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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.


Thank you for reading this book! If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review on Amazon.

Check out these other books by J.R. Williamson:

THE CUCKOLD CHRONICLES

Book 1: Birth of a Cuck

Book 2: Interracial Cuckold Wedding
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