, and don’t touch yourself like some pathetic little creep. Just enjoy the show. Me and my boys are going to have a lot of fun with your pretty little wife.” 
 
    “Y-Yes, sir,” John said. “I’m sorry.” His tiny white prick throbbed. 
 
    “Let’s get back to business,” Billy said. “Hey, you know what? It’s not fair for all of y’all to wait on me when this bitch has two other perfectly good holes. Why don’t two of you come over here and help me stretch this white whore out.” 
 
    “Don’t need to ask us twice,” one of the men said. He and another local moved forward, unbuttoning their pants as they did so. They were out of their clothes in a matter of seconds. One of them moved behind Khloe and motioned for her to stand. She did so, and the other man laid down on his back, then pulled Khloe on top of him. She straddled his cock, and he pulled her down on top of him so her mouth was level with Billy’s cock.  
 
    Her lips were immediately wrapped around his cock once again as she slid her pussy up and down the length of the other man’s long, hard cock. As she did so, the other man inserted a finger into her puckered asshole. She moaned on Billy’s cock, driven wild by the sensation of having all of her holes violated. 
 
    The man behind her removed his finger and lined the tip of his cock up to her ass. He slid it in gently, but found that it went in quite easily, since it had already been stretched out earlier in the day by Damien’s monster cock. 
 
    It was a beautiful sight for John, the culmination of the path his relationship with Khloe had headed down. His beautiful bride was riding one monster black cock, taking another in her big, juicy ass; all the while, a nice, long meat-stick was violently fucking her throat. 
 
    John had never been more in love. He only wished he could touch his cock without getting pulverized by these men, who were so much bigger and stronger than him. 
 
    It didn’t take long for Khloe to climax, crying out in pleasure as her pussy contracted around the thick cock that was pounding her. And yet, none of the men stopped. They weren’t doing this for her pleasure. They were fucking her for their own, selfish pleasure. That was fine for Khloe. John counted at least two other orgasms soon after her first. 
 
    The men had been putting up a valiant fight, but they couldn’t hold their hot cum in any longer. Billy was the first to blow his load. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and shot his hot load all over her face. The man fucking her ass pulled out next, and sprayed his cum all over her big ass cheeks. But the man fucking her pussy pulled her down harder onto his cock and shot his load deep inside her.  
 
    Suddenly, John’s fears of his wife becoming pregnant returned. He looked around the room, surveying the numerous men who were preparing to fuck his wife. If each of them came in his wife once, that was eight loads in his wife’s pussy. And that was assuming they just came once. He had no doubt that by the night was over, each of these men would have cum in or on his wife at least two times. 
 
    Billy and his two companions each gave Khloe a juicy kiss on the lips, then passed her off to three of their friends. They got in similar positions and the moans and grunts of pleasure started again.  
 
    As they continued, the remaining two men grew impatient and took off their clothes. They began stroking their cocks in anticipation.  
 
    Eventually, even that was not enough for them. They strolled over and stood on either side of the lucky guy getting his cock sucked. Khloe didn’t need them to explain what to do. She grasped a cock with either hand, running her hands up and down the smooth, long shafts as she gobbled on the thick length of dark meat stuffing her mouth. 
 
    As she continued to get both her pussy and ass stuffed, she alternated between the three cocks in front of her, giving each a turn fucking her throat as she stroked the other two. It wasn’t long before she had all three cocks spraying white, hot cum all over her beautiful face, and the other two filling up her pussy and ass. 
 
    Hours passed, and each man took multiple turns using John’s wife as nothing more than a convenient sperm depository, treating her like the disposable fucktoy she was. Khloe -- and John -- enjoyed every second of it. Even Calvin, unable to hold back, eventually caved and joined in, leaving John the sole attendee who was not allowed to partake. 
 
    It was clear that the evening was winding to a close, but each of the men still had some cum left in them. John was thoroughly impressed by their stamina, since he had always been a “one-and-done” kind of guy. 
 
    Khloe took a seat on the floor, sitting on her knees so she could sit up as the men circled around her, pointing their big cocks directly in her face. The men stroked their cocks as they waited their turn for Khloe’s hands to do the stroking for them, or for her lips to slide over their cock. She was already covered in cum from the hours of fucking they’d done. She was about to be covered in a lot more. 
 
    Calvin was the first to erupt all over her. The first blast hit her chin and dribbled down to her breasts; the second squirted directly onto her tits. 
 
    One by one, the rest of them emptied what sperm remained in their balls onto Khloe’s pale, smooth skin, until she was veritably covered in cum. 
 
    Once every man had blown his final load, each of them put their clothes back on and walked out of the room without a word. Except for Billy, who hung around a moment. 
 
    “You’re the best whore I’ve ever had,” he said. “I will be back for sure before you leave.” 
 
    “I can’t wait,” Khloe told him. “Bring as many of your friends as you can. I’m sore, but I’ll power through for you.” 
 
    After they left, John figured it was safe for him to get up and use the bathroom, but as soon as he headed in that direction, Calvin stopped him. 
 
    “And just where do you think you’re going?” he asked. 
 
    “Um … uh, I was just going to use the restroom,” John said. 
 
    “Without cleaning up the mess?” he asked. “That’s your one job.” 
 
    “The … mess?” 
 
    “Look at your wife,” Calvin said. “She is in desperate need of a good, thorough cleaning.” 
 
    John looked at his wife sitting on the floor, looking completely exhausted and blinking vacantly at her husband. Her hair was matted with drying cum, but she still had pretty of fresh sperm glued to her face, tits, and most of her body. 
 
    “Yes, of -- of course,” John said. “You … you want me to lick it off her body?” 
 
    “Of course,” Calvin said. “Get to work.” 
 
    John knelt beside his wife and kissed her lips to suck up the sperm on them. 
 
    “Nuh-uh,” Calvin said, slapping John’s face. “Ain’t nothing sexual or sensual about this. You’re a fucking garbage man, cuck. You don’t get to kiss the cum off your wife. You get to lap it up like a dog. Now let’s see you do it right.” 
 
    John tried again, removing the cum from Khloe’s face with long, slow licks. He grimaced. The cum was a lot easier to taste when it wasn’t mixed with Khloe’s vaginal fluids. It was just straight, salty cum. 
 
    But as he made his way further down her body, lapping up the cum from her neck, then down to her chest, he began to enjoy the taste, enjoy the sticky texture as it slid down his throat. He began to lick with renewed gusto, up until he made his way down to his wife’s pussy. As he excitedly made to glide his tongue from the bottom of her hot snatch up to her clit, Calvin slapped him, his large palm coming out of nowhere. 
 
    “Ouch!” John cried. “What was that for?” 
 
    “You clean her up everywhere,” Calvin said. “Except tonight, you leave that juicy little cunt alone.” 
 
    “But … but I always clean out her pussy,” John said. 
 
    “Not tonight, you don’t,” Calvin said. He had Khloe lean forward, standing on her hands and knees so her ass was exposed. “Get to work cleaning out her ass.” 
 
    As John shoved his tongue into his wife’s asshole, his thoughts raced. Why would Calvin forbid him from cleaning the sperm out of his wife’s cunt … unless he wanted his wife to get pregnant? It was a horrifying thought. Even if that wasn’t the reason why, that was the almost certain result. 
 
    John worked his way down his wife’s legs, and down to her feet, where a few drops of cum had hit. Once he was done licking the tops of her feet, it appeared she was cleaned up. He stood and turned to Calvin. 
 
    “I … I’m sorry if I’m out of line,” John said, “But, well, it almost seems with you forbidding me from cleaning out Khloe’s pussy and all … well, it seems like you want her to get pregnant.” 
 
    “So what if I do?” Calvin shot back. 
 
    “Well, it’s just that I don’t know how I’d explain a black child to my parents and other friends and family,” John said. “And besides, I don’t know if we’re really in a position to have a kid right now …” 
 
    “Of course Khloe is in a position to have a kid,” Calvin said. “She has a 24/7 nanny: You.” 
 
    John blinked. “Me? A nanny?” 
 
    “Yes,” Calvin said. “Remember, you serve us now. If your wife gets knocked up by nigger seed, which I can assure you is going to happen eventually because your wife only likes getting it raw from black studs, that’s something you’re just going to have to deal with. And since you’re our servant, if we ask you to take care of the child, then that will be your responsibility. Got it?” 
 
    John hung his head. “Yes, sir,” he said. “I’ve got it.” 
 
    “Good. Come on baby,” Calvin said, and he and Khloe crawled into bed together. 
 
    As John curled up on the floor and drifted off to sleep, he pictured Khloe, her belly swollen with a child and her breasts large and full of milk, getting her pussy and ass stretched out by a big, black cock, as she sucked on Calvin’s balls. 
 
    John smiled, and grew hard. He couldn’t wait to see what was next for his marriage. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Book 4: Breeding My Wife 
 
      
 
    John had a fine time during his honeymoon … but his wife and her lover had the time of their lives. 
 
    When the three of them had arrived in Jamaica, it hadn't taken Khloe -- John's wife -- and Calvin -- her lover -- much time at all to get each other out of their clothes and into bed, and to send John to the store to fetch champagne.  
 
    But what had started as an innocent getaway for Khloe and Calvin to celebrate their lovemaking had turned into a more lurid affair after Calvin started pimping Khloe out to the local studs. While Khloe was reluctant at first, the last of her reservations faded away as she let a group of eight horny, Jamaican studs have their way with her, covering her face and filling her pussy with their cum. 
 
    But that hadn't been the end of it.  
 
    Over the next several days, word traveled fast about the gorgeous white whore with a tight pussy, big tits, a plump ass, and a pretty mouth that she knew how to use. John was forced to watch as his new wife got on her knees for guy after guy, wrapping her pretty red lips around cock after cock, getting them nice and hard so they could slide themselves into her drenched pussy. 
 
    And he watched as guy after guy drained his balls into Khloe’s well-used cunt. John watched this carefully, because he knew that after a client blew his load in Khloe’s pussy, he would be forced to lap all of the cum out of her pussy, getting her ready for the next client. 
 
    John had to admit that he had come to love that particular part of the arrangement. He was becoming acquainted with the taste of semen and was discovering that he rather liked -- even craved -- the taste. And digging his eager tongue into his wife's well-worn cunt was starting to become the only sexual contact John ever had with Khloe. He cherished it. 
 
    And that’s exactly where he found himself on the last night they were in Jamaica. He’d watched as three well-built locals -- two brothers and their cousin -- took turns plunging their dark, monster dicks deep into John’s wife.  
 
    As he watched, Calvin stood watch over everything to make sure Khloe was okay -- and to make sure John didn’t touch himself unless he had received permission. That had become the norm since Calvin had essentially taken over as the man in their three-way relationship. John wasn’t allowed to so much as fondle his balls unless Calvin gave him permission. His cock was rock-hard watching his wife ride one of the young men’s thick black cocks, stretching out her pussy, as one of the others fucked her throat, stretching out her mouth. 
 
     John turned timidly to Calvin as they watched Khloe service her paying customers. “May I … may I touch myself now, sir?” he asked. 
 
    Calvin turned and looked at John in disgust. “None of us wanna see you playing with your pathetic little weenie,” he said. “Besides, you haven’t earned the privilege yet. Tell you what. After these boys get done using up your wife’s hot little cunt and filling it full of their black seed, as you’re cleaning her out for the next group of guys, slurping out all that sticky cum, you can play with your little dicklet. You can even cum, if you’re quick about it.” 
 
    John smiled despite himself. “Thank you, sir,” he said. “Thank you so much.” 
 
    It was torture waiting for the young men to finish with his wife -- they intended to use every minute of the hour for which they had paid. Each of them had already cum inside Khloe’s pussy once. John watched as one of them began grunting and thrust his cock into her pussy, holding it there as he shot another load deep into her womb. As he did so, one of the other guys blew his load down Khloe’s throat. The force of his load forced Khloe’s head back, and the next to streams of cum landed on her face. 
 
    The third young man, the cousin, was ready to blow his own load again, so as the brothers took a seat to rest, he took his place between Khloe’s smooth, white legs. John loved the contrast of the man’s pitch-dark Jamaican skin against Khloe’s pale, white skin. It seemed so taboo … although, he supposed the sight of her getting fucked by literally dozens of men for money -- and on her honeymoon, no less -- was even more taboo. John could barely believe that he was coming to love watching his wife getting fucked by random men so much. 
 
    It didn’t take long for the man to blow another load in Khloe. As he pulled his cock out of her, John could see big globs of gleaming cum leaking out of his wife’s well-worn cunt. He licked his lips. 
 
    The men put on their clothes and walked out. “Thanks for the fuck,” one of them said as he ran out the door. 
 
    “No, thank you, stud,” Khloe called out -- and John had the distinct impression that she was only half joking. 
 
    As soon as the door closed, Calvin stood and pulled John up by the arm. “Alright, cuck,” he said. “Time to get to work.” 
 
    John leapt forward and took his place between his wife’s legs. But as he bent down to get to work, Khloe stopped him. 
 
    “Don’t start there,” she said. “Come up here and lick all this cum off my face.” 
 
    He crawled up to his wife’s face and licked the hot, salty Jamaican cum off her face. Khloe placed her hand on the back of his head as he worked. 
 
    “That’s my good little cum gobbler. Clean me up good,” she said. She giggled. “That tickles a bit.” 
 
    “Sorry,” John said. “But I’m just about … done.” He scooped up a large drop of cum and felt it slide down his throat. “There,” he said, as he crawled back to his proper place between his wife’s legs.  
 
    “Good job, cucky,” she said. “Now you can get to work cleaning out my used up little cunt for the next group of customers.” 
 
    John eagerly got to work, digging his tongue deep into his wife's pussy, savoring the flavor and texture of the gooey cum oozing out of her. Khloe moaned as his tongue caressed the inside of her worn vagina. John smiled; he knew this was the only chance he ever got now to please his wife.  
 
    Once he'd lapped up as much of the cum as he could, he lingered still, enjoying the taste of his wife, now, rather than the taste of her lovers. 
 
    But it didn't take Calvin long to get wide to what John was doing. He marched up to John, grabbed him by his hair, and pulled him up off his wife's cunt. 
 
    “Nuh-uh,” he said. “I don't think so. Nice try, but your job is to clean your wife up and that's it.” He pushed John away. “Now you go entertain yourself while I spend some quality time with my woman until the next group of … guests arrives.” 
 
    John retreated to the little table in the corner of their room and took a seat as he watched his wife and Calvin cuddle up to each other. Calvin ran his hand up and down her thighs as they whispered to each other. John wondered what they were talking about.  
 
    About a half hour went by; John was just about to nod off when a knock at the door woke him up. 
 
    Calvin answered the door, revealing two dark-skinned, local men.  
 
    “Hey, mon,” one of them said. “We’re here for the whore.” Calvin nodded and let them in. He held out his hand and one of the men handed him a wad of cash. 
 
    John studied the men as they sauntered over to Khloe. They looked like father and son, he determined. The first man -- the one who had handed Calvin the cash -- looked to be in his early to mid forties, in decent shape for his age but with a slight gut. The other man -- and it was a stretch to call him a man -- looked to be just a kid; 18 or 19, if that. John wouldn’t have been surprised if he was even younger, like 16 or 17. 
 
    The kid’s eyes lit up as he set his gaze upon Khloe’s soft, white flesh. 
 
    The older man chuckled, and glanced over at Calvin. “It’s my son’s birthday,” he said, “And I thought I would get him a present he will actually enjoy. Plus, we haven’t had any good father-son time in awhile.” 
 
    Khloe flashed the kid a sexy grin. “Happy birthday,” she said. “Let me give you my present.” 
 
    She undid his belt and unbuttoned his jeans, then pulled them down to his ankles. A large tent had already formed in his underpants. Khloe licked her lips. 
 
    “You’re a big boy, aren’t you?” she cooed as she rubbed him through his boxers.  
 
    “I … I guess so, ma’am,” he said nervously.  
 
    “There’s no need to be nervous … or to call me ma’am,” Khloe said seductively. “Now, I want a taste of the birthday boy …” 
 
    She pulled his boxers down and his cock sprang free. It was long and thick, though John wondered if he was still growing, and if he’d eventually end up with a cock even bigger than the one he had now. The thought made him jealous -- because he could tell that, even at its current size, the kid’s cock was driving Khloe more wild with passion than John’s own penis ever would. 
 
    Khloe gasped delightedly. Without saying another word, she stuck out her tongue and ran it up and down the kid’s considerable length.  
 
    The kid moaned. “Oh my gosh,” he said. “This white bitch really knows how to lick a dick, dad!” 
 
    His dad chuckled. “White bitches always do, son.” 
 
    He moaned even louder as she put her mouth over his cock, and began bobbing her head up and down, letting his long member slide down her throat. After several months of swallowing big, black cocks, Khloe had become quite adept at deepthroating them, and the kid she was sucking off was very appreciative of her skills. 
 
    “Shit, that feels good,” he said. He grasped either side of Khloe’s head and began thrusting his dark meat hard and fast into Khloe’s throat. She gagged and choked on it as he thrust into her like an animal; it was like it was an involuntary movement that he couldn’t help. 
 
    As Khloe got her mouth fucked, the dad began rubbing himself through his pants. He walked around behind her and began rubbing her pussy from behind. Khloe moaned, though the sound was muffled by the large cock in her mouth. 
 
    As he rubbed Khloe’s pussy with one hand, the dad began taking off his belt with the other. He pulled them down to reveal his massive cock, bigger, thicker and more experienced than his son’s.  
 
    “Let me get this pussy warmed up for you, son,” he said, as he slid his cock into her pussy. He started sliding in and out of her, gently at first, but then began picking up speed, fucking her fast, and hard. The sound of his body slapping against Khloe’s thundered through the small hotel room. 
 
    John wanted very badly to touch himself as he watched Khloe takin it from both ends. He shot a sideways glance at Calvin … the only thing stopping John from pleasuring himself was the threat that Calvin would notice and unleash his rage. He was only supposed to touch himself with Calvin’s express permission … permission which he rarely gave, much to John’s frustration. 
 
    After Khloe continued to fuck and suck the two men for a good 10 minutes, the father tapped his son on the shoulder. “Time to switch,” he said. 
 
    The boy's eyes lit up. He rushed to take his father's place and quickly slid his cock into Khloe’s sopping-wet cunt. 
 
    “Oh shit … even after you’ve stretched her out, this bitch has got a tight little white pussy!” He yelled. He started slamming into her like an animal, as hard and as fast as he could. John couldn’t believe what he was seeing; he had never seen any of Khloe’s lovers slam in and out of her so quickly, with such pure animalistic force. 
 
    Khloe, who had already taken the father’s cock into her mouth, pulled back and gasped, her breath coming out in ragged gasps as she got the most savage fucking she’d ever experienced. 
 
    “Son, son … pace yourself,” the dad said. “At the rate you’re going, you’re gonna pop before you’ve even really had a chance to enjoy that slick little pussy.” 
 
    If the son heard his father, he gave absolutely no indication that he had. He continued plowing his young, hard, black cock into John’s wife with wanton abandon. 
 
    Khloe tried to concentrate on sucking the dad’s cock, but she couldn’t; she moaned deeply. “I’ve never been fucked like this before,” she gasped. “Fuck me. Fuck me!” 
 
    That’s exactly what he continued to do. It was all he could do. He was driven by his hormones to impregnate the fertile womb he was slamming his cock into. He couldn’t help himself. 
 
    It only took a couple minutes for the son to tremble as he unloaded his balls deep into Khloe’s cunt, but it was clear that in that brief span of time, she had already had several orgasms. 
 
    Khloe fell back onto the bed, spent, but she pulled the boy down to her and they shared a long, sloppy kiss. 
 
    “You were amazing,” she said. 
 
    The dad gave his son a jovial high-five. 
 
    “Way to go, my man,” he said with a hearty laugh. “That’s my son!” Even so, he pushed his son out of the way and positioned himself between Khloe’s legs. “It’s papa’s turn now,” he said as he slid his cock into Khloe. 
 
    The dad’s approach was more extensive, more laborious than his son’s technique. He had none of his son’s excitement, nor his energy or vigor, but what he lacked in those areas, he made up for in experience. He kissed Khloe deeply, passionately, letting his lips linger against hers in a way that clearly gave her chills.  
 
    He fucked her slowly, but steadily. From where John was sitting, he could see how much his massive cock was stretching out his wife’s beautiful pussy. All the while, they continued to kiss sensually. 
 
    John wondered how his wife could take this constant onslaught of gigantic cocks invading her pussy. By the time this man was done fucking her, given that he was the last client of the day, Khloe would hardly be able to walk, John thought. 
 
    There could be only one explanation for why Khloe was willing to take such a beating, to take so many cocks that it literally caused her physical pain, John decided: She simply loved black men, and their chiseled bodies and thick cocks, more than just about anything. For Khloe, it was to clear that the cost of physical pain was well worth the reward of gratifying the sexual desires of black men. 
 
    As Khloe arched her back and cried out as the dad gave her an intense orgasm, John realized he was right. His wife lived for black cock. He was the one who had introduced his wife to the joys of submitting to larger, stronger, more aggressive black men, and now she belonged to them, completely, and that would never change. 
 
    John felt a pang of regret, but it was overshadowed by the intense arousal he was feeling. As the dad pulled up his pants and fastened his belt, John watched his cum slowly leak out of his wife's pussy. He licked his lips and felt his little dick grow hard. 
 
    “Thanks for the fuck, whore,” the dad said as he headed for the door. “I know my son greatly enjoyed it.” The son nodded his head vigorously in agreement.  
 
    “No, thank you,” Khloe said. “Especially you, junior. If we ever make it back to the island, you're getting a freebie for sure.” He got a wide smile on his face after hearing that, so she added, “Don't let it go to your head, though, kid.” 
 
    He looked down and pointed at the growing tent in his pants. “Looks like it already has,” he said with a grin, and then he and his father walked out the door and into the night.  
 
    As soon as the door shut, John leapt from his seat and hurried to his place between Khloe’s legs. As he bent down to lick the cum out of her pussy, though, Calvin stopped him.  
 
    “Um … no,” he said as he pulled John, by his hair, away from Khloe’s cunt. “We need to have a talk.” 
 
    Calvin pushed him onto the floor. Stunned, he looked up and watched as Calvin took a seat on the edge of the bed, and Khloe pulled her legs in toward her chest. 
 
    “Wh -- what's going on?” John asked. 
 
    “Khloe and I have been talking,” Calvin said. “You've been doing a very good job cleaning out Khloe’s sloppy little cunt after she gets fucked. There's no doubt about that. But the fact of the matter is that, despite your good work, your services are no longer needed. At least, not for now.” 
 
    John was stunned. Cleaning up his wife was the only contact he ever had with her. If he didn’t have this … he didn’t have anything. All he’d get to do is watch. That was better than nothing, but if that’s all he got, he might as well just watch porn. Why even be married? 
 
    This doesn’t make sense, John thought. Why are they doing this? Just to mess with me? To make me beg? Do they want to laugh at me for begging to lick other men’s cum out of my wife’s pussy? Well, there was only one way to find out. 
 
    “Please, let me clean her up,” John begged. “I -- I’m sorry if I haven’t been enthusiastic enough, or … or whatever the problem is. Just let me know and I’ll do better. I promise, I absolutely love licking cum from my wife’s pussy. Is that what you want to hear? Because I’ll --” 
 
    “This has nothing to do with you,” Khloe said. “I want to have a baby, and I need all the cum in me I can get.” 
 
    John was stunned. That was not at all what he had expected to hear.  
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked. 
 
    “What do you think she means?” Calvin said. He sounded angry. “You heard her. She wants a baby. A black baby. The kind you can’t give her. We’ve decided it’s time to bring another brotha or sista into this world, and we ain’t gonna waste a drop of sperm until that happens.” 
 
    John’s mind was reeling. A black baby? He couldn’t imagine Khloe giving birth to one of her lover’s children. What would that look like to people? What would his family and friends say when they saw the child, so clearly not his own?  
 
    Then again, wouldn’t they already be half-expecting it? Khloe hadn’t hid her lust for black men at all during their wedding reception. She’d allowed Calvin to put his hands all over her newly-married body in full view of everyone -- her parents, John’s parents, and even the priest who had married them. Would they be surprised if Khloe came back from the honeymoon pregnant with a black baby? 
 
    “I … I don’t know what to say,” John said. “But … Khloe, don’t you want to have a child with Calvin, not some random stranger?” 
 
    “I don’t care which black stud’s seed impregnates me as long of one of them does,” she said. 
 
    “And besides,” Calvin added, “This presents a big opportunity for us. A money-making opportunity.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” John asked. 
 
    “The faster we can get this bitch bred,” Calvin said, “the faster she can pop out a baby, and the faster we can start the process all over again. And the more guys we have filling her with cum, the faster she’ll get pregnant. So as soon as we get back to the states, we’re going to have what I like to call a breeding party. We’re going to have music and drinks and charge $50 a head. But what everyone’s really going to be cumming for is the opportunity to fuck this lilly white bitch as many times as they want. Filling her up, shooting her full of cum until she inevitably becomes pregnant.” 
 
    “I stopped taking my birth control this morning,” Khloe said excitedly. 
 
    “Yep,” Calvin said with a grin, “it’s only a matter of time now.” 
 
    John had no doubt in his mind that Calvin was exactly correct. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    As they sat on the plane headed back to the United States, John grappled with the implications of Khloe getting “bred” by a large group of black men. A “breeding party.” John snickered. How stupid.  
 
    And yet, he was growing hard at the thought of his wife being used by animalistic, brutal thugs. What is wrong with me? He asked himself. 
 
    As he sat in his cramped seat, he could once again see Khloe and Calvin canoodling a few rows up. They looked like a happy little couple, as if it was they who had just gotten married and who were just returning home from their honeymoon.  
 
    And yet, Calvin was not doting on Khloe as a devoted husband, but was instead pimping her out to the highest bidders, granting paid access to his lover’s body to any brutal thug who happened to have a fist full of cash. It was obscene. But Khloe didn’t seem to mind being degraded that way. Not by Calvin. 
 
    What have we gotten ourselves into? he asked himself. He closed his eyes, trying to sleep before the plane landed. 
 
    *** 
 
    It was surreal for John, stepping back into his home after being gone for so long. 
 
    He lumbered inside, carrying not only his own bags, but also Calvin’s and Khloe’s. He left the bags on the floor so he could find the light switch. 
 
    The room flooded with light and he found his way to the couch and sat down. He needed a rest. 
 
    But he wouldn't have long to rest, he thought. Calvin and Khloe had left the airport separately, taking a cab. They would be back to the house soon, and Calvin had ordered John to put away all the luggage and have dinner waiting by the time he returned. 
 
    With a groan, he lifted himself off the couch and walked into the kitchen to prepare dinner for his wife and her lover. 
 
    When he heard the taxi pull up, he was just finishing up plating the chicken marsala he had cooked. Then he remembered: the luggage. He had left it by the front door. Calvin would be furious if he saw that John hadn't done exactly as he had been asked. 
 
    John ran out of the kitchen and to the front door. Out the window, he could see that Calvin was pulling out his wallet to pay the driver. I still have time, John thought, but not much of it. 
 
    He grabbed the bags and rushed them into the bedroom. He was supposed to have had everything unpacked and put away, but he didn't have time for that. He threw the bags into the closet, then rushed back into the kitchen. 
 
    Just as Calvin and Khloe walked through the front door, John was pouring a glass of wine.  
 
    As the pair walked into the kitchen, John gestured toward the spread on the table. “Bon appetit,” he said.  
 
    Calvin looked impressed. “Good job, cuck,” he said. “Didn't think you had it in you.” 
 
    “Anything for the two of you, sir,” John said with a smile. He pulled out both Khloe and Calvin’s chairs, then discreetly made his way back to the bedroom as they started their meals.  
 
    As quietly as he could, he pulled the suitcases out of the closet and began putting everything away. When he was finally finished and hadn't been caught, he breathed a huge sigh of relief. 
 
    *** 
 
    After dinner, Calvin and Khloe made their way to the bedroom, relegating John to the couch for the rest of the night. He tried to ignore the panting and grunting emanating from the bedroom, but as the panting turned to moaning and finally to cries and screams of building ecstasy, he could stand it no longer. He pulled down his pants and freed his penis.  
 
    Even fully engorged, it was only a tiny fraction of the size of Calvin’s cock when limp. He didn't know why, but comparing his tiny white dicklet to a real man's cock turned John on more than he could stand. He began stroking his little penis furiously as he listened to his wife cumming on her lover's cock next door. 
 
    It didn't take long for him to squirt his tiny load into his hands. He licked it up instinctively. 
 
    My goodness, he thought to himself, I'm becoming a cum whore! 
 
    As he drifted off to sleep, John heard Khloe and Calvin continuing to fuck, as they would late into the night. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When he awoke, John lumbered into the kitchen to make breakfast for his wife and her lover. 
 
    He had it on the table by the time they emerged from their room.  
 
    “Good job, cuck,” Calvin said as he took a seat and began shoveling pancakes into his mouth. “We need you to run an errand for us today.” 
 
    What new way have they come up with to humiliate me now? John thought to himself. Aloud, he said, “Of course. Whatever you need, I'm at your service, sir.” 
 
    “We need you to buy some pregnancy tests,” Khloe said. “A lot of them.” 
 
    John swallowed hard. This was humiliating -- buying a pregnancy test to see if his wife was pregnant with another man's child. But John, ever the walking encyclopedia, felt the need to voice his concerns.  
 
    “Of course. I'd be glad to,” he said. “But, um, well, I'm not sure if you're aware, but pregnancy tests typically won't detect a pregnancy until about two weeks after conception. Seeing as how it's only been a couple days …” 
 
    “Don't worry about that,” Calvin snapped, a hint of anger in his voice.  
 
    “We know it's not instantaneous,” she said. “We just want to be prepared, and have a bunch on hand so we can find out as soon as possible.” She turned to Calvin and smiled, looking into his eyes. “We have a lot of work to do in the coming weeks.” 
 
    The thought of Khloe and Calvin fucking even more than usual, with Khloe foregoing birth control, actively trying to knock Khloe up, made John sick. Sometimes he wondered what his life had become, how he had let things get this far. But it was too late to change anything now.  
 
    “Yes, of course,” John said. “I'll go and buy some just as soon as I'm done with my breakfast and--” 
 
    “You'll go get them now,” Calvin said.  
 
    John gulped. “Very well, sir.” He took off his apron, grabbed his keys, and headed for the drug store.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It didn't take John long to find the pregnancy tests at the drugstore. He grabbed a handful and carried them up to the counter. 
 
    “Did you find everything OK?” the checker, a cute middle-aged woman, asked as John approached. 
 
    “Yes, uh … just these, please,” John muttered, and he threw the tests onto the counter. 
 
    The checker’s eyes widened when she saw the pile of pregnancy tests. She turned to John excitedly. 
 
    “You and your wife must be trying for your first,” she said with a knowing grin. 
 
    Yeah, something like that, John thought. But aloud, he said, “Ha ha … yeah. We sure are.” 
 
    “That’s so exciting,” she said. “You two must be exhausted.” She winked at John knowingly. 
 
    “We sure are,” John said. He felt his cheeks reddening in embarrassment. “Can, uh … can you ring me up? I need to get going.” 
 
    The checker scanned the pregnancies -- it ended up being eight of them in all -- and bagged them up, handing it to John. She had a huge grin on her face the entire time. John, knowing that he hadn’t had sex with his wife in months and could not possibly be the father of any children she might soon be giving birth to, felt humiliated. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Calvin and Khloe were cuddling on the couch when John walked through the door. 
 
    “You got the goods?” Calvin asked. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” John said. “Right here.” He lifted the bag up. 
 
    “Just put them under the sink in the bathroom,” Khloe said. “I’ll be in to try one out in a minute.” 
 
    “You couldn’t possibly be pregnant yet,” John said. 
 
    “Well, if it tests positive, we’ll know these pregnancy tests aren’t any good, won’t we?” she said with a grin. 
 
    John walked into the bathroom and placed the tests under the sink, then walked back out to rejoin Calvin and Khloe in the living room. 
 
    “So, we have a party to plan,” Calvin said. “Can you put together some flyers, cuck?” 
 
    “For what?” John asked. 
 
    “We need to promote our breeding party,” Calvin said. “We want as many brothas as possible to come in and try out this hot little pussy.” 
 
    “Oh, by the way,” Khloe said, turning to Calvin excitedly, “you know has expressed interest in participating in this little breeding party of ours? My sister!” 
 
    “Really now,” Calvin said appreciatively. “It would certainly help us get more brothas if they had the chance to get their dick wet with two different white whores. Yeah, let’s bring her in.” 
 
    “Excellent,” Khloe said. “I’ll let her know she’s in.” She smiled as she pulled out her phone to text her sister. 
 
    “In the meantime,” Calvin said, “do you think you can design a poster for us, cuck?” 
 
    “Um … yeah, I suppose I could throw something together,” John said. “It won’t look amazing, but I think it can suffice.” 
 
    “Get started on it then, cuck. Next Saturday, 8 p.m., right here. Make sure you put down the address and some directions so nobody gets lost.” 
 
    John was surprised. “Here? In our home? Why don’t we rent a hotel room or something?” 
 
    “There’s no need,” Calvin said. “That’ll just eat in my profits. We’ll do it right here. You got a problem with that … cuck?” 
 
    “Uh … no, sir. Not at all.” The fact was that John did have concerns, but there was no way in hell he was going to voice them to his “master.” 
 
    Instead, he went down and pulled out his laptop, working on the poster that, if it did Anatol it was supposed to do, would attract dozens of hung black men to this very house to impregnate his wife. 
 
    When he was done, he printed off a test copy and showed it to Calvin for his approval. 
 
    “Looks great, cuck,” he said. “Now, print off 100 copies and put them up all over town.” 
 
    John looked shocked. “You want me to put up 100 copies? That will take me all day!” 
 
    Calvin looked at John sternly. “You’d better get started then, you pathetic wimp.” 
 
    John didn’t like Calvin talking to him like that … but then, he supposed it was true: He really was a pathetic wimp, and as such, there was no way he would express his displeasure to his wife’s lover. John was no longer the man of the house. Calvin was. 
 
    John put on his shoes and left to go put the posters up all over town. He started near the house, parking in a cul de sac and then walking around the vicinity, stapling the posters to telephone poles. At one point, an older white woman smiled at him as she approached on her daily walk. John nodded, embarrassed, and quickly walked away, just as the woman turned to look at the poster he’d put up. He turned back once to look at her, and saw her staring at him with an odd look on her face -- disgust? He felt her eyes on the back of his head until he turned the corner, out of her sight. 
 
    He was exhausted by the time he walked back into the house, but he was proud of himself for getting rid of all the posters he’d printed out. Calvin, on the other hand, didn’t seem quite so satisfied after John told him he’d put up all the posters. 
 
    “That’s great,” Calvin said, “but your work ain’t done yet, white boy. Print out 200 more copies. We’re going to hit up the clubs tonight, and we’re gonna pass one of these out to every brotha we see!” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know Calvin,” John said. “I’m beat after putting up all those posters, and …” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Calvin interrupted. “Did you think you had a choice? We leave in 10 minutes.” 
 
    John decided there was no use arguing. “Yes, sir,” he said. 
 
    He printed off more copies, and sighed to himself as he waited for them all to print. He was exhausted. The last thing he wanted was to go out with Calvin and pass out advertisements inviting men better looking than he to impregnate his beautiful wife. But that's where his life was at right now. 
 
    When the flyers were done printing, John arranged them all into a neat little stack. He decided to take a nap before heading out for the night with Calvin -- otherwise, there was no way he'd be able to stay awake. 
 
    He drifted off to sleep, and though hours had gone by, it felt like mere moments until Calvin was roughly shaking him awake. 
 
    “Wake up, you lazy little cuck,” he spat out. “Time for you to earn your keep.” 
 
    John rubbed his eyes and stood. “Let me get my keys,” he said. He grabbed them, and then the stack of flyers, and met Calcined by the car. 
 
    As they headed for downtown, with John behind the wheel, Calvin explained that they'd be heading up three popular clubs frequented mostly by young, attractive, virile African-American males. They'd stand outside on the sidewalk passing out flyers to these men as they headed inside, stopping only when they ran out of flyers, or when the club yelled at them to leave -- whichever came first.  
 
    They arrived at the first club -- a place called “En Fuego.” John could hear the bass thumping before they even stepped out of the car.  
 
    They set up shop outside the entrance of the club, which already seemed to be fairly busy, considering how early in the night it was. But people continued to stream in, and John began handing them flyers -- flyers that were essentially inviting these men to come into his home, fuck his wife's brains out on their marital bed, and get her pregnant. 
 
    Who would turn that offer down, especially at the bargain price of $50 a head? A prostitute, even a cheap one, cost at least twice that. But Khloe wasn't a prostitute. She was a whore, and she and her pimp, Calvin, made money on volume. She was cheap, she was easy, and she was a bargain.  
 
    And yet, it almost seemed too good to be true. One of the young men demonstrated the skepticism this amazing deal could engender when he stopped, looked at the flyer John had handed him, and raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “You're pimping out your wife?” 
 
    John have him an awkward smile and shrugged. “And her sister,” he said. “And possibly some of their friends.” 
 
    “You're kidding. This is some kind of joke.” 
 
    “I'm afraid not. Things have … well, things in my life have gotten somewhat out of control. My wife and her lover,” he said, gesturing toward Calvin, “have decided they'd like for her to have a black baby, and they decided this was a good way to make that happen and make some extra cash at the same time. After all, babies are expensive.” 
 
    The man scoffed. “Oh, I get it,” he said. “This is a scam. You're gonna get your girl knocked up, and then make some poor sap pay for the child support. Count me out.” 
 
    Calvin took a step forward. “Nah, man, it's not like that,” he said. “We've got this loser over here supporting us financially,” and he gestured toward John. “We don't want you to have anything to do with the baby. You're in, you're out and you're done. And we're willing to sign paperwork to that effect.” 
 
    “What, like a contract?” 
 
    “If you want. But it shouldn't matter anyway. There's gonna be so much sperm invading this bitch’s womb, there ain't no way in hell she's ever gonna be able to he'll figure out who the daddy is.” 
 
    The young man raised an eyebrow.  
 
    “Hmm,” he said. “Alright. Sounds fun. I'll be there.” He slipped the flyer into his pocket and walked into the club. Calvin turned to John and shot him a big smirk. John frowned, but continued to pass out flyers as people entered the club. 
 
    From there, they hit up two other clubs downtown, and by the time they had passed out all the flyers, John was exhausted. It was only midnight, but he was getting older and didn’t have the stamina he used to. He was grateful when Calvin pulled into the driveway and he could slide into his bed and drift off to sleep. 
 
    *** 
 
    The day before the breeding party, Calvin pulled John aside. 
 
    “Listen,” he said, as if John were a trusted confidant, “we need you to take care of setting this place up for the party.” 
 
    “Okay …” John said. “What exactly does that entail?” 
 
    “First, we need you to clean every inch of this place,” Calvin said. “Scrub the floors and the toilets, clean the windows, everything. Then we need you to get all the supplies: A premium sound system, a lighting system, and of course, beer and liquor for a couple hundred people.” 
 
    John’s mouth was agape. “That will all cost a small fortune!” 
 
    Calvin laughed. “No, don’t worry about it,” he said. “We’ll sell the drinks to them at a 40 percent markup!” 
 
    John frowned. Even though he would be the one purchasing all this equipment and alcohol, he had a feeling he would never see any of the proceeds of drink sales come back into his bank account. Calvin would hang on to those for sure. 
 
    But he was resigned to his face, so he merely nodded at Calvin meekly. “Of course,” he said. “I’ll get to work right away, sir.” 
 
    He spent the next several hours meticulously cleaning the house. The entire time, he heard Calvin and Khloe in the bedroom. It started with giggles, but a few hours into John’s chores, he was subjected to the moans and grunts of their passionate lovemaking. As he was on his hands and knees scrubbing the bathroom floor, he couldn’t help springing an erection. As he thought about the party the next night, his erection grew even stronger. He couldn’t fathom how many men would be there to fuck his wife … and his sister-in-law. He hoped Calvin would allow him to masturbate as he watched stud after stud fill his wife full of hot cum. Even though he was scrubbing a gross bathroom floor, he grinned. 
 
    Once he was done cleaning the house, he headed out to buy the supplies Calvin had requested. His first stop was to an electronics store to buy lighting and premium speakers. He couldn’t believe the dent they put in his checking account. He shrugged, because that’s all he could do. 
 
    At the liquor store, John bought two dozen bottles of assorted liquors, as well as a keg of beer. The checkout clerk’s eyes widened a bit when she saw all the booze John was buying. 
 
    “You, uh … you having some kind of party?” she asked. 
 
    John studied her for a moment. She was a slim Asian woman, and very pretty. He wondered what she was doing working in a grimy liquor store. 
 
    “Yeah, uh …. I guess you could say that,” John responded.  
 
    “What kind of a party?” 
 
    “Well, uh … it’s for my wife,” he said as he handed over a check and she checked him out. 
 
    “Oh, is it her birthday or something?” she asked. She came around the counter to help load the keg into a shopping cart. 
 
    “Um … well, no, not exactly …” John said. As he spoke, one of the flyer’s for the breeding party fell out of his jacket pocket and landed on the floor. 
 
    “Oh here, let me get that for you,” the girl said, and before John could stop her, she had picked the flyer up off the floor, and began reading it. 
 
    “A … breeding party?” she asked. “What’s that?” 
 
    “Um … uh … well … you see, my wife and I have kind of a unique relationship,” he said. “You see … I’m, uh …” 
 
    “A cuckold?” the woman asked. 
 
    John was stunned. “You … you know that term?” he asked.  
 
    “As a matter of fact, I do,” she said. “My husband happens to be a cuckold as well. But we’ve never had a … a ‘breeding party.’” 
 
    “Yes, well, it’s a first time thing for us as well,” he said. “I have to say, I’m … both apprehensive and excited at the same time.” 
 
    “It certainly sounds … exciting,” she said. “Do you, uh … do you mind if I hang on to this flyer?” 
 
    “Um … sure,” John said. “Uh … thank you for your help. I’d better be going.” 
 
    “Of course,” the woman said. “Have a good night.” 
 
    “Thanks. You too.” 
 
    Calvin struggled to cart all the booze he’d bought out to his car, but he didn’t dare ask the woman for help. For some reason, the whole exchange with her had struck him as very odd and awkward. But somehow, he suspected that that wasn’t the last he’d seen of her. 
 
    *** 
 
    The morning of the breeding party, John awoke early and prepared a hearty breakfast for Calvin and Khloe. He knew they’d need it -- especially Khloe. She was about to get the workout of her life. 
 
    Calvin and Khloe both seemed pleased upon seeing the spread of sausage, eggs and pancakes that John had laid out on the kitchen table. He felt proud of himself. 
 
    “Good job, cuck,” Calvin said. He turned to Khloe as they sat down at the table and began to dig into the hearty meal before them. “We might have to reward him, hmm?” 
 
    “Hmm,” Khloe said as she speared a piece of pancake with her fork. “Perhaps. What did you have in mind?” 
 
    “Well, he did put an awful lot of effort into preparing for tonight’s party. I think it’s only fair that we let him enjoy it.” 
 
    “Really now,” Khloe said. 
 
    “Mmhmm,” Calvin said. “There’s not a man alive who could help getting turned on at the sight of a woman as beautiful as you getting plowed by some thick black dicks. And I know that includes your pathetic little cuck husband.” 
 
    Khloe turned to John. “Is that true?” she asked. “Does your tiny, pathetic little dick get hard at the sight of real men, of black men, using me as their fucktoy?” 
 
    John felt himself growing hard at her explicit speech. 
 
    “Y-yes, ma’am,” he stuttered out. “That is correct. I love seeing real men use and abuse you.” 
 
    “Well, then, I suppose that could be an apt reward,” she told Calvin. 
 
    “Really?” John asked, a little too excitedly. 
 
    “Don’t get ahead of yourself,” Calvin said. “This is still contingent on stellar performance leading up to the party. But if you don’t disappoint us before then … yes. We will allow you to touch yourself while you watch your wife getting gang-fucked by hordes of hungry black men.” 
 
    “Can I cum?” 
 
    “Like I said -- if you behave yourself, yes, you may cum tonight. As many times as your pathetic little dicklet is able to.” 
 
    John couldn’t believe he was hearing; his blood rushed with excitement. He was going to cum dozens of time tonight while watching his wife get filled up with so much semen, it would be dripping out of her well-worn cunt! 
 
    “Thank you!” he exclaimed. “Thank you both so much! You have no idea how much this means to me.” 
 
    “Alright, alright,” Calvin said. “Don’t make us regret the decision. I appreciate that you’re excited, but keep it to yourself.” 
 
    “Yes sir,” John said. “Of course. I’ll shut up. You two enjoy your breakfast.” 
 
    He left them to enjoy their breakfast in peace, retreating into the bathroom -- one of the few vestiges of privacy he still had in the house. He touched himself through his jeans. He was hard as a rock. All reservations about tonight had fled in the wake of his sexual arousal. Tonight is going to be a very, very good night, he thought to himself. 
 
    *** 
 
    At around 6 p.m., there was a knock on the door. John answered it. When he opened the door, he was greeted by the site of Khloe’s sister, Beth. She was wearing a skimpy, barely-there black cocktail dress, and she had done up her makeup in such a way that she looked like a cheap hooker, or a complete whore. John knew she was the latter. To be more accurate, she was a whore for black cock. 
 
    But Beth wasn’t alone. Standing behind her were two other young women, also wearing short, skimpy dresses and looking like cheap whores. It took John a moment to recognize them, but he finally realized that these were Beth’s two daughters -- Tiffany, who was 21 and was attending an out-of-state college and must be visiting home on a break, and Jessica, who had just turned 18 the previous month. 
 
    “Welcome, Beth,” John said. “Glad you could make it, but we, uh … we weren’t expecting the girls …” 
 
    “Yes, sorry about the short notice,” Beth said, and she pushed John aside and walked inside, followed shortly by her daughters. “But I wanted my girls to experience this.” 
 
    “Experience what?” John asked. 
 
    “The bliss of getting fucked hard by a black stud,” she said, like it was the most obvious idea in the world and John was an idiot for not understanding. “Plus, we’ve decided to all get pregnant with black babies at the same time.” 
 
    “You … you have?” John stuttered. 
 
    “Yes, of course. It only makes sense for us to take a black man’s seed. Black men were born to breed, and pathetic white men like yourself were born to take care of the young while we go out and find more black men to fuck and have more black babies … and so on and so forth. I would have thought you’d have understood this by now.” 
 
    “Well, this is our, uh … our first ‘breeding party,’” John said shyly. 
 
    “Yes, well,” Beth said, “I’m certain it won’t be your last. Now, where is my sister and that sexy lover of hers?” 
 
    “They’re in the bedroom at the moment,” John said. “I’ll go get them for you--” 
 
    “Nonsense,” Beth said. “We’ll go meet them in the bedroom. Come on, girls.” 
 
    The three of them walked right past John as if he was no longer there and made their way to the bedroom. They could hear moaning emanating from the closed door. Beth didn’t hesitate. She walked right up to the door and swung it open. 
 
    “Well now,” she said, a grin on her face, “isn’t that a beautiful sight?” 
 
    The sight she was referring to was Khloe, flat on her back, gripping the bed as Calvin, on top of her, plunged the length of his cock deep into her fertile womb. Beth licked her lips at the sight of Calvin’s ripped back flexing with each thrust, and his tight ass doing the same. 
 
    “Oh … oh … hi, Beth,” Khloe stuttered between ragged breaths. “Just uh … oh … oh yes, fuck me! … make yourself at home, Beth.” 
 
    Beth chuckled to herself. “I will do just that,” she said. “And right now, there’s nothing at home I’d rather do than watch the show. Please, continue. Pretend I’m not here.” 
 
    Khloe and Calvin were happy to oblige, and they continued on just as before, as Beth took a seat at a recliner in the bedroom. Her daughters joined her, sitting on her lap. 
 
    As Beth looked on with a mischievous glimmer in her eye, her girls looked on with wide eyes. They had never seen something like this before in person, and they marveled at the sheer size of Calvin’s rigid cock. 
 
    “How is she able to take all of it?” Jessica marveled. 
 
    “Practice,” Beth responded. “Don’t you girls worry. That’s one thing you’ll be getting plenty of tonight.” 
 
    With a grunt, Calvin pulled out of Khloe and flipped her onto her knees, sliding his cock back into her from behind. Khloe moaned as her lover pulled her hair and pounded her from behind. “Ooooh … yes, fuck me!” she screamed. 
 
    Finally, Tiffany couldn’t stand the tantalizing view any longer. Right in front of her mother and sister, she began rubbing herself and moaning. That prompted her sister to follow suit. 
 
    “My, my,” Beth said. “What is getting you girls so worked up?” 
 
    “I just love the sight of his big black cock, mommy,” Tiffany said. “I can’t wait for his cock to fill up my little pussy!” 
 
    “Neither can I!” Jessica shouted. 
 
    “You’re both going to get your fill of black cock tonight,” Beth said. “I’m so proud of my girls.” With that she began rubbing herself as well. It was quite the sight: Three young, pretty woman masturbaating to the sight of their sister and aunt getting plowed by a muscular black man. 
 
    They each had several orgasms -- and so had Khloe -- by the time Calvin stiffened and shot string after string of hot, sticky cum into Khloe’s drenched cunt. The sight gave all three of the girls one final, intense orgasm. 
 
    After they’d all had a moment to recover from their orgasms, Khloe put on a black, silky robe and ushered Beth and the girls downstairs. 
 
    “What are your girls doing here?” Khloe asked. 
 
    “They both have taken a greater interest in black men since I started having so many of them around the house,” Beth said. “And I thought this would be the perfect opportunity for them to get their fill. Plus, the three of us have decided to all have black babies at the same time. I mean, look at these beautiful young women. They were practically built for giving birth to black men, to carrying on the superior African race. I would be very surprised if we didn’t all become pregnant tonight, given how much black sperm we’re all going to be taking.” 
 
    “It would be a miracle if we didn’t,” Khloe said with a smile. “Come on, I’ll pour us all some wine. We can relax while we wait for the party to start.” 
 
    “We can hardly wait,” Beth said with a grin. 
 
    As they lounged in the living room, John finished making the final preparations for the breeding party. He hung up curtains on all of the windows and set up the expensive sound and lighting systems he’d purchased earlier in the day. From there, het set up a card table with all of the drinks. 
 
    Calvin came up to him. “I’m going to need you to man the drinks table,” he said. 
 
    “Wh-what?” John stuttered. “But I thought I was going to get to watch …” 
 
    “You can watch from here,” Calvin said. “We need you right here. Don’t make me revoke your self-pleasuring services.” 
 
    “No,” John pleaded. “Please don’t. I’ll do whatever you need me to do.” 
 
    “That’s a good cuck,” Calvin said. “I’m going to go outside and wait for people to start showing up. You know, act as the bouncer. Get ready to enjoy the show.” He winked and took off outside. 
 
    A half hour before the party was to start, a small line had already formed outside the house. John took a break from manning the drink table -- after all, there was nobody there to purchase drinks yet -- and peered out the window at the line of men waiting to fuck his wife. 
 
    He counted six of them, but he suspected there would be many more before the night was through. Every single one of them looked thuggish, with loose-fitting clothing, gaudy gold jewelry and even a grill or two. But it was also apparent that they were young, good-looking and incredibly fit. And if experience told him anything, John knew that every last one of them probably had a gigantic cock veritably designed to pleasure horny white sluts eager to take black men in their mouths and cunts. 
 
    As the clock struck 8, Calvin began letting the men into the house. As they made their way into the living room, they were greeted to the sight of Khloe, Beth, Tiffany and Jessica wearing skimpy, translucent lingerie that left little to the imagination.  
 
    “Welcome, men,” Khloe said as the men’s eyes lit up in anticipation at the curvaceous figures that would soon belong to them. “Make yourselves at home. We’re going to get started real soon … but we’re going to start things off nice and slow and work our way up.” 
 
    Khloe walked over to the sound system and turned on some bumpin’ and grindin’ music, then activated the lighting system. With the windows darkened, the place felt like a real, bonafide dance club, rather than a residential house located at the end of a cul-de-sac. 
 
    Each of the women took the hand of a man and led him to the center of the living room, which had been cleared to create a kind of makeshift dance floor. Each of the men stood behind the women, who started grinding seductively to their soon-to-be lovers’ crotches. Excited, their strong, large hands roamed over the women’s bodies. It was only a few minutes into the party, and already the air was thick with sexual desire. 
 
    As more and more men entered the house, they gathered in a circle around the women dancing with the lucky men, waiting eagerly for their turn to feel the soft, voluptuous flesh of these lurid white whores.  
 
    Khloe was the first of the four women to lead  her man to the couch and sit him down; the other three women soon followed suit. As they sat their men down, they straddled them and began gyrating to the music, giving their men an erotic lap dance that was as much for the pleasure of the men on the couch as it was for the entertainment and gratification of all the men spectating. 
 
    As Khloe rubbed her tits, through her silky lingerie, against her man’s face, he could help himself no longer. Roughly, he pulled off Khloe’s lingerie and eagerly sucked her right nipple into his mouth. As he did so, he pulled off her panties and rubbed his finger up and down the length of her glistening slit. The other women’s men followed suit, and in a matter of moments, all the women were completely naked, and the men on the couch were running their hands up and down the lengths of their bodies, enjoying the sensation of their smooth, pale skin. 
 
    John, unfortunately, could barely see any of this from the drinks table. More and more men were coming in, and many of them wanted drinks to set the mood before they sautered into the living room to enjoy the show. John had a constant stream of customers and to his annoyance, he hadn’t been able to enjoy the show at all yet. 
 
    It’s not fair, he thought. I mean, this is my house. That’s my wife about to get fucked out there. I should get to benefit from this too. But he knew he didn’t have a choice in the matter so he continued what he was doing, being an obedient little cuckold. 
 
    By now, Khloe and the other girls were growing greedy themselves. As their men manhandled them, they grasped hungrily at the belts, buttons and zippers securing their pants, then pulled down their pants excitedly, admiring the massive bulges pushing against the soft, thin cotton of their underpants. 
 
    “Mmm,” Khloe said as she rubbed her man’s bulge through his boxers. “I need this beast in my mouth.” She yanked his boxers down and his large, rigid cock sprang free. Without even a second’s hesitation, Khloe swallowed the entire thing, all the way down to the base. “Holy shit!” the man exclaimed. “Look at this bitch go!” 
 
    Soon the other women had followed suit, and if it weren’t for the bumping bass of the music, the room would have been filled with the sound of them slurping, slobbering and gagging on veiny, coke-can-thick black cocks. Each of them played with their pussies as their men took control, grabbing the women by their heads and fucking their throats like they were pussies. 
 
    By now, the rest of the men were becoming restless, and weren’t content to simply observe other men have their way with the beautiful young lasses before them. 
 
    Soon, a circle had formed around each of the women. As Khloe concentrated on slurping down the cock of the man in front of her, she felt a rigid cock attempting to enter her from behind. She reached around to guide it in, but felt something odd … something rubbery. 
 
    She popped the cock out of her mouth and turned around. “Get that fucking condom off of that beautiful black cock!” she announced. “Didn’t you read the flyer? This is a breeding party. Every ounce of your cum belongs deep inside me.” 
 
    The man looked a bit startled, but smiled slyly at the thought of entering Khloe’s soaked pussy completely unprotected -- and not having to pull out, either. He threw the condom as far as he could, and then guided his bare cock into Khloe’s unprotected pussy. 
 
    Two other cocks appeared on either side of Khloe, and she stroked them with either arm as she continued sucking the man on the couch. Finally, the man on the couch pulled her up and slid his cock into her pussy; the man behind her switched to her ass, and someone stood behind the couch offering his massive cock to Khloe’s mouth as she got fucked. In the end, each woman was servicing a total of five cocks, for a total of 20 men being serviced at any given time. 
 
    With both their pussies and assholes being stretched to the limit, all four women began cumming; their cries could be heard even over the loud music. John, still busy at the drinks table, cursed the fact that he wasn’t seeing any of the action. 
 
    The man on the couch fucking Khloe suddenly grew tense; he grunted and held his cock deep within Khloe’s fertile womb, as his massive cock shot out stream after stream of warm semen, flooding her insides. Khloe felt it filling her and the sensation sent her over the edge, into another toe-curling orgasm. She screamed and gripped her lover tight. She kissed him as her orgasm -- and his -- flooded her body. 
 
    She had no time to rest, however. As soon as she was done, a new man was pulling her off and taking the first man’s place on the couch. “Hop on,” he told Khloe. 
 
    With the first man’s cum still inside her pussy, Khloe lowered herself onto her new lover’s cock and began rocking back and forth. Soon she had a cock in her mouth and in both hands once again. The men were becoming more worked up now, and it took less for them to blow their loads. Soon, Khloe had men cumming in her pussy, asshole, mouth and both hands simultaneously. As the man behind the couch spilled his seed into her mouth, she drank up as much as she could, but most of it spilled out of her mouth and dribbled down her chin. She licked her lips, trying to eat up as much of the man’s delicious cum as she could. John would have been jealous. 
 
    Speaking of John, he was trying to keep up with the demand for drinks. He had gone through most of the liquor already, and was about halfway through the keg. The men were getting drunk and horny, and the house was growing crowded. John looked around and tried to estimate how many people were in attendance; it must have been somewhere in the vicinity of 150-200 people. He couldn’t believe it. Was his wife and his sister/nieces-in-law really going to get fucked by every single one of these men? 
 
    As he had the thought, he heard a sudden uproar come from the entrance, and as he looked up, he saw a woman walk through the door. He squinted to try to make out who it was and couldn’t believe it when he finally made out a face. 
 
    It was the Asian checkout-girl from the liquor store. As she strutted her way into the house, she walked by the drinks table. 
 
    “I made it,” she said to John. 
 
    “Uh … so you did,” John said. “Um, what exactly are you doing here?” 
 
    “How could I give up an opportunity to be pounded by this many beautiful black men?” she said. She scanned the room, taking in the sights with a big grin on her face. “I feel like a kid in a candy store!” 
 
    “Oh,” John said. “Well, my wife and the others are in--” 
 
    “Thanks,” she said, “but I think I can follow the screams. Sounds like they’re getting plowed nice and good. See you later, cuck.” As she walked off, she began taking off her top. 
 
    John sighed and continued taking drink orders. He couldn’t wait for the keg to be done so he could go join the crowd and watch the show. 
 
    It didn’t take long for the throng of horny and intoxicated black men to notice the slight Asian woman, now naked, making her way through the crowd toward the rest of the women. Many of the men had themselves stripped away their clothing in anticipation of fucking one of the voracious white bitches who had pledged their juicy little pussies to the service of black thugs. 
 
    But this tiny little Asian delight was an exotic addition. As she pushed her way through the crowd, not a man within arm’s reach failed to reach out and cop a feel of her tight pale skin. 
 
    This was clearly not her first rodeo, however. She slapped away the hands that reached out to her until she made her way to her destination: the center of the living room, the eye of the storm, where the other women were getting each and every one of their holes filled. 
 
    She scanned the room quickly, and when she found a man that suited her -- the largest of the bunch, towering more than six feet tall, muscles bulging like bowling balls -- she walked right up to him, stood directly in front of him, and stared him straight in the face. Without looking away, she knelt, sitting on her knees, bringing her face directly in front of his cock. It was massive. Where many of these men’s cocks were as large as a coke can, this man’s was at least as large as a coke-can-and-a-half. Yet, she didn’t seem intimidated in the slightest. 
 
    Still not breaking eye contact, she leaned forward and drug her tongue from the base of his fully erect cock, all the way to the base of the head. The man’s head rolled back and he moaned slowly. He looked down as the woman moved her tongue back down, still staring up at him with wide, excited eyes. It was only after taking him into her mouth that she let herself break eye contact. She closed her eyes as if she had been snacking on the most decadent of chocolates. But for her, this kind of chocolate was infinitely sweeter to the edible variety. 
 
    She developed a steady rhythm, bobbing her head up and down, slowly but steadily, deepthroating the massive length of his cock all the way to its baste, then inching out her tongue to flick it against the base of his cock. He moaned deeply, and placed a hand on either side of her head. 
 
    The other women began to sense that something was going on, and they momentarily turned their attention away from their own lovers, to see what was going on. What they saw was a skinny, short Asian woman they’d never seen before getting her throat vigorously fucked by one of the many participants. The women exchanged an astonished look with each other, as if to say, “who is this crazy woman?” but they shrugged, turned around and refocused their attention on the numerous black cocks demanding their attention. 
 
    John was still passing out drinks, but could hear the growing cries of ecstasy from the next room. Come on, he said to himself. You stupid keg! Be empty already! 
 
    As if answering his silent prayer, the keg all of a sudden started sputtering, and only filled up the last cup halfway. Thank you, John said to himself. He gave the gentleman in line the half-cup of beer, along with his money back. 
 
    “Excuse me,” he shouted to the rest of the people in line. “I’m sorry to announce that we’re completely out of beer.” Everyone grumbled audibly, but John ignored them. There wasn’t anything he could do anyway. 
 
    He grabbed the cash box he’d been using to collect money and hurried with it to the bedroom. He slid it under the bed, and then hurried back down to the party.  
 
    He pushed his way through the crowd, feeling an odd mixture of revulsion and excitement as he pushed past sweaty, naked black men in a desperate attempt to catch at least a glimpse of his wife getting pounded by a thick black cock. 
 
    Finally, he was through, into the “inner circle,” and the first thing that caught his eye was not his wife, but the Asian woman, who was, by now, not only servicing the original man she’d set her eyes on, continuing to deepthroat his cock with impressive speed, but also two other men who were burying their massive cocks deep into her pussy and ass. Immediately, John’s cock grew hard. His hand drifted to his crotch, seemingly of its own accord, and he began rubbing himself through his jeans. 
 
    He turned and saw his wife and the other women, spread across the couch, all of them still excitedly offering all of their holes to the eager participants of what was turning out to be a very successful breeding party. Although he thought his wife was gorgeous, his eyes couldn’t help wandering to the two young nieces, with their lithe, young bodies, who were perhaps the two most enthusiastic participants in this lurid little breeding party. And why shouldn’t they be? To them, the wondrous world of black cock was completely new. They gobbled and slobbered on the cocks in front of them like it was some wondrous, intoxicating drug. They moaned as if they were experiencing the most intense pleasure a human being could experience. They didn’t just sit and take the black cocks fucking their pussies and assholes; they pushed back, vigorously, eager to feel the hard black cocks push into them as hard and as fast as humanly possible. 
 
    It was apparent to John, also, that the two young women had taken many of the participants’ sperm deep in their pussies, for with every thrust, the cocks they were currently taking also pushed out gobs and gobs of cum out of their pussies and assholes. Thick puddles of cum had already formed beneath them on the couch. There was no way the couch wouldn’t be completely trashed by the end of the night, John thought. But it’s totally worth it for this wonderful view, he thought to himself, and he smiled. 
 
    There was no way, with that much cum filling up their fertile young wombs, that they would not end up pregnant. For some reason beyond his comprehension, the thought drove John wild. He hurriedly slid down his pants and underwear and whipped out his little white dick. He took it in his hands and furiously started jerking off. 
 
    The men around him noticed and immediately started pointing and laughing at him, making fun of his “little weenie.” John did his best to ignore them, but to his surprise, he found that being demeaned only seemed to turn him on even more. Before he knew what was happening, he felt an orgasm build, and he came into his hand. Everyone around him laughed. “Yeah, have fun cumming into your hand,” one of them told him, “because you sure as hell don’t have a chance of fucking any of these bitches.” John knew he was right, but he was content just to masturbate. He hadn’t been allowed to touch himself in quite some time, and he was going to take full advantage of his newfound freedom. 
 
    John looked on and continued to masturbate as he watched the five women cycle through the men in the room. Most of the men went for multiple rounds, each time flooding a cunt or an ass or a mouth full of thick cum. But after about an hour, the crowd finally started to thin as the men grew exhausted. What had at one time been a roaring crowd of almost up to 200 men dwindled to merely 50 or so; 50 dwindled to 25, and then, finally to a mere five lucky men, one for each woman. 
 
    The men seemed to enjoy the personal attention. Each pair seemed to assume a 69 position at some point; the men were so aroused and eager to degrade at this point that they didn’t even care that the worn cunts they were snacking on were filled with other men’s cum, as well as their own.  
 
    After a few more orgasms, three of the men said they had to go, saying they had wives or girlfriends who would already be suspicious by their long absences. That left two very lucky young men; one who got to take on three women -- Beth, Jessica and Tiffany -- and the other who got to be serviced by Khloe and the Asian woman, who finally revealed that her name was Jasmine. 
 
    Both men took a seat on the couch as the women kneeled before them; John hurried behind the couch to get a good look at what was about to go down. 
 
    It was a beautiful sight, two beautiful women -- one of them his own wife -- sharing a beautiful black cock, that was shining with the women’s slick spit. But it was even more beautiful to see the other three women -- all related, a family -- sharing one massive cock. Tiffany and Jessica swirled their tongues around the head and shaft, their tongues often coming into contact. Meanwhile, Beth gently sucked his large balls into her mouth, moaning lewdly as she did so. John stroked his cock furiously, and came. It wasn’t long before his little dick was hard again and he was playing with himself once again. 
 
    After he came and sprayed all three women’s faces with cum, Beth sucked him hard once again, and climbed onto his cock, immediately riding him vigorously. Tiffany sat down on his face and he licked her vigorously, though he was careful not to suck any of the cum out of her drenched cunt, lest he hurt her chances of getting pregnant. Jessica, meanwhile, took the opportunity to take her sister’s breast into her mouth, which surprised Tiffany at first, but soon she was arching her back, eager to get her beautiful nipples sucked by her sister. 
 
    Khloe was riding the other man as he licked Jasmine’s pussy. Khloe and Jasmine faced each other while they were pleasured, and began making out and feeling each other’s breasts. The sight gave John another orgasm. 
 
    It was nearly four in the morning before the fucking was finally finished. The remaining two men thanked the women for the good time and left. 
 
    Calvin, who had been watching the remaining festivities, directed the women, including Jasmine, into the bedroom, and they followed his orders obediently. The women each laid down on the length of the bed. Calvin stripped off his clothes; his rock hard cock stood fully erect. 
 
    “We’re going to cap off the night with a fresh injection of hot, African-American semen,” he said with a grin, and John watched as he proceeded to fuck every single one of the women, shooting a load into them, and moving on to the next without ever even growing soft. John was amazed. He’d never seen anything like it. 
 
    As soon as he was done inseminating all of the women, each of them pulled their legs up to their chests, letting gravity pull Calvin’s cum, as well as whatever other cum was still in their well-fucked cunts, deep into their fertile wombs. 
 
    John had been watching from the doorway, but Calvin came up to the door and shooed him away. “Time for you to go sleep on the couch,” he said. 
 
    “But … the couch is literally soaked in semen,” John said. 
 
    “Then tough it out … or sleep on the floor,” Calvin said. “Figure it out. It’s not my problem.” He slammed the door in John’s face before hopping into bed with five beautiful women. John couldn’t help feeling jealous, but he dutifully walked back to the couch and sat down. 
 
    It was wet and sticky with all the cum that had spilled out of the girls’ holes, and John knew he would never be able to sleep with the uncomfortable sticky feeling. Instead, he curled up on the floor; as uncomfortable as it was, he eventually drifted off to sleep. 
 
    *** 
 
    The next morning, John surveyed the damage and felt a knot form in his stomach, because he knew it would be up to him to clean up the massive mess that had been made. 
 
    The house was littered with red solo cups, and both the carpet and the couch had been stained with semen and other bodily fluids. John didn’t think either one would ever be the same. And he supposed Calvin and Khloe would make him pay for a new couch and to replace the carpet. 
 
    He stumbled into the kitchen and made breakfast, cognizant of the fact that there were four extra mouths to feed. The smell off the eggs, bacon and sausage wafting through the house apparently did its job, because soon Calvin and his harem of women sauntered into the kitchen, ready to eat. 
 
    “How are you all feeling?” John asked. 
 
    “Sore,” Khloe said with a laugh. “But incredible. Calvin fucked us all slowly and sensually again this morning.” She turned to look at her lover adoringly. 
 
    “Thank you so much for letting me participate in the fun,” Jasmine said to the girls. “I had a blast. We’ll have to do it again sometime. But, I have to get going to work. Call me next time you plan to do something like this, OK?” she wrote down her number and left. It was like she and the other women had been bonded together forever after last night, like they’d become instant friends. 
 
    “So what happens now?” John asked. 
 
    “Now, we play the waiting game,” Calvin said. “We wait several weeks, test to see if a baby’s cooking in the little oven, and if not, we try again.” 
 
    John felt like the anticipation would kill him. 
 
    *** 
 
    Seven weeks later. 
 
      
 
    Khloe called her sister, and as the phone rang, she could barely contain her excitement. 
 
    “Hello?” the voice on the other line said. 
 
    “Beth? It’s me, Khloe!” 
 
    “You sound like you have news,” Beth said. 
 
    “I’m pregnant!” she shouted. “I’m so excited!” 
 
    “Congratulations!” Beth shouted. “As a matter of fact, we have some news ourselves.” 
 
    “No way! You’re pregnant too?”  
 
    “All of us are,” she said proudly. “I mean, is it really any wonder? With all of that superior black sperm flooding our bodies, we were bound to get pregnant. I would be more surprised if we didn’t all end up pregnant.” 
 
    “Very true,” Khloe said. “So, what does your husband think?” 
 
    “He’s accepted his new role as a caretaker,” Beth said. “Frankly, he doesn’t really have a choice. He knows the girls and I will leave him if he doesn’t. He’s not quite a true ‘cuckold’ like your John, but we’re working on it.” 
 
    “It’s been great, making John our little bitch,” Khloe said. “He does whatever we tell him to. It will be great once the baby is born. He’ll be available to watch it whenever we need him to, so Calvin and I can go out on dates.” 
 
    “Have you given any thought yet as far as what you’re going to name the baby?” 
 
    “I have, as a matter of fact,” Khloe said. “If it’s a girl, I’m going to name it Jasmine.” 
 
    Beth smiled. “Good choice,” she said. “And if it’s a boy?” 
 
    “If it’s a boy, I’m going to name him Calvin,” she said with a deep smile. 
 
    John, who had been eavesdropping, walked away and headed to the bathroom, eager to take care of the erection that had suddenly sprung up in his pants. 
 
      
 
    -end- 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Book 5: Caged Cuckold 
 
      
 
      
 
    John was used to the sound of his wife making love … her moans, her lover’s grunts, and both of their sweaty bodies slapping against each other. 
 
    What he was not accustomed to was the sound of a newborn baby's wails. 
 
    He sighed as he dragged himself out of the couch on which he'd been sleeping and trudged into the nursery -- which had once been his study -- to care for his wife's child. 
 
        When John had first met his wife, Khloe, he'd imagined the life they might live together. He'd thought of the kids they might have and raise together. He’d pictured the typical nuclear American family. 
 
    He never thought his wife would have a black baby, the result of an all-night interracial orgy, and that he would be the one primarily responsible for taking care of it -- reduced, essentially, to the role of a nanny. 
 
    And yet that's where he found himself this night, woken up at nearly 3 am to tend to his wife's love-child, as his wife and her lover, Calvin, made love -- loudly -- in the master bedroom. 
 
    John walked into the nursery, made his way to the crib, pulled Calvin Jr. out and cradled him in his arms. 
 
    “There, there,” John said. “Come on now, buddy. Go back to sleep. Sshh, sshh.” 
 
    It took more than 10 minutes, but finally the little tykes eyes closed and he drifted back to sleep. John gingerly laid him down in the crib and tiptoed back to the couch.  
 
    Just as he slid under his blanket and closed his eyes, Calvin Jr.'s wails started again.  
 
    John sighed. It was going to be a very long night.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The next morning, John tried to sleep in to make up for his lack of sleep, but Khloe and Calvin would have none of that. 
 
    “Up and atom, cuck,” Calvin said. “Time to make us breakfast.” 
 
    John sighed and dragged himself out of bed and trudged over to the kitchen to make breakfast for his wife and her bull. 
 
    As he set plates in front of them donned with eggs, bacon and hashbrowns, Khloe turned to John. 
 
    “I think I want to go buy some clothes for Calvin Jr.,” she said. “I'll need you to come with us so you can push his stroller. 
 
    John nodded. “Of course, dear,” he said. “Calvin, will you be joining us?” 
 
    Calvin nodded his head negatively. “I have business to attend to today. But you guys have fun.” John wondered whether the business Calvin was referring to was selling drugs or pimping. But he held his tongue and didn't dare ask.  
 
        As John loaded the stroller into the car, Khloe emerged from the house wearing a skimpy skirt. John wondered who she was dressing up for -- this was supposed to just be a casual shopping trip. 
 
        They strapped Calvin Jr. into his carseat, then took their respective seats in the car, John behind the wheel and Khloe in the passenger seat. 
 
        It took them about 20 minutes to arrive at the local mall. John took the stroller out of the car and got Calvin Jr. settled in it, and he pushed it across the parking lot as he watched his wife saunter toward the mall. The high heels she was wearing made her plump ass look fantastic, John thought. He wished he still had the privilege of touching it.  
 
        “Where to?” John asked.  
 
        “I was thinking we’d start at J.C. Penny,” she said. As they made their way across the parking lot, an older woman smiled at Khloe, and then glanced down at the stroller. When she saw the child in the stroller -- a black child -- her smile suddenly vanished. 
 
        John noticed, and he found himself upset rather than embarrassed. For all this woman knew, Calvin Jr. was adopted. Regardless, he couldn’t help feeling like her reaction was somewhat racist, and that made him angry. Khloe, on the other hand, didn’t seem to notice the woman’s offensive reaction. 
 
        Khloe immediately made her way to the baby clothes section, and she soon collected an armful of baby clothes for little Calvin Jr. John winced -- he was going to be the one paying for all those baby clothes. Even though Calvin made a ton of money selling drugs and pimping out Khloe, as well as other women, John was still expected to pay for Khloe and Calvin Jr.'s basic needs. Khloe had made it exceedingly clear that the only reason she was still with John at all was for his financial support -- if he wasn't willing to continue supporting her financially, she would move out of the house and live with Calvin, and John would be out of a family. He didn't want that. Khloe and Calvin Jr. were all he had left in this world. 
 
        “Okay,” Khloe said, snapping John out of his thoughts. “I think I’m ready to check out.” 
 
        John nodded, and with Khloe leading the way, he wheeled Calvin Jr. to the nearest checkout station. 
 
        Standing behind the register was a tall, thin, well-dressed black man. John watched as his eyes immediately fell to Khloe’s ample chest. And just as immediate was Khloe’s sly smile, as if she knew exactly what the man was thinking, and she was thinking the exact same thing. 
 
        “Hello, ma’am,” he said. “How are you doing today?” 
 
        “I’m doing quite well, thank you,” she said. “Just shopping for some baby clothes with my husband and my son.” 
 
        The man looked past her, first at John -- he smirked -- and then into the stroller. When he caught sight of Calvin Jr., a slight look of surprise came over his face, for just a moment. It quickly turned to a smile as he did the math in his head. Sure, as John had just noted to himself earlier, it was possible that Calvin Jr. was adopted. But judging by Khloe’s overly flirtatious smile, the salesman could tell that the most obvious explanation for Calvin Jr. was that Khloe had been impregnated by a big, black cock -- and that she was hungry for more. 
 
        “Did you find everything you were looking for?” he asked. 
 
        Khloe winked at him as she placed the clothes she’d selected on the counter. “Almost,” she said. 
 
        “Oh, well, I’d be happy to help you find whatever you still need,” he said. “Let’s get you rung up first …” He scanned all the clothes and placed them into paper shopping bags. John winced at the price, but he dutifully pulled out his wallet and paid the total amount. 
 
        “Here you go, sweetie,” Khloe said, handing John the bags. “Could you hold on to all of these while this young man helps me out?” 
 
        “Um … yeah, of course,” John said. 
 
        “Thanks, hon,” she said, and she kissed her husband on the cheek. 
 
        “Now, how may I be of service?” the salesman asked. 
 
        “Well … Mark,” she said, reading his nametag, “I was interested in trying on this dress over here, but I need some assistance finding a dressing room …” 
 
        “Ah,” he said, a knowing tone in his voice, “I think I can help you out with that, ma’am.” 
 
        “Excellent. Um, sweetie, would you watch Calvin Jr. while I get some … help … from this gentleman?” 
 
        “Oh, uh … yeah, of course.” 
 
        “Thanks,” she said, and she walked off toward the dressing room, Mark in tow. 
 
        John pushed little Calvin Jr.’s stroller closer to the dressing room so he could hear -- because he was fairly certain Khloe and Mark were doing more than just trying on clothes. 
 
        It didn’t take long for his suspicions to be confirmed. It started with Khloe’s gentle moaning. John imagined Mark kissing the base of her neck; he knew that always drove her wild. HIs large, dark hands were probably running down her body, and taking off whatever clothes she was wearing -- if she was still wearing any. 
 
        Soon, the sound of Khloe’s moaning was accompanied by the sound of Mark’s own groans. And as his groans grew more guttural and insistent, Khloe’s moaning became louder and faster.Those sounds were soon accompanied by a knocking sound, of them hitting the wall, and of the sound of skin slapping against skin. 
 
        John looked around and saw that several of the shoppers in the vicinity were looking up, wondering where the sound -- which was very obviously two people fucking -- could possibly be coming from. John made eye contact with a few of them, and smiled awkwardly at them. 
 
        Before long, Khloe began crying out in what sounded like utter ecstasy as the slapping sound grew faster and faster; Mark cried out and let out one final, guttural grunt, and then both of them grew silent. 
 
        They emerged a few minutes later. Khloe’s hair was visibly disarrayed, and her shirt was on backward. Mark’s belt was unbuckled. 
 
        “Mmm … thank you for helping me out in there,” Khloe said. With that, she leaned in and the two of them kissed, slowly and sensually, right in front of John and all the other shoppers walking around the store. 
 
        “My pleasure,” Mark replied. “Come back any time. I’d be more than happy to provide you … excellent customer service.” 
 
        John felt sick. All of the customers who had taken notice of the sound of Khloe and Mark fornicating in the dressing room had watched as the two of them emerged. It was obvious to each of them that Khloe was John’s wife, but also that she’d fucked another man--a stronger, bigger man--right in front of him. He had been utterly and completely humiliated. 
 
        Yet, he couldn’t help sprouting an erection as he thought of what it must have looked like while his wife and the virile young sales clerk used each other’s bodies in that cramped little changing room. How deep the young man must have plunged his long, powerful cock into Khloe’s tight cunt before spewing his hot cum into her. 
 
        Khloe made to leave, but John stopped her. 
 
        “Don’t we still need to pay for Calvin Jr.’s clothes?” he asked. 
 
        Khloe looked briefly over her shoulder. “No,” she said. “I think I got what I came for.” She winked at Mark and continued walking out of the store, with John struggling to keep up as he pushed the stroller. 
 
    *** 
 
        “I have something I’d like to talk to you about,” Khloe said as the three of them drove back to the house. 
 
        “Yes?” John asked. “What is it, honey?” 
 
        “Well, Calvin and I have been talking and we have some concerns about you,” she said. 
 
        “Concerns?” John asked. His mind immediately began racing, wondering what he could possibly have done wrong. He’d been working so hard lately to obey every order he received from both Khloe and Calvin. He didn’t want to be punished. He was finally beginning to enjoy the new dynamic that had taken hold of his marriage. 
 
        “We’ve noticed that you’ve been pleasuring yourself a lot lately,” Khloe said. 
 
        “Well … yeah,” John said. “I mean, it’s been an adjustment for sure, watching you with other men. Seeing you at that orgy, getting used by so many young, black men … it was definitely surreal. But I think I can honestly say I’m beginning to enjoy the eroticism of the experience, and I think I can give my approval--” 
 
        “Right there,” Khloe said. “That’s exactly the problem.” 
 
        “What?” John asked, confused by Khloe’s interruption. 
 
        “That right there is exactly the problem,” Khloe continued. “We don’t need, nor do we want your approval.” 
 
        “Oh, I--I’m sorry,” John said. “I--” 
 
        “Furthermore,” Khloe said, “it seems like you’ve been going a little crazy with the self-pleasure. It’s rather disgusting when we see you twiddling your little dicklet after you’ve watched Calvin and I make love. But I think we have a solution for that.” Just as she finished speaking, they pulled into the driveway, and Khloe got out of the car without another word. 
 
        “Well … what is it?” John called after her. 
 
        “Come find out,” she said. 
 
        Confused, John collected Calvin Jr. from the back seat and made his way into the house. 
 
        As he entered, he was surprised to find both Calvin and Khloe seated at the kitchen table, waiting for him. He quickly put Calvin Jr. to bed for a nap, then returned to the kitchen. 
 
        “I thought you had business to attend to,” John said to Calvin. 
 
        “I did,” Calvin said, “and I attended to it.” He nodded toward a brown paper bag on the kitchen table. 
 
        “What’s that?” John asked. 
 
        Khloe giggled. “This,” she said as she picked up the bag, “is your future.” 
 
        “My future?” John asked. “What are you talking about? What’s in that bag?” 
 
        “What’s in this bag,” Khloe said, “is an ultimatum. We’ll tell you what’s in here, but under one condition.” 
 
        John was feeling very anxious about what was happening. He didn’t like it, and he felt a knot forming in his stomach. But as he looked at Calvin and Khloe staring him down, he knew that he had long ago lost any control he once had in this three-way relationship, and he felt he had no choice but to agree to whatever they wanted. 
 
        “What’s the condition?” he asked timidly. 
 
        “The condition is that no matter what is in this bag, you accept it for what it is and embrace it as a part of your life,” Khloe said. “Otherwise, you pack your bags, today, and leave. We’ll never want to see you again.” 
 
        How was that even a choice to John? He loved Khloe. And in a weird way, he’d even come to love little Calvin Jr. He had no choice but to accept whatever it was Khloe and Calvin had planned for his life. 
 
        “Of course,” John said. “I’ll do whatever you tell me to.” 
 
        A grin formed on Calvin’s lips. “Oh, this is going to be fun to watch,” he said. 
 
        Khloe reached into the brown paper bag, and pulled out a box. She set it down on the kitchen table and gestured with her hand for John to come in for a closer look. 
 
        “What is this?” he asked as he picked up the box. 
 
        “MALE CHASTITY DEVICE WITH LOCK AND KEY,” it read. 
 
        “A chastity device?” John asked. “What is this for?” 
 
        “It’s for you, dumbass,” Calvin said. 
 
        “I … I’m not sure I understand what’s going on,” John said. 
 
        “It’s simple,” Khloe said. “You’re not putting that pathetic excuse for a penis to work anymore, so there’s no reason you shouldn’t have it locked up. This is a cage that will make sure your puny little dick is unable to get hard. To make sure that it’s just as flaccid and useless and you are.” 
 
        “But … but I enjoy … touching myself when you and Calvin have sex,” John said, shame dripping from his voice as he said the words. Here he was, begging not to be able to have sex with his wife again, but merely to be allowed to masturbate while he watched another man fuck her. 
 
        “That’s exactly what we’re trying to avoid,” Khloe said.  
 
        “It’s disgusting,” Calvin said. “Nobody wants to see you beating your white meat.” 
 
        “And besides that,” Khloe said, “masturbating implies that you’re still a sexual being. But you’re not anymore, are you? Boyfriends are sexual beings. Husbands -- non-cuckold husbands, that is -- are sexual beings. But what are you? You’re a cuckold. A servant. You cook for us, you clean the house, you go to work and bring home money to provide for us. You care for my child. But you are not a sexual being. You do not get the privilege of sleeping with me. You do not get the privilege of sleeping with anyone, because no one would have you. And your proper place in this family should be formalized with the placement of this cage upon your penis. 
 
        “Now, we’ll still let you watch us have sex, if you want,” she continued. “Although it’s going to be awfully hard for you -- no pun intended -- watching us make passionate love while you’re completely unable to gratify yourself in any way whatsoever … just sitting there watching your wife and her lover fuck while you get an aggravating case of blue balls. Now, we may reward you every now and then, if you’ve been an exceptionally good cuckold servant, by taking the cage off … once or twice every year, if you’re lucky.” 
 
        John couldn’t believe what he was hearing. His wife and her lover wanted to put some kind of contraption on his penis that would prevent him from getting an erection? How fucked up was that? He couldn’t stand for that. He’d put up with a lot in this marriage, including the impregnation of his wife by a random black man, but he sure as hell wasn’t going to allow them to lock up his cock. 
 
        “Um, I … I’m sorry,” John said. “I’m afraid I have some problems with what you’re proposing. First of all--” 
 
        “Are you saying you’re not going to agree to this?” Khloe asked. “Because you do remember the ultimatum I gave you, right?” 
 
        John knew the ultimatum she was talking about. It was basically that he had to wear this cock cage, or he had to leave Khloe and go off on his own. As much as he didn’t want that, he just didn’t think he could bring himself to wear a cock cage. 
 
        “I’m sorry,” John said. “I--” 
 
        “Let me stop you right there,” Khloe said. “Because when I made it seem like you had a choice, I was really just fooling around. You don’t have a choice. Calvin? Let’s get him caged.” 
 
        Before John knew what was happening, Calvin had stood up and lifted John up over his shoulder. John couldn’t believe how strong Calvin was. As he was being carried to the bedroom, he could feel the muscles bulging beneath his shirt, and John was confused by how much he enjoyed the sensation. Even so, he was panicked. 
 
        “What are you doing?!” he cried out. 
 
        Calvin just laughed. “You’ll see. Don’t worry about it.” 
 
        Calvin threw John onto the bed, and before he could try to jump off and make a run for it, Calvin was on top of him, pinning him down.  
 
        Khloe walked in, and as Calvin held him down, she began undoing John’s pants. He wiggled and squirmed in a pointless effort to free himself, but Khloe had his pants off in less than a minute. She pulled down his underwear and let his little cock spring forth. She laughed as she took the cock cage out of the box and carefully fastened it over John’s cock. It was a perfect fit. 
 
        “Look at that,” she said. “It’s like Cinderella.” 
 
        “No!” John cried out. “Stop! I never agreed to any of this! You can’t--” his voice became muffled as Calvin placed one of his large hands over John’s mouth. Mute and overpowered, John stopped struggling, realizing that his struggle was futile, as Khloe clasped the lock to the cage and trapped John’s flaccid penis within the cage. 
 
        “There we go,” Khloe said, a broad smile covering her face. “That’s much better.” 
 
        Calvin released him, and John looked down at his now-useless penis … more useless than it had been, anyway. 
 
        As John marveled at his newly-caged cock, Khloe picked up the keys that had come with the cage -- there were two of them fastened to a small key ring -- and slipped them into her pocket. 
 
        “I’ll be hanging on to these,” she said. 
 
        “What am I supposed to do now?” John whined. 
 
        “Doesn’t matter to me,” Calvin said. “Take a few minutes to get acquainted with your new hardware, and then make us some dinner, cuck.” He wrapped one of his massive arms around Khloe’s shoulder and they walked out of the room. 
 
        John stumbled to the bathroom so he could see his confined penis in the mirror. He couldn’t believe what had just happened. He had forcibly had a cage placed on his penis, rendering it completely useless. What’s going to happen when I get aroused? he wondered. The thought of the pain of his erection pushing against the metal cage made him wince. 
 
        He was surprised by how much weight the cage added. It wasn’t particularly uncomfortable … just bulky. But he was sure discomfort would come the instant he got the beginnings of an erection. What had he gotten himself into? 
 
        He walked back into the bedroom and pulled his underwear back on. His briefs pushed the cage into his penis, and he soon found the discomfort he knew would be coming. When he pulled his jeans on, it felt like there was barely any room for the cage itself. 
 
        He walked out to the kitchen, feeling like he almost had to shuffle rather than walk to account for the extra bulk in his crotch. He began cooking dinner for Khloe and Calvin, thankful for anything that might distract him from the humiliation he’d been subjected to. 
 
        Once he had dinner ready, Khloe and Calvin sat down and began digging in. John, meanwhile, retrieved Calvin Jr. from his nursery and brought him to the kitchen, feeding him with a bottle and picking at his own plate when he could. 
 
        When Khloe and Calvin were done eating, they asked John to open a bottle of wine for them. He did so. After putting Calvin Jr. to bed for the night, he returned to find Khloe and Calvin on the couch, vigorously making out. 
 
        John froze. It was a delicious sight, seeing his long-haired, thin wife sitting on the lap of Calvin, a dark monster of a man, who was running his hands up and down the length of Khloe’s back as the pair twisted their tongues around each other. 
 
        But the pleasure of watching them was soon cut short. John felt a twinge in his pants, and as soon as his little cock started to grow, he felt the restriction of the cage digging in.  
 
        I’ve got to get out of here, he thought, and he turned to walk away. Before he could do so, he heard Calvin’s booming voice call after him.  
 
        “Where do you think you’re going, cuck?” he yelled. 
 
        “Uh … well … I’m just having a bit of a hard time watching you two with this, uh … cage on,” John said. “So I was just going to go wait it out in another room--” 
 
        “I don’t think so,” Calvin said. “Come have a seat. You don’t think you’re gonna get off so easy, do you? The whole point of you wearing that cage is that you still have to watch another man, a superior man, make love to your wife … but without the ability to touch yourself, to enjoy it. So come on over and watch me make love to your wife like you could never hope to do. And don’t touch yourself, because you can’t. Just watch and let the reality of the situation settle in.” 
 
        John gulped, but he knew he had no choice but to comply with Calvin’s wishes. He took a seat in a chair facing the couch and watched as the two of them resumed their lurid makeout session. 
 
        John clasped his eyes shut, hoping Calvin wouldn’t notice and force him to keep his eyes open. He tried desperately to think of anything that would take his mind off his arousal: embarrassing moments from his past, sports statistics, his grandmother. It worked … for awhile. But soon Calvin and Khloe moved on from making out. John heard the ruffling of clothes being removed and he couldn’t help but open his eyes for a peek at the festivities taking place in front of him. 
 
        Khloe had already removed her shirt and pants and was clad only in a pair of g-string panties and a skimpy bra. She was on her knees in front of Calvin, already shirtless, and was unbuckling his belt. John watched as she unbuttoned his jeans and slid them off. She rubbed his large, thick cock through his boxers, then pulled them down, allowing his magnificent black cock to spring free. 
 
        That did it for John. He felt the familiar rush of blood and then … pain. 
 
        It took his breath away … it was more pronounced than he had anticipated. He gritted his teeth, but he couldn’t look away as Khloe took Calvin’s swollen member into her mouth, first just barely fitting the head into her mouth, then slowly and methodically sliding her lips up and down his entire length. 
 
        Once she had sufficiently wet his cock, she slid her tongue from the tip of his head, dragged it down the length of his shaft, and then slowly, delicately licked his balls. Calvin moaned as Khloe gingerly sucked first one ball into her mouth, then the other, all the while stroking the length of his cock with her hand. 
 
        Despite the pain, John’s hand unconsciously lowered to his groin area … only to come into contact with the cold metal of his cage. He let out a frustrated sigh. Here was all of this overwhelming stimulation … and yet there was nothing he could do about it. He could only sit and watch the sexual scene unfolding before him, unable to release any of the sexual energy growing within him. 
 
        Khloe traced her tongue back up to the head of Calvin’s cock, and when she reached the top she brought her mouth back down onto his length. Calvin, thoroughly excited by this point, grabbed the back of Khloe’s head with both of his hands and began thrusting into her mouth as hard and as quickly as possible. Almost immediately, Khloe began choking as her lover’s cock was thrust down her throat. 
 
        The sound of his wife gagging and slurping on Calvin’s fat dick normally would have sent John over the edge into his first self-given orgasm of the night. But now, unable to pleasure himself, all he could do was squirm with a mix of arousal and pain. He wanted so much to enjoy the sight, but at the same time, all he wanted was for the arousal to go away so he could escape the pain. 
 
        “Mmm … you’ve got me nice and hard, bitch,” Calvin said, and he picked Khloe up, turned her around and set her down on the ground, on her hands and knees, facing away from him. As he slowly slid his cock into her drenched cunt from behind, both of them stared straight into John’s watching eyes. 
 
        “Enjoying the view, cuck?” Calvin asked. “You like the sight of me filling up your wife’s cunt? I’ll bet you wish you could play with your little dicklet, cuck.” 
 
        Khloe smiled, but was too overwhelmed by the pleasure of having her pussy filled by Calvin’s cock to get out any words. Wordlessly, she began pushing her ass back to meet Calvin’s thrusts. Calvin leaned forward, and Khloe leaned back, and the two of them kissed, bringing their tongues out to swirl around each other. 
 
        Good lord that’s hot, Calvin thought to himself, wishing, even praying that he could touch himself. What had Calvin and Khloe done to him, he thought. Was this to be his life from now on? Destined to watch his wife and her lover have sex night after night, and not even be allowed to play with himself? 
 
        After a few minutes, Calvin pulled Khloe up onto his lap as he leaned back onto the coach. With Khloe facing him, he lowered her back onto his cock and she began rhythmically rocking back and forth, sliding her juicy pussy up and down the considerable length of his cock. Calvin slapped her ass as he fucked her, and she gasped delightedly. It wasn’t long before Khloe was coming to an explosive orgasm. 
 
        “Yes! Yes! I’m coming!” she screamed as Calvin plowed into her. 
 
        She stood up and got on her knees. Calvin stood and fed her his cock, and she began slurping on it again. 
 
        “Mmm … do you want to come on my face, baby?” Khloe asked, momentarily removing Calvin’s cock. “Or in my mouth?” 
 
        “Mmm … actually, I think I have a better idea,” Calvin said. “Come here, cuck.” 
 
        That took John by surprise. Never before had he been asked to participate in any way with Khloe and Calvin’s lovemaking sessions, other than being afforded the opportunity to watch. What did Calvin have in mind? What was he up to? 
 
        “Hurry up, cuck -- before I lose my patience,” Calvin said. 
 
        Subserviently, John shuffled over to Calvin. 
 
        “On your knees,” Calvin said. 
 
        Slowly and nervously, John did as he was told, dropping to his knees and looking up at Calvin expectantly, wondering what fresh new hell awaited him. 
 
        “Your wife fucked me well,” Calvin said, “and she sucked my big, fat cock even better.” As he spoke, he stroked the length of his cock, up and down, up and down, continuously. “But it’s all been leading up to this … your ultimate humiliation.” 
 
        With that, cum erupted from Calvin’s cock -- hot globs of sticky semen rained down upon John’s face. John was so shocked that he couldn’t move. Calvin’s cum was hot on his face, and it seemed like an endless stream -- he was certain every square inch of his face must be covered in the cum of his wife’s black lover. 
 
        When the flood of cum finally stopped, Calvin chuckled. “Get yourself cleaned up, you pathetic cuck,” he said. He helped Khloe stand and, arm in arm, they made their way into the bedroom for the night.  
 
        John, in shock, made his way into the bathroom. He turned on the light and stared at himself in the mirror, his face covered in cum, as if he were a pornstar at the conclusion of a dirty film. 
 
        But it wasn’t his cum-covered face that shocked him most. It was his penis -- straining against the cage so vigorously that he couldn’t even try to put a stop to it. The erotic pleasure he was feeling almost drowned out the pain.  
 
        He brought a finger up to his face and traced a line through the cum on his face. Before he could even realize what he was doing, he brought his cum-covered finger to his mouth … and licked off the cum. 
 
        The taste was more powerful than he could have ever imagined. Because the taste hadn’t just stimulated his taste buds. It had stimulated something deep within him. 
 
        It had awoken something inside of him. 
 
      
 
    -end- 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Book 6: Birth of a Sissy 
 
      
 
    It had been two weeks since John’s penis had first been confined to its cage, and he was finally beginning to get used to it. In some ways he was even beginning to enjoy it. 
 
        The sexual frustration that came with not being able to cum was palpable. Yet, at the same time, he noticed that it was making other parts of his body -- parts that were not his penis -- more sensitive. Brushing a silk scarf against his arm was suddenly an incredibly erotic, sensual experience, for example. But there was never any release. There couldn’t be. 
 
        It had also been two weeks since John had had his first taste of cum--other than licking it out of his wife’s used pussy--after his wife’s lover, Calvin, had blown a gargantuan load all over his face. John had not asked Calvin to spew his hot, sticky cum all over his face, but now all he could think about was not only asking Calvin to feed him his cum, but getting down on his knees and begging for it … to promise that he would do anything … anything … to taste that sweet, sticky cum again. 
 
        Would he really do anything? John wasn’t sure. He’d never considered himself gay, but suddenly all he could think about was what it would be like to suck Calvin’s cock just like his wife did every night. Could he make Calvin feel as good as Khloe did? Could John deepthroat that monster cock like Khloe did effortlessly? He wasn’t sure, but he suddenly found the proposition of trying to consume the entirety of that cock to be unbearably tantalizing. 
 
    “What am I thinking?” he often found himself saying to himself. “This is absolute madness.” 
 
    Calvin hadn't coated John's face with cum since that fateful night two weeks ago, but now whenever John watched him making love to Khloe, he found himself becoming jealous of Khloe rather than the other way around. He almost found himself wishing he were a woman so he could offer up his pussy to a masculine beast like Calvin. 
 
    He examined the cage that held his limp cock captive. I'm already more of a woman than I am a man, he thought to himself. My wife is fucking a real man, and my cock is useless. Well, if I'm going to be relegated to the role of a woman, I may as well start acting like one.  
 
    Calvin and Khloe had gone out for dinner and drinks, leaving John alone in the house with Calvin Jr. -- the child Khloe had had as the result of an all-night orgy. John had already put Calvin Jr. to bed, however, so he was free to do as he pleased. 
 
    He made his way into the bedroom, which he had been essentially forbidden from entering without permission ever since Calvin had moved in and taken on the role as the man of the house. It felt good to be a little bit naughty and subvert the rules he was supposed to be obeying. 
 
    He sat on the bed for a moment, thinking back on all the times he'd watched Calvin pounding his beautiful young wife on that bed as he stood in the corner furiously jerking off (that had been before his cage, of course). All those times, he'd found himself jealous of Calvin, wishing he could be the one plunging his cock into Khloe’s tight little pussy instead. 
 
    But now, as he thought back to those exciting sexual adventures, he found himself putting himself in Khloe’s place instead. What would it be like to completely cede control to a brutal, thuggish stud like Calvin? To submit to him … to stop thinking, turn off your brain and just do whatever your beautiful black master commanded you to. 
 
    The thought drove him wild, but he couldn't do anything about it on account of his cage. Instead, he stood and made his way to the closet, and began leafing through his wife's dresses, admiring them. When he was done, he made his way to her dresser. 
 
    He opened the top drawer and was greeted by an assortment of colorful panties -- some of them cheap, cotton pairs, and others silky and sexy. 
 
    He picked up a pink pair of the silk panties and moaned slightly as he held it up to his face. The silk was so smooth against his skin, which had grown incredibly sensitive due to his inability to release his sexual energy. He wondered what it would feel like to slip into them … 
 
    Breathlessly, he slid one leg into them, then the other. He couldn't contain his excitement as he pulled them up completely. It felt so wrong, so taboo … and yet, it felt so right. Like his entire life had been leading to this moment. The silky fabric, outlined by sheer lace, was so strikingly feminine, and John suddenly found himself wanting to embrace the femininity within him. 
 
    He ran his hands along the silky surface, and before he knew what he was doing, he found himself bringing one of his hands up to his nipples, taking turns gently pinching each of them. If it hadn't been confined to its cage, his little dick would have been rock hard.  
 
    He looked down at his hairy legs and was struck by the incongruence of them with the panties. 
 
    He made his way to the bathroom and picked up his razor and a can of shaving cream and began shaving both of his legs. When he was done, they were both smooth to the touch … combined with his cute, pink panties, he thought he looked a lot like a woman from the waist down.  
 
    As he was admiring himself in the mirror, he heard a car pull into the driveway: Calvin and Khloe. He couldn't let them catch what he was doing. Hurriedly, he put away the razor and shaving cream and sped out of the bathroom. 
 
    He didn't have time to change out of his wife's panties -- or maybe he just didn't want to -- so he quickly pulled his pants up over them and sprinted into the living room.  
 
    It was apparent when Khloe and Calvin walked through the door that they both had been drinking. They were giggling, and their hands were all over each other. They walked right past John into the bedroom -- they didn't even look at him. Normally that would have hurt John somewhat … would have humiliated him. But this time he was grateful for not being noticed.  
 
    As the sounds of Calvin and Khloe’s lovemaking began emanating from the bedroom, John took off his pants and crawled onto the couch, aroused and content in his pretty pink panties.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The next day, John had the house to himself once again. Calvin and Khloe were increasingly treating him more like a servant -- like a house maid and nanny -- than like a member of the family, and they often went on outings by themselves. This time, they had taken Calvin Jr. with them on an outing. 
 
    John normally would have felt rather lonely, but today, he was excited to explore the new side of himself that was awakening. He wasn’t sure where this was going to lead, but he found himself becoming increasingly excited to find out. 
 
    He found himself once again in the bedroom, this time going through Khloe’s dresses, finding one that would fit him and suit him.  
 
    Finally, he came to one that looked like it would fit the bill. It was a short, silky black dress that Khloe looked drop-dead gorgeous in. John knew he couldn't match Khloe’s sexiness, or her femininity, for that matter, but he thought it would be fun to try.  
 
    He slipped into the dress then hurriedly dashed into the restroom to look at himself in the mirror.  
 
    He was surprised by how feminine he looked as the dress clung to his body. He had a soft, skinny frame, so it was really no surprise that it looked as feminine as it did in a pretty dress. 
 
    But there were other elements detracting from the femininity of his overall appearance -- his hair, for one thing. His short, brown haircut didn't look anything like a woman’s. He found himself suddenly compelled to go out and buy a wig to complete the look. He changed back into his regular clothes -- he didn't want people to see him in a dress in public.  
 
    Khloe and Calvin had taken the car, so John was forced to take a cab. When he arrived at a wig store downtown, he was a bit nervous walking in, but he was greeted by a young, attractive woman that put his mind at least a little bit at ease.  
 
    “Hi there,” she said, walking over to John. “How can I help you?” 
 
    “Well, I'm, uh … I'm looking for a wig,” he answered. “Obviously,” he added with a laugh.  
 
    The saleswoman chuckled back. “Well, what kind of wigs should I show you?” 
 
    John looked around at the assortment of colorful wigs. There were a few men's wigs -- toupees and the like -- in one corner, but obviously that wasn't why he was there. He turned instead to a corner where a display of long, silky black wigs say.  
 
    “Show me these …” he said. 
 
    The saleswoman looked surprised, but quickly recovered. “For your wife?” she asked. 
 
    “Uh … yeah. Sure,” he said. 
 
    She walked him over to the wigs and gave him some kind of sales pitch about the quality of the materials used and blah blah blah. John wasn't listening. All he could do was stare at one of the wigs, enchanted by how silky it looked … wondering how it would look on his head. 
 
    He interrupted her mid-sales pitch. “Do you, uh … do you think I could try it on?” he asked. 
 
    “For … your wife?” she asked. The tone of her voice made it clear she was beginning to suspect that the wig was not for his wife after all. 
 
    “Um … yes,” he said. “We have similar, uh … head shapes … so I wanted to get a sense for what it would look like on her.” 
 
    “Um … yeah, OK,” she said. “I guess that can't hurt.” 
 
    She gently picked it up off the mannequin head it had been resting on and placed it on top of John's head. It was still clear he was a man -- the rough features and slight stubble on his face made that plain -- but the wig had done wonders toward his transformation. He looked like a feminine, girl man for sure. 
 
    “How much is it?” John asked. 
 
    “This particular piece is four-hundred dollars,” she said hesitantly, afraid that John was perhaps a looky-loo who had no real intention of buying a wig from her that day.  
 
    “I'll take it,” John said. 
 
    The saleswoman got a big smile on her face as she rang John up.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    When he got home, John took the wig with him to the bathroom. He set it on the countertop and hurriedly slid into one of his wife’s dresses before returning to the bathroom. He put it on and looked at himself in the mirror.  
 
    He smiled at himself. He was well on his way, even if he wasn't quite there yet. 
 
    The finishing touch he needed -- or one of the finishing touches, anyway -- was makeup, he decided. Makeup, properly applied, could soften the hard edges of his face and give him the feminine look he craved. It could be the final touch to truly transform into a woman … a woman who craved the masculinity of a real man. 
 
    He gathered some of Khloe’s makeup together, but then realized he had absolutely no idea what to do with any of it. Easy enough problem to fix: He looked up makeup tutorials online and watched about an hour’s worth, until he decided he'd seen enough to have a relatively rough idea of what to do. 
 
    Carefully, he applied his wife's makeup to his face, just as he'd seen her do numerous times over the years. When he was finished, he stepped back and stared at himself in the mirror so he could evaluate his handiwork. It was okay … not great, but not terrible. It was certainly a step in the right direction, and it was certainly not bad for his first time. He'd have to practice some more … he was sure he'd get the hang of it.  
 
    John was so preoccupied with looking at himself in the mirror that he didn't even notice when the front door opened and closed … or, moments later, even a figure appeared by the bathroom doorway. 
 
    “Busted, cuck.” 
 
    Startled, John gasped and turned toward the voice. There was Calvin standing in the doorway, watching him with an amused grin on his face.  
 
    “I, um …” John let out. “This, um, uh … it's not what it looks like. I swear.” 
 
    “Oh yeah? Because it looks like you're turning yourself into a little whore.” 
 
    John gulped. “Where’s Khloe?” he asked.  
 
    “She took little Calvin Jr. to her sister’s for a visit,” he replied. “She's going to be spending the night there. Looks like you and I have the house to ourselves tonight, cuck.” 
 
    “Look, I'm really sorry,” John said. He took off his wig. “Let me just go get changed, and I'll--” 
 
    “Nuh-uh,” Calvin said. “Put that wig back on.”  
 
    There was an amused look on Calvin’s face, but his voice was stern, and John didn't dare disobey him. He did as he was told, and gently placed the wig back atop his head. 
 
    “There you go,” Calvin said, and he stepped forward until he was right in front of John, and put a hand on his shoulder. “That's a good girl.” 
 
    Being called a girl -- and by a sexy, dominant alpha male like Calvin, no less -- sent a delighted thrill through John's body.  
 
    The arm Calvin had placed on John's was suddenly pushing downward with considerable force.  
 
    “On your knees,” Calvin demanded. 
 
    John had no choice but to comply, lowering himself to his knees obediently. “What's going on?” he asked. “What are you doing?” 
 
    Calvin began undoing his pants as be spoke.  
 
    “You want to be a woman?” he asked. “Well, then I'm going to treat you like one.” 
 
    A mixture of fear and anticipation shot through John's body. What did this big, black stud have in store for him?  
 
    As John sat there on his knees, looking up at Calvin with wide eyes, Calvin pulled his pants down and then off. The outline of his gargantuan cock was visible through his boxer-briefs -- it wasn't even hard and still it was much larger than John's. That, John thought, is a real man's cock -- and I must do everything in my power to see that it is fully serviced. As a weak, feminine beta male, it's my place. 
 
    Without a word, John leaned forward and brought both his hands up to Calvin’s crotch, and rubbed his cock through his boxers. If his own penis hadn't been in a cage, it would have been rock-hard. 
 
    “That's a good little cuck,” Calvin cooed. “You're not pretty like your wife, so it's going to take a little more effort for you to get this dick nice and hard. But you're off to a good start.” 
 
    John moaned. He liked that he was making Calvin happy. He could feel Calvin’s cock growing hard at his touch … not rock-hard, but it was definitely becoming semi-erect. 
 
    Eagerly, he grasped the elastic band at the top of Calvin’s underwear and pulled it down, allowing his magnificent cock to spring free. Normally John only saw Calvin’s mighty cock from afar, as Khloe’s head bobbed up and down its length, or as it plunged in and out of her sopping cunt. But now he was up close and personal with it, and it sent a thrill through his body.  
 
    Hesitantly, John stuck out his tongue and placed it at the base of the head. Calvin moaned his approval, so John flicked his tongue back and forth, smiling as he did so. He was proud of himself, proud of being able to please a real man. He ran his tongue up and down the length of Calvin’s shaft a few times and felt the massive cock begin to grow in size.  
 
    Suddenly, Calvin’s large hands were on either side of John’s face and before he knew what was happening, Calvin was forcing his cock into John’s mouth. His eyes widened in surprise; even semi-hard, it felt incredibly large in his mouth. He could feel it growing in his mouth, and as it grew he struggled not to gag. His eyes watered, and eventually he couldn't take it anymore; he coughed out Calvin’s big, sexy dick. But before he even realized what he was doing, he had already gone back for it, sliding the monster meat back into his mouth. He pushed it down his throat, swallowing it, seeing how much he could take, until he gagged on it.  
 
    Calvin laughed. “Well look at you,” he said. “You're a natural.” John smiled, but didn't say a word; instead, he traced his tongue around the bulbous head of Calvin’s cock, savoring the salty taste and musky aroma. 
 
    He paused for a moment, looked up at Calvin and, barely aware of what he was doing, raised his voice high as if he truly were a woman. “Do you like my little tongue on your big, sexy cock, daddy?” he asked.  
 
    “Damn, boy!” Calvin exclaimed. “You been taking lessons from your whore wife?” He gave John a little pat on his head. “Now be a good slut and get those lips back on that fat cock.” 
 
    John was only too eager to do just that, and as he continued sucking, he found he was actually becoming somewhat good at it, building a steady rhythm as he slid his lips up and down the length of Calvin’s cock. As he slobbered and slurped on the shaft, he brought a hand up to gently caress Calvin leathery balls. Have I died and gone to heaven? John wondered to himself. Why am I enjoying this so fucking much? He let out a long, low moan, muffled by the dark meat stuffed in his mouth.  
 
    After several minutes of slurping down Calvin’s formidable cock, Calvin suddenly pulled his manhood out of John's mouth. John looked up at him, surprised, and let out a disappointed whimper. 
 
    His disappointment turned to surprise when Calvin easily lifted John up and threw him over his shoulder. It sent a thrill through his body, knowing that this man -- a real man -- was able to lift him so easily. It made him feel almost … feminine.  
 
    Even so, he wondered what Calvin had in store for him. He felt slightly panicked.  
 
    “Wh--what are you doing?” he squeaked out timidly.  
 
    Calvin didn't say a word as he walked to the bed and threw John into it. He landed on his back and propped himself up with his arms, looking at Calvin, who promptly forced John to turn around, so he was lying on his stomach, facing away from Calvin. 
 
    “Are … are you going to fuck me?” he gasped.  
 
    “I'm going to do to you what I do to every white slut that comes across my path,” he said. With that, he hiked up the dress John was wearing and slapped John's ass, hard. John yelped, but found that the pain sent a sensual thrill through his body.  
 
    “Mmm … you have a plump little ass, don't you, John?” Calvin sneered. “Although, look at you … it's not really appropriate to call you John anymore, is it? John's a man's name and look at you … you sure as hell aren't a man anymore, are you?” 
 
    “No, daddy,” John gasped. 
 
    “Now let's see … what should we call you? How about Jane? You like the name Jane, you little bitch?” 
 
    In truth, John loved the idea of transforming into a pretty little girl named Jane. A moan escaped his lips. “Yes daddy,” she said. “Call me Jane.” 
 
    “Mmm, yeah,” Calvin said, and he slapped his hard cock against her ass. “I'm going to fuck you now, Jane.” 
 
    With that, he slid just the tip into Jane’s puckered virgin asshole. Jane yelped in pain.  
 
    “Is it in?” she asked. 
 
    Calvin chuckled. “I've barely got the tip in,” he said. “Get ready for the rest, bitch.” 
 
    Jane gritted her teeth, pushing her red-lipsticked lips into an anxious snear. “Be gentle,” she said. 
 
    Calvin laughed. “You know me well enough to know I'm not going to go easy on you,” he said. He pushed his cock deeper into Jane’s ass, about a quarter of the way in. She couldn't believe the pain; it was like she was being torn in two. Despite Calvin’s promise to not go easy on her, he was actually taking it slow, giving her ass time to adjust to his massive girth. 
 
    He pushed in deeper, until he was almost all the way to the base. As he began pulling out slightly, then edging back in, Jane found the pain was beginning to subside, replaced by a pleasurable sensation. As Calvin picked up steam, Jane began pushing her ass into his cock, fucking him back. She moaned. 
 
    “Mmm … yeah … fuck me, daddy!” she screamed. 
 
    That's exactly what Calvin did, as he began to slide his monster cock in and out of her tight asshole faster and faster, slamming into her harder and harder. His long cock began stimulating Jane’s prostate and she screamed in pleasure. She hadn't experienced pleasure like this before, and she pushed her ass against her lover as hard as she could.  
 
    Both their breath grew heavy; moans, grunts and sweat filled the room. It didn't take long for Calvin to stiffen; he grabbed Jane firmly by the hips and pulled her ass into him, thrusting his cock deep into her. 
 
    Hot, creamy cum flooded out of Calvin’s monstrous meat and spurted deep into Jane’s virgin ass. The sensation drove her wild, over the edge, and she found herself cumming from her first prostate orgasm. Sperm dribbled out of her flaccid dicklet, some of it catching on her cage. She let out a wild scream. “Oh yeah, daddy, fuck me, fuck me!” she yelled. “I'm cumming daddy! Don't stop. Don't stop!” 
 
    He didn't stop for several minutes, until he had shot every last drop of his hot cum directly into Jane’s ass. Then, he slowly pulled his cock out of her. It was still hard, and he motioned for Jane to attend to it. 
 
    “Come clean off this cock, bitch,” he said with a sneer. Jane hopped off the bed and dutifully crawled to Calvin on her hands and knees. Subserviently, and without hesitation, she took Calvin’s cock in her mouth -- the cock that, moments before, had been buried in her ass. She slurped on it, gagged on it, and licked it from top to bottom, savoring the taste.  
 
    When she was done, Calvin patted her on the head. “Get yourself cleaned up,” he said.  
 
    Before Jane could even make to get up, they both heard the sound of someone turning the doorknob and entering the house. Jane’s heart began to race. It could only be one person: Khloe. Neither of them made any move to try to hide what they'd just done, and when Khloe walked into the room, she saw Calvin, still naked, with what looked at first glance like a naked woman kneeling in front of him. But it was the cock cage that gave away that this was no woman … not in the conventional sense, anyway. This was her husband.  
 
    “Well, well, well,” she said. “What do we have here?” 
 
    “I, um … I can explain,” John stuttered out, but Calvin immediately began speaking over him.  
 
    “This sissy bitch was acting like a little girl,” he said, “So I decided to treat him like one.” 
 
    Khloe raised an eyebrow. “Is that so?” she asked. She turned to look at John directly. 
 
    “Are you a girl now, John?” Her voice was stern, as if she was getting ready to discipline Jane. 
 
    “Y-yes,” he stuttered out. “But, you can call me Jane now.” 
 
    Khloe walked right up to Jane, and knelt down so that they were face to face.  
 
    “Jane?” she asked.  
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Khloe gripped Calvin’s massive schlong and held it out to Jane.  
 
    “Suck this cock,” Khloe said.  
 
    “He--he already came,” Jane said.  
 
    “Don't worry, honey,” Khloe said, a mischievous gleam in her eye, “he'll get nice and hard for you in no time with that little whore mouth of yours wrapped around his cock.” 
 
    Jane looked hesitant, but reluctantly, she stuck out her tongue and let it caress the base of Calvin’s cock. 
 
    “No, put the whole thing in your mouth,” she insisted, and she pushed Jane’s head on to Calvin’s swollen member. She gagged as Calvin’s cock began growing again, and Calvin began instinctively moving his hips, sliding his cock in and out of Jane’s lipsticked lips.  
 
    “Yeah, there you go,” Khloe said. “Wow, look at you suck that cock like a little whore. You were born for this, weren't you, you little sissy bitch?” 
 
    Jane moaned, suddenly finding herself immensely turned on by the firm cock in her mouth, as well as by Khloe’s demeaning talk.  
 
    “You're good,” Khloe said appraisingly, “but you could learn a thing or two from the master. Let me at that sexy cock.”  
 
    Calvin popped his cock out of Jane’s mouth, and directed it to Khloe, who gobbled it up greedily, deepthroating it like it was nothing. Jane looked on in aroused amazement. Her caged dicklett tingled. 
 
    “Look,” Khloe said, “you can shove it down your throat, stick out your tongue and lick the underside of his cock.” She demonstrated the technique for her. 
 
    “Mmm,” Jane said. “That's so hot. Let me try.” Khloe handed Calvin’s cock over to Jane, and she tried her hardest to replicate Jane’s technique … but didn't quite achieve the effect, choking and gagging instead.  
 
    Khloe laughed. “You'll get the hang of it,” she said. She demonstrated her skill again, before popping the cock out of her mouth and beckoning Jane. “Make yourself useful, you little bitch,” she said. “Lick his balls while I'm slurping down his cock.” 
 
    Jane did as she was told, lapping enthusiastically at Calvin’s sweaty, bulbous balls, relishing the musky scent and taste. It was so masculine, such a sharp contrast to her shriveled, white dicklet completely confined in its cage. And she couldn't help gradually sliding her tongue up the shaft of Calvin’s cock. Khloe removed his cock from her mouth to accommodate Jane’s tongue, and before long, both of their tongues were flicking against his head, forcing a low, long moan out of Calvin’s mouth.  
 
    Jane looked up, excited to see what effect she and her wife were having on their lover. Calvin was panting, in heat, as he looked down at what were essentially two women sharing his cock. He grinned, and placed one of his large hands on either woman's head. 
 
    “Good girls,” he said. “Play nice and share that fat cock. There's plenty to go around.” 
 
    Jane and Khloe both smiled, and as their tongues swirled over the head of Calvin’s cock, they began to also brush up against each other, until they were essentially making out, with Calvin’s cock between them. Jane was ecstatic. It was the first time she'd really gotten to kiss her wife in months. Who knew it would take becoming a dirty, nasty cock whore and cumslut to give her the ability to once again kiss her wife, who had previously been the exclusive property of black studs? 
 
    Khloe moved down to take care of Calvin’s balls, and this time it was Jane who lowered her mouth onto his throbbing cock. As they tag-teamed Calvin’s cock, Jane felt it begin to throb and swell beyond its already considerable size. Meanwhile, Khloe felt his balls tighten. 
 
    In one quick, powerful motion, Calvin pulled his cock out of Jane’s mouth and began jerking himself off. Khloe and Jane both instinctively licked their lips. Their appetite was soon satiated as Calvin’s cock erupted, spewing hot, thick strings of cum showering down onto the cumwhores’ faces. 
 
    Jane relished the sensation of the gooey cum coating her face. And before she knew it, Khloe was licking the coating off of her face. Jane enjoyed the sensation and returned the favor; before she knew it, there tongues were entwined as they licked the cum off each other’s lips. Jane’s limp, caged dick pulsed with pent-up pleasure; watery precum dribbled out and leaked down her leg. 
 
    When they were finally done, Khloe and Jane climbed into the bed with Calvin, each of them lying on either side of him. Jane was amazed by how Khloe and Calvin’s attitude toward her had changed now that she was a woman; now that her life was devoted to serving and pleasuring superior black cock. For the first time in months, she felt like she finally had a place within the new family dynamic they’d established. 
 
    *** 
 
    Jane sat at her computer. She was nervous. It had been a week since she’d popped her cherry, to speak, with Calvin.  
 
    She had just started taking estrogen and was excited to see how the hormones would affect her body. She was moving quickly, but she felt ready, and felt ready to take this new step. Yet, she was nervous. She read through the post title one more time: 
 
    Sissy whore seeks black men for gangbang. 
 
    Her lips turned into a faint grin. If she waited until she felt ready, she’d never take the leap. It was time to take a leap into the deep end of the pool. It was time to embrace her newfound sissy lifestyle. To become a cumslut.  
 
    It was time to become a sissy whore. 
 
    -end- 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Bonus Story: Sissy Gangbang 
 
      
 
    Jane read through the Craigslist ad she’d posted, her finger hovering over the “enter” key. She needed to read through it one more time before she decided to pull the trigger, so to speak: 
 
         
 
    Wanted: Black Hunks for Gangbang 
 
      
 
    I'm a dirty, horny sissy addicted to big black cock. I'm looking for a group of hung, fit black men -- at least three, but the more the merrier -- to put every one of my holes to use. Make this sissy your nasty bitch. Include a photo of your big, meaty cock, and I'll send one back. 
 
      
 
    It was short, but, in Jane’s estimation, sweet. She'd only recently transitioned from a pathetic cuckold named John to a submissive, black-cock craving sissy whore. But up until now, the only black cock Jane had tasted was that of her wife Khloe’s lover, Calvin. She'd begun taking his monster meat on a regular basis, but she she had to admit that she was growing a bit bored with just one cock to satisfy. She wanted several … all at once. Dear lord, she thought. I'm becoming such a nasty, insatiable little whore! 
 
    And the thing was, she was completely enjoying her transformation into a total, utter slut for black cock.  
 
    She decided the advertisement needed one more thing: a photo to really sell it, to show these men that she had truly committed to living her life as a woman for the pleasure of black men. 
 
    She uploaded a photo that Calvin had taken the previous week. Since she had first transformed from a male cuckold into a femboi sissy, Jane had made much progress in looking just like a pretty, sexually-voracious woman. She had begun taking estrogen and had grown out her own hair and had it cut into a feminine bob hairstyle so that she did not need to rely on wigs anymore. She had begun working out, emphasizing her core and her glutes so that her waist slimmed and her ass popped. She did want to make herself as attractive as possible to dominant black men, after all. 
 
    The photo Calvin had snapped of her emphasized all of these newly feminine qualities. It showed her on the bed in frilly lingerie, on all fours, facing away from the camera, but turning her head back to face Calvin. Her red-lipsticked lips were poofed out in a seductive kiss. 
 
    Looking over the message and the photo one last time, she decided she was satisfied. She didn't hesitate a moment longer -- she hit “send.” 
 
    That night, she joined her wife Khloe and their now-shared lover Calvin in bed. Jane and Khloe had begun taking turns taking Calvin’s ample loads. Tonight it was Jane’s turn to take a hot, sticky load of cum deep inside her asshole. As the warm semen flooded her ass, Jane’s little, caged cock -- she had come to think of it more as a clit now -- quivered and dribbled out cum. It was a pathetic showing that stood in stark contrast to the streams of gooey cum that shot out of Calvin’s magnificent, rigid cock. It just reinforced to Jane how pathetic she was as a man. But as a woman, her submissiveness and femininity made perfect sense. She was finally at peace now that she could live her true life as a black cock whore -- and as a woman. 
 
    As she cuddled up to her wife and lover for the night, she drifted off to sleep, excited to see the next morning whether anyone had replied to her Craigslist ad. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
        When Jane awoke the next morning and checked her email, she was amazed by the overwhelming response her ad had received. She thought she must have had nearly 100 replies. 
 
        She began by opening only the ones with photos. Her jaw dropped when she saw many of the monster packages some of these men were packing. It soon became apparent that she needed a plan to get all these sexy hunks together in one place, at one time. 
 
        She booked a room at a local hotel for the next night. As she replied, she told the men the room number and that they could find her there at the appointed date and time waiting to take any black cock that came through the door. 
 
    Jane hadn't told Khloe or Calvin about her plans. She wanted this to be her own little adventure. She considered it an initiation of sorts into a new world where not only craved black cock, but actually belonged to it, her entire existence centred around serving it.  
 
    A smile formed on her face as she pictured what was in store for her. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next night, Jane slipped away and took the bus to the hotel she had booked. The front desk clerk called her “ma'am,” which sent a perverse thrill through “her” body. Her transformation into a feminine little girl was truly taking shape!  
 
    The clerk handed her her key and she made her way up to the elevator. She had butterflies in her stomach the entire way up, excited by the thought of what was about to transpire. When the elevator doors opened, she felt like she was walking on a cloud as she stepped out and made her way to the room. 
 
    When she entered, she set the bag she'd brought with her on the bed and quickly changed out of her clothes. She pulled out some sexy lingerie she'd purchased just for this occasion and slipped into it. She walked over to the door and made sure it was unlocked. 
 
    Now, she thought, we wait. She laid down on the bed, trying to relax. She knew she'd be pushed to her physical limit soon enough.  
 
    Before long, she heard a surprisingly gentle knock on the door. “Come in,” she shouted.  
 
    The door opened, and in walked a tall, skinny black man. He looked like he couldn't have been older than 19 years old. He seemed a little nervous -- probably because he was so young.  
 
    Jane was determined to change that.  
 
    “Hi,” she said. “What's your name?” 
 
    “Jamal,” he answered.  
 
    “Well, Jamal, don't just stand there … come have a seat on the bed.” He did as he was instructed, and took a seat on the bed beside Jane.  
 
    “Look at you,” she cooed, rubbing her hands across his chest through her shirt. “You're certainly in shape, aren't you?” 
 
    “Yes, well … I work out,” he said.  
 
    “That much is certainly obvious. Let's get this shirt off you so I can feel those muscles properly …” 
 
    She slid his T-shirt up over his head, and her hands immediately returned to his chest. She ran them over his well defined pectoral muscles, then bent down to kiss his six-pack abs. His breath grew faster. 
 
    Jane began undoing his pants, then pulled them off, leaving only his tight boxer briefs, which barely concealed the large cock he was packing. 
 
    “Mmm,” Jane moaned. She rubbed his cock through his boxers. “Have a special treat for me?” She licked her lips slowly and deliberately. 
 
    She pulled down the top of his boxers slightly, so that only the tip of his cock poked out, pressed against his stomach. She stuck out her tongue and flicked against the base of the head, and Jamal let out a low, guttural moan. “Oh yeah,” he said, “right there.” 
 
    As Jane massaged the sensitive base, Jamal’s already-sizable member grew even larger. Jane smiled and pulled his boxers down even further, running her tongue along the shaft as more and more of it was exposed, until finally she pulled his underwear off altogether and threw it into the far corner of the room.  
 
    She took Jamal’s cock into her mouth then, bobbing up and down slowly at first, but picking up speed quickly. Jamal’s eyes rolled into the back of his head. Before long, Jane was deepthroating Jamal’s cock, putting to good use all the practice she had had servicing Calvin’s cock. 
 
    She took a break, removing his cock from her mouth and turning her attention to his large balls, suckling first one, then the other into her mouth. Just then, the door of the hotel room burst open and in walked two large black men. They were both dressed like thugs, donning large, baggy jeans, gold chains and black tank tops. Jane felt her boi-pussy tingle in anticipation the moment she laid eyes on them. These were two men who would use her until she was well spent -- she was sure of it. 
 
    “Looks like we found the right room,” one now them said, flashing a toothy grin. “Come on bro, let's jump in.” 
 
    Jane looked at them hungrily. “Please do,” she said. As the two of them began taking off their clothes, Jane once again engulfed Jamal’s cock with her mouth. 
 
    As she slurped on Jamal’s cock, one of the men came up behind her and placed the tip of his cock firmly against the opening of Jane’s “boi-pussy.” She moaned on Jamal’s cock, overwhelmed with the desire to have both of her holes stuffed with thick black cock.  
 
    She wasn't disappointed; the man pushed the entire length of his cock deep into Jane’s slutty asshole. She let out a cry of pain, momentarily taking her mouth off Jamal’s cock. But as the man pumped his cock in and out of Jane’s tight ass, stretching it, loosening it, her cry of pain became a moan of pleasure, and her mouth found its way back to Jamal’s delectable dick. 
 
    As he fucked her, the man ran his hands up and down Jane’s body. Since she'd begun taking estrogen, she'd formed small, but feminine breasts, which he now fondled. Jane moaned, and in her excitement, she pushed Jamal’s cock deeper down her throat, taking it all the way to the balls. Jamal’s eyes rolled back into his head. 
 
    Suddenly, Jane felt the man’s cock exit her ass, and she found herself being pulled backward. The man motioned for Jamal to stand up, and he did so. The man took his place, laying on the bed with his rigid, almost impossibly-long cock sticking straight up into the air. 
 
    He pulled Jane, who was facing away from him, onto his cock once again. As Jane rode him, she beckoned for Jamal and the other man to come toward her. As soon as they were within reach, she gripped both of their dicks, one in either hand. 
 
    She took Jamal’s cock back into her mouth, where it belonged, and as she slurped and choked on it, she stroked the other man's cock up and down, all the while bouncing up and down on the other man's big, thick, veiny black cock. 
 
    Just then, the door to the room opened again and two more men walked in. “Damn,” one of them said. “I wasn't sure that ad was real … but clearly …” he trailed off as he began rubbing himself through his jeans. 
 
    He pulled down his pants and stood within reach of Jane’s free hand. She immediately began stroking his cock; she was satisfying four black studs at once. The gangbang had truly begun. 
 
    As Jane embraced her inner cock slut, the remaining odd man out undressed and stroked his cock, waiting for his turn to be pleasured. As he did so, two more men walked in. Khloe smiled. It was going to be a long night -- but a fun one.  
 
    As she slurped on Jamal’s cock and stroked two others, the thug who was slamming his meaty cock into her as began to pick up his pace. Jane moaned as her asshole was stretched to its limit. Soon, the man began grunting heavily and Jane knew he was about to cum. In a manner of seconds, she began to feel his hot cum spilling into her tight little ass. 
 
    In her excitement, she sucked Jamal’s cock more vigorously, and it wasn’t long before he had reached his limit as well. Sensing that he was about to cum, Jane pulled his cock out of her mouth; long, thin streams of cum shot out of his cock and into her open mouth. She gobbled it up greedily, but subsequent bursts of cum coated her face and dribbled down her cheeks. 
 
    Jane was beginning to feel slightly spent … but the night had just begun. There were still several men who wanted to be pleased, and Jane couldn’t slack off on the job. 
 
    Jamal and the man who’d been fucking her got up and sat down across the room; the men she’d been jacking off climbed onto the bed … it was their turn to fuck her and get sucked off by her. 
 
    By the end of the night, Jane was beginning to feel sore, but she was thoroughly satisfied. She’d swallowed more cum and taken more cocks in her asshole than she thought possible … it had been thoroughly, perhaps irrevocably, stretched out. 
 
    As the last of the men left for the night, she wished them well and smiled. She went back to the bed and laid down. She had the room for the night … she might as well use it.  
 
    As she drifted off to sleep, a smile grew across her face. She was well on her way to living a long, satisfying life … as a sissy slut. 
 
      
 
    -end- 
 
      
 
    Thanks for reading! Check out J.R. Williams’ author page on Amazon here. 
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