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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Beats White by Tara Yarn

Prepare for 8800+ words of steamy interracial cuckolding and cruel femdom. When Deshawn, an up and coming rapper, forces Casey to come in to work an early Sunday morning, all he can think of is heading back home to his pregnant wife, Sandra, to spend the day with her. As he finally finishes his tasks, he drags his feet home, where he stumbles upon a sight that will change his life forever. Contains heartbreaking betrayal, detailed rear-end worship and lesbian themes.
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9300+ words of well-endowed, dark-skinned men, one eager woman and the boyfriend who has to watch. Contains graphic, descriptive interracial cuckolding, casual femdom and cruel betrayal. When his girlfriend, Amber, causes a ruckus at a local Black Lives Matter protest, Hayden must travel downtown to pick her up and see her free of trouble. His eventful day takes a turn for the worse as she insists she needs to use bathroom. At the lavatory in the local mall, crowded to the brim with protesters, the couple soon realize the little stall they chose is full of glory holes.




















Prologue

◆◆◆

July 24th

Mountain Village, Romania

“Come on. It’ll be fun!”

No. This will not be fun. There was nothing amusing about this place, thought Jordan, eyeing his surroundings with scepticism. Not only did Madam Mariana charge an ungodly amount for her help, the ridiculous sum of fifty dollars, she also intended to aid them by utilizing her fifth scent. His fifty dollars would only encourage this crazed gypsy to continue scamming the naive, and Jordan did not fancy that at all. “I wanna see what she has to say.”, whined Taisa, tugging on the elbow of his jacket. Rolling his eyes, he fetched his wallet from his pocket and began counting up bills. With each note that slid into his right hand, the sum he was about to give away, his eye twitched. Hesitantly, he handed his wife the money, and she gladly tore it right out of his hand, happily offering it out to the woman on the other side of the counter.

Carefully, the black-haired madam counted each and every note, and Jordan suddenly felt the need to scream how magic wasn’t real. If the shop owner was an old crone, he might’ve gone through with it, but the woman who opened the register was young, with bright, green eyes, pale skin and big breasts, squished into a colourful, wild dress full of frills, crafted out of a mixture of blue, black and red fabrics. Her shiny hair, flowing all the way down to her rump, was kept out of her face by a red headband. Sizeable emeralds hung from her earlobes, in stark contrast to the amethysts she wore in excess around her neck. The biggest stone was just about to be enveloped by the creamy cleavage, and the sight stifled his tongue. “Very well.”, the gypsy said, a coy, alluring smile on her lips. “Shall we begin?”

If there was one place where magic could exist, Jordan thought, half-heartedly reaching his hand out for the pale woman, it was this shop. There was a powerful aura clinging to these worn-down wooden walls, the rotting furniture and the dusty shelves. The tribal-like skulls on his left filled him with dread, the smell of death thick in the air around them. The rusty meat cleavers to his right was easy to envision dripping with blood, and he thought he heard the screams of the poor folk who once fell victim to the obscene weapons, the sound of sharp blade chopping through flesh and bone. Shuddering, Jordan forced himself to snap out of his thoughts, directing his attention at Madam Mariana. Eagerly, his wife, Taisa, let the gypsy take her by the hand, staring wide-eyed at the magical woman, who shut her eyes.

“Yes. I can see.”, she began, letting her black-painted eyelids come up, flicking big eyes between the couple. By his side, Taisa smiled encouragingly, but Jordan could not help but cringe. It was too much, the way the gypsy clenched their hands, rolled her eyes into the back of her head, kept her chin so high one would think she was addressing heaven. “I see problem.”, she continued, the soft voice thick with accent. “You have small cock. Yes?”

Taisa cracked up, hurrying to bring her free hand up to cover her lips. Jordan felt his jaw drop to the floor, an intense heat creeping up on his pounding face. Slowly, he began to shake his head, tossing his wife a sharp stare, for she was nodding matter-of-factly. “It’s just below average. I-..”, he began, but the gypsy cut him off. “You wait here. I find cure.”, she said as she spun, quick to disappear between a pair of curtains, acting as a makeshift door.

“Stop it.”, Jordan wheezed at his wife, who simply shot him a bright smile and shrugged her shoulders. “It’s not a lie, Jordan. You do have a small cock. I wish to stay married with you, but do you have any idea how it feels like, knowing that I am stuck with-.. Well-.. Yours?”

“You told me it was fine!”, Jordan sneered. “Well, women want orgasms too, Jordan.”, she retorted casually, beaming a bright smile at Madam Mariana, who came back through the purple curtains, bringing along a bundle of brown cloth. “I find. I find.”, she said, placing the package upon the wooden counter, beginning to unwrap the cloth. Inside, Jordan was fuming, so angry at his wife he thought he could burst, though he couldn’t help but admit this self-proclaimed witch spiked his curiosity with her package. If she intended for him to drink some foul-tasting elixir, he’d tell the Romanian beauty to stuff her flask where the sun does not shine. Earlier, when he stood before the entrance to the shop with Taisa, he already had his doubts, had felt a chill creep up his spine. When he finally gave in, and even paid this gypsy thief fifty dollars, the two women flashed their gratitude by making fun of his cock.

When there was but a flap of cloth left upon the item, the black-haired beauty paused. “This fix problem for both of you.”, she said, sternly, momentarily resting her emerald eyes on Jordan, who suddenly caught himself blushing under her piercing gaze. The gypsy did not continue, and as he felt an immense need to break the silence, Jordan nodded. “Y-.. Yes.”

Seemingly content with his reaction, the witch of a woman flicked the cloth-flap away to reveal what she brought them, and the sight left Jordan absolutely speechless. His wife grew big eyes, grasping the counter as she leaned over to catch a closer look. It angered him, the way she ogled the item, and as he glimpsed himself in the mirror, he saw that his cheeks had turned a deep crimson. Uncomfortably, he shuffled his feet, let his gaze fall to the floor. It felt dirty to stare, as if he was not supposed to be here with these two women, staring at what was clearly intended as a fix for her. “Good fix. I try many times.”, the black-haired woman smiled at Taisa, who was in the midst of nibbling harshly on her bottom-lip. Laid out on the table, upon a brown piece of cloth, lay a dildo, black of colour, with realistic veins and a thick girth. It was lengthy, measuring upwards of ten inches. Jordan thought it looked scary.

“You can’t buy a used dildo!”, he wheezed, leaning over for her ear. As if mesmerized, his wife gave him no vocal response, and simply held out her palm. Baffled, Jordan shook his head back and forth. Until Taisa stared daggers at him, and he swallowed, reaching for his wallet. Several bills were plucked out, but as Taisa roughly snatched them and attempted to hand them over, Madam Mariana held her hands up. “No. No.”, she said. “This free gift. It help you make better marriage. No more unsatisfied wife means happy husband. Yes?”


Chapter One

◆◆◆

October 31st,

Night to Halloween

Jordan hated Halloween. In just shy of fifteen hours, the doorbell would start ringing, and it wouldn’t stop until late at night, as the evening turned to night and the dreaded holiday was finally over. When he came home from work in the afternoon, what felt like an endless stream of children would appear at their door, and like every year, he had no candy to give. If even one of the little brats dared to hurl toilet paper at his house, he’d certainly have a firm word with their parents. If he even found out who did it. That was the hassle with Halloween. For underneath their horrific masks, anyone can be prankster and get away with it.

Quietly, Jordan opened the door to his bedroom. His wife had gone to bed several hours earlier. He wasn’t quite sure why, as the clock was now just past midnight, but he had assumed she did not feel well. Carefully, he entered the room, flicking off the light in the hallway before bringing the door shut. An eerie darkness had taken hold of the room, and he struggled to make out the bump underneath the covers that was his wife. She slept, for he could hear the calmness of her breath, and she did not react to his presence. Outside, the windy Autumn night was harsh on the leafless trees. One particular tree, an old oak that Jordan had meant to cut down for a few years, swayed in what was turning into a mild storm.

It stood so close to the wall of the house, Jordan had to subdue the thoughts of what could happen was the tree to fall over, should he wish to sleep tonight. Noisily, the rotting branches closest to the window smacked against the glass, and as Jordan looked to the window, the twigs resembled disfigured fingers, desperately clawing at the glass in a fierce battle to slither inside. Shuddering, Jordan looked away, heading for the bed. Promptly, he took off his shirt, then his pants, skipping over to the bed in his underwear. Sinking down on the edge of the mattress, he was struggling to rid himself of his socks, when suddenly, he heard a sound.

It was not the twigs on his old oak tree. It was not the sound of his wife’s breath. It was something else, something in the corner. Squinting in the dark, he looked over. There was nothing there, besides his wife’s dressing table, a white-painted surface covered with beauty products en masse, dwelling beneath a towering mirror. For a moment, he saw nothing, and was about to look away when something else caught his eye. It led him to frown, the sight of the monstrously large dildo, as black as the night itself, bulging with veins. “Bobo.”, she had named that wicked penis, and Jordan was well aware that she did it just to tease him. It’s an African name, a name she saw fit to give her massive, rubber cock. Through the suffocating darkness, he threw his sleeping wife a quick glare, took off his socks and laid down.

Ushering a deep sigh, he shuffled a bit, tried to find a more comfortable position. Despite how late it was, he did not feel tired, but restless and uneasy. When he closed his eyes, he tried to prevent his thoughts from drifting. Think of nothing. That is what he used to tell himself on sleepless nights, as the clock annoyingly kept ticking, guiding night into day a second at a time. But drift his thoughts did, for the movie he had seen before bed was like fodder for his brain, and he desperately needed to make sense of what he had seen. “Walien Forest.”, the movie was called, a flick about a professor traversing a queer forest on an alien planet in search for answers. It was a highly mediocre film, up until the point when the main character realized he was in fact not on a different planet, that the planet was actually earth.

Suddenly, his eyes shot up. He heard the sound again, only for the briefest of seconds, a quiet thud. And then nothing. Slowly, he sat up on the mattress, squinting into the dark. If the movie he saw hadn’t taken such a dark turn towards the end, he wouldn’t have cared about the occasional strange noise. After all, what house does not make eerie noises at night?

Scouting the dark room, he trailed his eyes over every corner, across each wall. When he was about to look up at the ceiling, he paused, for as an avid fan of spending late nights watching horror movies, he knew what he could find was he to look up. His pulse began to beat quicker, but he knew there was nothing there. Yet it felt like his neck stiffened to prevent him from glancing up, warning him not to do it. Taking a deep breath, he shut his eyes and forced himself to tilt his head back. Slowly, he let his eyelids slide up. He found nothing.

Relieved, Jordan brought his hands up behind his head and sank back down on the mattress. It was just his imagination, and the eerie silence in the little room. If only his wife wouldn’t sleep so deeply, stir now and again. For a moment, he considered cuddling up to her, but he knew she wouldn’t like it if he woke her up. Despite having no job, his wife-

He sat up, wide-eyed. Slowly, he moved his gaze over to the dressing table, where all the vanity products lay. As he eyed the table, he felt his heart began to pound, faster and faster.

On the corner of the level surface, where there stood a dildo a moment earlier, stood no dildo now. Parting his lips, Jordan felt how his pulse raced, desperately seeking the black rubber prick. If only he could find it, realize how it was there, had been there all along. But the veiny cock was nowhere to be seen. Swallowing, he quietly crawled up on his knees in an attempt to catch a glimpse of what was on the floor, hidden behind the frame of the bed.

It stood on the floor, a few feet away from the dressing table. Scoffing to himself, quietly as to not wake his wife, Jordan rubbed his palm against his face. It must’ve been a long day, he told himself, now that a black dildo falling from a table was the cause of nightly terror. But as he laid down, intent on falling asleep, he could not shake the thought of how strange it was that the dildo had landed in such a manner, it still stood upright. The only way such a fall could make less sense was if the dildo landed upon the bulbous head, and kept standing.

In time, drowsiness took hold of him, pushed him closer and closer to the sweet relief of delicious sleep. The comfortable prickling that grasped his frame as he fell further and further away from reality was so pleasurable, Jordan rolled over on his right side just to extend the period of complete and utter relaxation. His thoughts began to skip, and he forgot what he was thinking of, his eyelids becoming heavier and heavier. His wife touched his stomach, grazed her hand across his chest. Softly, she touched him, stroking past his chin, brushing past his nose. She left her hand there, right in front of his face, and Jordan did not know why, did not care. He simply felt her presence there. About to slip away into the depths of his magical dreams, he flashed her a smile, for he was certain she was looking straight at him. It was tense, the gaze he sensed on his features, and Jordan assumed he had woken her up. Now she was angry, tickling his face in order to take her revenge, wake him up. “I’m sorry, babe.”, he muttered, drowsily, and forced his eyes open to look at her with a smile.

The heart-wrenching scream that Jordan released quickly woke up his wife, who sat up in bed, looking around in her dazed state. He only kept screaming, for the big, black dildo, full of throbbing veins, stood but an inch away from his face, erect on the unsteady surface.


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

October 31st,

Morning on Halloween

“You must think you’re hilarious.”, Jordan said, tapping his fingers upon the surface of the kitchen table. Promptly, Taisa halted her entrance to the kitchen, staring blankly at him. “Yeah. Pretend you don’t know.”, he continued, tartly, taking hold of his cup of coffee, bringing it up to his lips for a quick sip. “What is your problem?”, his wife asked, a touch of sourness clear in her voice. When she entered the kitchen, she made her way for the counter, quick to pour herself a steamy cup of coffee. “You know what my problem is. I don’t want you to scare me at night. You have to stop, Taisa.”. Jordan felt himself become more and more frustrated. He was trying to have a serious conversation with her, and she was acting like nothing happened last night. Her carelessness hurt him more than she knew.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with you.”, she said, nonchalantly making her way over for the table. Within seconds of sitting down, her phone came up on the table, and she began scrolling, slurping on her hot beverage. Glaring at her from across the table, he eventually stood up and marched over for the refrigerator. It wasn’t just the events of last night that annoyed him. Her phone was also partly to blame, the way the screen mesmerized her to the point where she saw nothing else. As he opened up the fridge, he reached for the milk.

Straightening up to look for the cheese, he suddenly froze. The plastic container slipped through his fingers, white liquid bursting out across the floor as the milk fell. “What are you doing!?”, Taisa shouted in the background, but he could not muster forth a response. With wide eyes, he stared at the adjustable tray in the fridge, where the milk a moment ago had hid a thick, dark, erect dildo from view. It stood there proudly, betwixt the blue cheese and the salad, the black surface beaming in the reflection of the automatic, yellow light.

“Jesus, Taisa!”, Jordan yelled, and had to contain himself from slamming the door shut so hard he’d probably break their fridge. “What!?”, she screamed up at him in response, and now there was real annoyance in her voice. “I’ll show you what.”, he growled, reaching inside the cool fridge to yank the fat dildo out. It swayed in his hand as he held it up, waved it at her while a deep frown crept up on his features. Splitting her lips in faux surprise, Taisa clearly faked bewilderment, and now he was getting tired of it. Slamming the rubber penis down on the kitchen-counter, he turned away from her without a word. “Why did you put the dildo in the fridge?”, his girlfriend asked, and he caught on to her amusement. Tearing up a nearby cabinet, he yanked the box of cereal down, poured himself a bowl and soaked the contents with water straight from the sink. If she thought she could ruin his breakfast by scaring him into dropping the milk, she was dead wrong. “Hello? Jordan? Is everything okay?”

Gritting his teeth, he fought to breathe, struggled to control himself. For a moment, he closed his eyes, then ushered a shaky sigh and turned to face her, holding the bowl by his lap while leaning his backside against the edge of the counter. “No. Everything is not okay. You’re messing me with me because it is Halloween, and I don’t like it. Can you just stop?”

Bewildered, she stared at him, blankly, and Jordan felt himself flush with suppressed rage. It was then that he reached for a spoon, scooping up the watery cereal, crunching the pieces between his teeth. If he didn’t focus on something else, he’d explode. His wife had a stupid expression on her face, like she had just seen a ghost. Staring up at him, perplexed. It didn’t matter, Jordan thought. She can pretend she doesn’t know what he is talking about, but she can’t keep messing with him now that he has called her out. Through the window, the early sun shone, bathing the white kitchen in a pleasant light. It was almost time to go to work, and Jordan began to eat his cereal faster. Finally, Taisa shrugged and looked back to her phone.

Suddenly, the dildo fell. It happened so fast, Jordan could only stare at the rubber dick as it clashed down in the bowl, spraying water and cereal out upon his white shirt. It pushed him over the edge. In an unspeakable fit of pure rage, he slammed the bowl down on the counter and grabbed hold of the dildo, which quivered in his grip. Wordlessly, he marched for the hallway with determination. In the background, he heard Taisa shuffle up from her chair. “What the fuck are you doing? Where are you going? Stop!”, she cried after him, but Jordan had enough. Through the hallway he stormed, tearing up the front door, marching barefoot down his driveway, swaying dildo in hand. “No! Quit it! Come back!”, he heard Taisa yell.

Roughly, Jordan yanked up the lid to the garbage can and glared down at the black dildo. “I’ll teach you to prank me, bitch.”, he muttered, while Taisa ran for him in her bathrobe. When she was about to reach him, he threw the dildo down in the trash with all the might he could possibly muster, then slammed the lid shut and went straight for his car. He had a spare shirt at work, and could change there. “You asshole!”, his wife screeched, pulling up the lid to the garbage bin. “Leave it!”, he yelled at her, entering his car. When she turned to glare at him with glazed eyes, he slammed the door to his car shut, twisted his keys to fire up the engine and promptly backed out of the driveway. He left her there without looking back as he pulled out on the main road, setting course for his office, anger prickling through his frame.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

October 31st,

Midday on Halloween

Sipping on his cup of coffee, Jordan rubbed his eyes. It had been a sleepless night, all thanks to his precious wife. Now he struggled to keep his eyes open, staring at the screen full of numbers in front of him. Time passed by slowly, and while he wasn’t looking forward to arguing with his Taisa, he did look forward to sinking down into his own couch, propping his feet up on the table, relaxing to a silly cartoon. It was Halloween, so the choices ought to be plentiful. In truth, his mind was so far away from work, he probably might as well have stayed home that day. It kept annoying him, the way his wife took such pleasure in frightening him. No doubt did she think of her pranks as harmless, but they took a toll on him, and the problem arose when she refused to stop. He had spent the morning thinking of her, how her eyes teared up as he left, and he had promised himself he’d hug her when he came home.

In the background, a deep voice spoke up, “I’d like the documents on my desk within the hour.”. Flinching, Jordan looked wide-eyed over his shoulder, and saw his boss frowning down at him. “I don’t pay you to sleep at your desk, Jordan. If you’re that tired, go home.”

“I’ll-.. I’ll pick up the pace, mr. Anderson.”, he said, faking a smile, and his boss left without a further word. Sighing to himself, he started scrolling through the documents. Suddenly, his phone began to vibrate on his desk. Halting his scrolling, Jordan looked at it. The screen was lit, and he saw an incoming call. Leaning over, he noticed the name, “Taisa”, above the little number and hurried to pick up the call, quickly bringing the phone to his ear. “Hello?”

“Ah! Ah! Ah!”, was all he heard. Slowly, he let the phone sink to his chest, completely stunned where he sat. It was Taisa, and she was moaning. Narrowing his eyes, he brought the phone back up, but there was no longer anyone on the other end. An eerie sensation latched onto him as he sunk back in his office-chair, staring at the screen of his phone with his jaw on the floor. “Call ended.”, read the screen, and he knew he wasn’t the one to end it. She was clearly very angry when he left, but could she really have been that upset with him?

“No. No. No.”, he muttered to himself, then promptly stood up and shut off his computer. On the other side of the room, mr. Anderson stopped to look at him, questioningly. Shaking his head back and forth, Jordan pocketed his phone, grabbed his car keys from the desk and spun on his heels, dashing out of the office without a word. “Hey!”, his boss called, but he did not care, sprinting for the elevator, smashing the button that would take him to the exit.

Bursting out of the front-door, Jordan ran for his car. He could not get in fast enough, and as he tried to put the keys in the ignition, he struggled to put it in. “Fuck!”, he cried out, as the key finally fit, quickly flooring the gas, steering his way out of the parking lot. “You’re not going to do this to me.”, he growled, speeding up past a car who was about to leave a crossing. The driver honked the horn, but Jordan barely noticed, the heart in his chest thumping like never before. Like a maniac, he drove, flying past various middle-class homes adorned with pumpkins, skeletons, spider webs and all sorts of spooky ornaments.

The light was on in the window to their bedroom, only partly hidden by the curling branches of the old oak. It filled him with such jealousy, Jordan did not even take the time to pull up into his driveway. Sharply, he cut across the road, leaving his car at the side of the street with the keys still in the ignition. As fast as he could, he ran across his lawn, stumbling up the short staircase that led to his own front-door. Just as he was about to grip the handle on the door, he froze. If he was going to catch her in the act, he ought to be quiet. Sneak up on her and surprise whatever thug she had invited over in his absence. Shutting his eyes, he took a moment to breathe, then quietly tried the door. It was unlocked, so he slipped inside as quietly as he possibly could, carefully shutting the door behind him. Step by step, he snuck his way through the hallway. Past their wedding picture, where the couple stood before a field of grassing horses, hugging. There was no foreign coat on the coathangers. No strange jacket flung on the floor. When he reached the staircase, he stopped and held his breath.

No moans could be heard as he stood on the bottom of the stairs, perking his ears, listening attentively. Slowly, he began making his way up. Each time his foot came down, the stairs creaked, and he rolled his eyes. If some bald-headed, muscular prick was balls deep inside her, splitting her lips on his fat shaft, she’d not catch on to the sound anyway. When he came upstairs, he began to sneak for the bedroom-door, one gentle step at a time. If she was cheating on him behind the door, she was cheating on him very quietly. Sliding all the way up to the door-frame, he placed a hand on the doorknob, preparing himself. In truth, he had no idea what he would encounter on the other side of the door, but his jealousy left him fearless.

Quickly, he shoved the door open… and found nothing. The bed was empty, the sheets left in a mess upon the mattress. The window was shut, and even if someone had tried to climb out that way, they’d face a dozen feet to the ground. Not convinced, Jordan marched into the room and began to look for clues, look for signs. The bedroom looked normal, but the unease tickling his spine refused to go away. Suddenly, his eyes locked upon the bundle of sheets on the bed. Something drew him towards the curly covers. Gripping the duvet, he halted and took a deep breath, then yanked them to the side. There was a large, dark stain on the mattress, and Jordan realized he had her now. But where was his wife?

“What are you doing?”

She was so close, Jordan jumped where he stood. Immediately, he spun, pointing down to the stain. Taisa dropped her eyes to the mattress, then looked up at him, cocking her eyebrows. “I know what this is, wife.”, Jordan sneered. “Where is he? Where’d he go?”

Slowly, Taisa retracted, her face a flustered frown. “I-..”, she began, but he cut her off by raising a hand. Promptly, he lay down on the floor, checking underneath the bed. He did not sincerely expect to find anyone, considering whatever lover she decided to bring home surely sported a dick far too big to fit in such a narrow space. “Have you lost your mind?”, he heard Taisa ask, a bit baffled. Ignoring her, he pushed himself back up and kept glancing through the room. His gaze came to rest on the closet, a massive wardrobe, gifted to them by his stepmother when they bought the house. Slowly, he began to advance. “You know, Jordan… When women say they like possessive men, they’re referring to the ones with big cocks.”, Taisa said. Flipping her off, he felt his heart rate pick up, sliding over the floor towards the pair of double doors. When he reached the doors, his will to keep searching was ebbing, and he was no longer certain he truly wished to find what he was looking for.

Steadying himself, he yanked the doors open. Dresses hung neatly from dozens upon dozens of coathangers, and on the bottom of the wardrobe stood only shoes. “Where were you?”, he asked, a little relieved at the lack of findings. “I was in the bathroom.”, she retorted with a sourness to her voice. “What? Would you like to check what came out of me too?”

Promptly, he shut the doors, turned on his heels and set way for the bathroom. It was across the hallway, past the staircase. “Disgusting creep!”, he heard Taisa call out after him as he burst through the door to the lavatory, panting. There was no giant black man hiding behind the shower curtains, no midget with a massive cock dwelling in the toilet bowl. Baring his teeth out at nothing in particular, he ushered a frustrated groan, slamming the door shut.

“There’s no one here, Jordan!”

Taisa came up behind him. In his haste, he had barely noticed the pajamas she wore, the blue fabric adorned with small brown bears, hugging a heart-shaped, pink box of what could only contain chocolates. No other outfit she wore made his cock twitch with such passion. It took him back to their early days, the days when seeing a barefoot woman scurry around in the kitchen when he came down in the morning still felt like a surreal experience. When he saw the pajamas, the collar parted at her cleavage, he felt a pang of guilt in his gut. “You called me. You called me at work, Taisa. What? Was it a prank? Did you wanna scare me?”

Her jaw dropped, slowly shaking her head. Her face, a bewildered blank, seemed a little too genuine for his taste. If she was going to play such games with him, she could at least admit to what she was doing. If she did, he might’ve forgiven her. When she went through such lengths to keep the truth from him, he could not shake the feeling something was not right, that this was not simply a prank meant to frighten him, that someone else was in the house.

“You’re being ridiculous. I didn’t call you.”, she finally said, and he could easily make out the frustration in her voice. It angered him. “Yeah? Did your boyfriend call me then? Hm?”

She retracted, her face a deep frown. If he didn’t know better, he’d say she even looked a little hurt. “I’m not cheating on you! I’m not pranking you either!”, she cried, but he shook his head and marched past her, warily eyeing the hallway. “This isn’t Harry fucking Potter! Do you think your dildo casually strolled into the fridge on it’s own?! Is that what you think?!”

“It wasn’t me!”, she screamed at him, glaring viciously. Relentlessly, he glared back at his wife, until she had enough, darting for the bedroom. “Taisa-..”, he began, but she disappeared inside, loudly slamming the door shut. And then he was left all alone.


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

October 31st,

Afternoon on Halloween

Sinking into the backrest of his dark couch, Jordan hoisted his legs up, propping his feet up on the table. In his hand lay the remote, finger ready to flick through the channels. There was a can of mountain dew by his side, along with a small bowl of chips. Cheese and onion was his favourite flavour, but all he had found in the cabinet was salt and pepper. It would have to do. His girlfriend was upstairs, acting like a bratty daughter scolded by her parents, who now refused to come out of her room. Ushering a deep sigh, he clicked the button that powered up the television. It was set on the news channel, and Jordan cocked an eyebrow.

In recent news, the town of Frederica, Denmark, appears to have been completely enveloped by a strange mist. The cause of this unusual phenomenon is still uncertain.

“Only on Halloween.”, Jordan muttered to himself, flicking channels. Nightmare Before Christmas was on, and he put the remote away, grabbing the bowl of chips, placing it on his lap. He was just about to take his first bite when the doorbell rang, and he groaned. “Go away.”, he yelled, but the annoying bell kept ringing. Huffing to himself, he stood up, put the bowl down and hesitantly headed for the door. Whoever was on the other side seemed very fond of the screechy ringing, and kept ceaselessly pressing the button. Clenching his fists, he quickly marched for the door. When he reached it, he tore the door up, violently.

“What?!”, he growled, but there was no one to be seen. Narrowing his eyes, he scouted the nearby premises, gently bathed in the faint light of the afternoon sun. He caught something stirring to his left, and saw his neighbor, Casey, out on his porch. He was in the middle of placing a large, carved pumpkin down beside his front-door. Upon the wooden rack that made up his fence lay dozens of unlit candles, clearly meant for the pumpkin. “Hoy!”, Jordan bawled, and his neighbor stood up, startled. “H-.. Hello.”, Casey stuttered, briefly waving a hand in such a feminine fashion. Casey. What a weird name for a man. “Did you see who rang my doorbell?”, Jordan continued, and Casey meekly shook his head. Nodding, he felt a frown creep up on his features. Besides Casey, the neighborhood seemed entirely empty. No cars came through the street, and few houses had windows where one could see the light inside. Utterly oblivious as to why, Jordan shuddered, giving his neighbor a final nod before he shut the door. For a moment, he paused, then locked the door for good measure.

This is Halloween.. This is Halloween.. Halloween!.. Halloween!.. Halloween!.. Halloween!.. Halloween!.. In this town we call home, everybody hail to the pumpkin song!

As Jordan made his way back to the living room, he suddenly found himself appreciating the noise from the television. If the classic song did not spill out of his speakers, he feared a suffocating silence might overtake his home. No sound came from above, where his wife no doubt lay in bed, weeping with frustration. There was a tension in the air, but Jordan hadn’t the slightest idea why. On the surface, everything seemed normal, a late, lazy afternoon on a cold autumn day. Through his window, he caught a brief glimpse of a cloud of leaves, blown across the neighborhood by the firm, icy wind. If it wasn’t for this silly holiday, Jordan thought to himself, fall might have been his favourite season. As he collapsed on his sofa, he tried to think back to which of his neighbours who currently had children old enough to prowl the streets in their desperation for candy. He knew Casey’s wife was in labour very recently. When Jordan and his wife went over to congratulate the new parents, they found a black couple on their couch. His neighbor had been terribly awkward, barely said a word.

Suddenly, the television died, and the suffocating silence was upon him. Jordan froze. The wind outside was hefty, but not that strong. Without the noise to deaf the eerie quiet, he now felt oh-so-alone. It’s nothing, he finally convinced himself. It’s just this dumb holiday. The cable that gave the television electricity probably fell out. Perhaps a mouse got caught up in the wire and dragged it out. Nibbling on his bottom-lip, he slowly approached the black screen. Leaning over the flatscreen, he threw the cords a quick glance. Every output seemed fine, the cables still stuck in the wall. Narrowing his eyes, he made way over for the remote and tried to turn the television back on, but the device was utterly unresponsive.

“Strange.”, he muttered, despite how there was no one around. He was certain there was a logical reason. It was a new TV, bought not too long ago when his wife found out they were having a sale at the local electronic shop. There could be flaw, and if there was, Jordan would take the television back in the morning and demand his money back. As much as he tried to convince himself that all was fine, that nothing was out of the ordinary, the unease creeping over his skin refused to fade away. He considered sprinting up to his wife, asking her to come downstairs, spend the evening with him. But if he crawled back to her now she’d think she won, and so he cast that idea aside. His gaze caught on to something outside, a black cat sprinting across the street. “Fucking Halloween.”, he said, trying the remote again.

There was a sound in the kitchen, a soft, slow squeak. Jordan felt the hair on his forearms rise. Could it be Taisa? Had she slipped right past him without him noticing?

Tightening his fingers around the remote, he held it like a weapon, slowly sneaking into the hallway. He looked at the door, locked safe, and drew a quiet breath. Maybe she did have a lover in the house, a lover who hid in the kitchen and assumed it was safe to come out once the television died. Quickly, he threw himself across the hallway, pressing his frame against the wall, eyes glued to the corner that led into the kitchen. Any moment now, a man could appear, dark-skinned, bulging with muscle. If a man did, and he was aggressive, Jordan realized the remote might not do adequate damage. So tense he was, as he came closer and closer to rounding the corner, his hands shook visibly. As he finally reached the doorway, the sound was gone, as if it was never there in the first place. All was quiet.

Clenching his grip around the remote to the point of his knuckles paling, he took a deep breath and rushed around the corner. The door to the refrigerator was open, clearly the cause of the squeak. But Jordan had never seen it slide up before. Was it just coincidence?

Carefully, he entered the room, remote held high. Everything looked ordinary, nothing seemed out of place. The chairs by the kitchen-table stood in an orderly fashion, the counter was as clean as it always was. The doors to the cabinet were all shut, none of those had mysteriously slid open. It was a coincidence. The door was defect, perhaps a layer of ice had accumulated in such a manner the door could no longer latch onto the edges. Sighing with relief, he lowered the makeshift weapon and tried the door. Strangely, he was able to close it, and for the seconds he stood there, watching the fridge-door, it did not slide open once more. THIS IS HALLOWEEN!, rang through the house, and Jordan jerked with fear.

Dragging his feet back into the living room, mouth wide open, he stared in bewilderment at the television, where skeletons danced and sang. It came on by itself, but the volume was vastly louder. Gritting his teeth, he ran over to look for the remote, then rolled his eyes as he remembered where it was. Quickly, he adjusted the volume, and widened his eyes as the audio-number came up, flashing a number much higher than what he normally kept the television at. It was a flaw with the device, he told himself. Nothing more and nothing less.

Discarding himself of the remote, dropping it on the couch, he sat down. Rubbing his face with the palm of his hand, he couldn’t help but scoff.  What on earth was he doing?

Bzzzt.. Bzzzt.. Bzzzt..

It was his phone, ringing soundlessly on the table by his side, the little device vibrating across the wooden surface. When he picked up the phone, he was filled with horror. For the second time that day, Taisa was calling him. She was right upstairs, locked in their bedroom. If she needed to speak with him, she could come down. So why on earth was she calling?

His fingers scratched across his thigh. The name lighting up the screen made him want to throw the phone away, toss it in the trash and not take it out until he saw his wife, safe and sound. Concern for her drove him to make his choice. If she was sick, couldn’t move, was about to faint, maybe calling him was the only way she could reach him. Ushering a shaky sigh, he swiped right on his screen, raising the phone up to his ear with a quivering hand.

“H-.. Hello?”

“Ah-.. Ah-.. Ah-..”

Without hanging up, Jordan dropped the phone, stood up from the couch, ran into the kitchen to snatch a knife and set course straight for the staircase, pulse pounding wildly.


Chapter Five

◆◆◆

October 31st,

Evening on Halloween

Rushing through the wall, he caught on to a high-pitched, ear-piercing scream. It came from inside the bedroom. For a moment, he stopped, knife in hand, panting like a maniac. His fingers settled on the doorknob, grip tightening around the bump. Full of adrenaline, shaking with toe-curling fear, he tried to force himself to enter. And then he did, bursting through the door with a roar, waving his knife around, menacingly. The sight that met him was not at all what he expected. On the bed lay his wife, back sinking into the mattress, creamy thighs spread wide. Naked from top to bottom, she was gnawing harshly on her lower lip, wriggling and arching the small of her back like a cat. Hazy eyes looked up at Jordan while her fingers grasped onto the sheets tightly, the pleasure and passion on her face unparalleled to anything he had even seen before. “Aaaaah!”, she moaned, and averted her gaze.

Taisa was not what left him utterly speechless, baffled out of his mind, a mere figure stunned in place with a sharp kitchen knife in his right hand. Underneath her covers, which barely hid what women most keep hidden, something stirred, a phallic-shaped bump rocking back and forth in a steady, rhythmic motion. It was no massive black man, ripe with muscle and a cock as thick as a can of coke. What frightened him the most was how both her hands were clutching the silky sheets upon which she lay moaning. No one, nothing held on to the priapic thing sliding in and out of his wife to the music of squelchy, wet noises. His legs, a pair of stiff pillars, struggled to take him closer. He dropped the knife to the floor and fought his way over, the dazed woman on the bed taking no notice of him. Perhaps she did not care, for the way she was writhing on the bed made her feelings very clear. Wide-eyed, he pulled his feet all the way up to the edge of the bed, fingers slowly reaching for the covers.

He yanked the bedspread away, and felt madness lurk side by side of his consciousness. It was the dildo, the thick, black rubber cock, full of fat, realistic veins, soaked with what could only be his wife’s sweet honey. Back and forth, the faux dick thrusted, and only the air itself seemed to grasp it and keep it up, drilling his wife between the legs at such a rapid pace, she could barely breathe where she lay, teeth sunk into bottom-lip. It was a incomprehensible sight, the eldritch evil that had taken hold of their house, appearing before his very eyes in the shape of a long, thick phallus. No stains could be seen on the black surface, despite how he discarded the wicked dildo by hurling it in the dumpster. It reflected the overhead light, a shiny black cock glistening with feminine juices. Jordan could not move, could not speak, utterly enthralled by the maddening view. Until he heard his wife cry out with such pleasure he had never ever been able to give her. And then only felt rage.

“You fucker!”, Jordan cried, quickly reaching down to circle his fingers around the base of the nutless dildo, tightening his grip around the rubber surface. When he grasped it, he expected he’d be able to pull it out with ease, but whatever drove this Lovecraftian cock was far more powerful than he could ever have imagined. It came to a stop, four inches deep in his wife, who snapped out of her mesmerism, staring blankly up at him. Before she had a chance to say a word, the dildo began to fight back. Sideways it flew, bending into a curve until the bulbous head escaped the tender pussy with a loud plop. Sticking her tongue out, his wife ushered a guttural groan, waves of pleasure wafting across her face. Firmly, Jordan tried to keep a hold of the rubber prick, but the priapic shape slipped from his hands. It dropped to the floor with a soft thud, using the momentum from the fall to rebound up on it’s base, quickly bouncing away. “You’re not going anywhere!”, Jordan screamed, and threw himself for the black dick. He was too slow, hitting the floor hard while the wicked dildo bobbed away underneath the bed. It barely fit. The air was knocked out of his lungs, but he did not give up, shuffling to the side to cast a glance under the bed frame. It was gone.

Silence fell upon the bedroom, the only noise stemming from his girlfriend, who were panting on the mattress. The gap underneath the bed was dark, but Jordan knew he’d be able to make out the phallic shape if it was still there. It couldn’t simply be gone. It was impossible, in defiance of all things logical. He kept squinting into the darkness, wielding his hands like icepicks upon a glazier, dragging himself across the floor, his head underneath the mattress. “We weren’t done, Jordan.”, his girlfriend gasped above, but he paid her no attention, flicking his eyes back and forth throughout the poorly lit space. That is when the dildo jumped him, coming at him like a pouncing predator. Screaming his lungs out, he quickly tried pushing himself out from underneath the mattress, but his palms had turned sweaty and he couldn’t get a proper hold on the floor. What the heinous dildo would have done to him if he hadn’t made it out in time, he dared not consider. When it leaped at him, he swore he had glimpsed a pair of narrow white slits upon the mushroom-shaped head, like the eyes of a malevolent, hateful snake, except they sat horizontally upon the black rubber. “You shouldn’t have interrupted us, Jordan.”, his wife said coldly, and the sheer lack of emotion in her voice sent a icy chill up his spine. “You will learn that it doesn’t like to be interrupted.”

Panicking, Jordan slid himself backwards across the floor after fumbling up into a seated position, backing away from the viscous terror underneath the bed. When he felt the front-frame of the wooden closet behind him, he stopped, waited, eyes glued to the gap between the floor and the mattress. It never came out. Taisa had pushed herself up on her elbows, legs obediently parted as if she was simply waiting for her lover to return. She was frowning down at him, eerily. Briefly, he cast a glance in the direction of the kitchen knife, which lay by the door, several feet away. Slowly, he got up on all fours and began to crawl towards it, his terrified eyes never leaving the dark gap. That was when the door to the closet slid open with a loud, horrifying squeak, and Jordan shivered manically as he forced himself to look up over his shoulder. It stood up on the top drawer, tall and proud. Then it pounced. “No! No!”, he cried out, desperately crawling for the knife. He was too slow. It struck him across the side of his face with such force, Jordan slammed to the floor, head pounding. A sharp sting was prickling across his cheek, and for a brief moment, the sheer pain left him stunned.

When he rolled over upon his back, the horrific monster came at him. He had no idea what the evil dildo was trying to do, and simply raised his hands in front of his face in an attempt to ward off the wicked beast. “Taisa! Help!”, he mustered, the rabid rubber prick pouncing into his forearms over and over, clearly trying to get to his face. “M-.. Master Dildo! D-.. Don’t hurt him! It’s my husband! Please!”, she pleaded softly, but the angry cock took no notice of her, trying to wriggle between the arms he used to shield himself with. Jordan felt his body go numb, felt himself float out of his flesh, the struggle with the rabies-infected dildo becoming more and more distant. Master Dildo, he thought, where he hovered in the air. She called him Master. And then he let out a furious battleroar, grasped the dildo and threw it sideways, slamming the rubber cock against the edge of the mattress. It bent awkwardly, and began to writhe around in his grip, but Jordan was relentless, beginning to pound the faux prick upon the harsh floorboards, his face wretched with fury. “You. Will. Not. Fuck. My. Wife. You. Stupid. Fat. Dildo!”, he yelled, furiously, the rubber cock clashing against the floor.

Suddenly, the rubber prick began to convulse, violently, squirming like an eel, desperately trying to get away, wriggle loose. Powered by sheer hate, Jordan struggled to hang on to the slippery surface, lubricated by Taisa’s honey. Wretching around on the floor, the wicked dildo spun, then threw itself between his legs. Yanked along, Jordan was forced into a somersault, his back slamming into the harsh surface of the floorboards. His grip refused to relent, even when the rabid rubber prick set off, worming forward across the floor like a snake. He hang on for dear life, groaning as he was pulled across the bedroom. When he finally realized where the dildo was going, his eyes widened. It was heading straight for his wife. Up the side of the bed it crawled, dragging him along. With effort, he managed to roll over upon his stomach, hooking his knees against the edge of the mattress. The rabid cock was incredibly strong, and as he clutched the end of the bed with his knees, he felt as if two horses were trying to pull him a part. Gritting his teeth as he was stretched across the bed, he watched how the dildo writhed between his wife’s bare feet, desperately pushing for the spot between her legs. “No!”, he grunted, but felt his fingers slip. If he wanted the dildo under his control, his only chance was to let go off the bed, so he hoisted his knees up. Immediately, the powerful rubber prick yanked him completely up on the mattress, then swam through the sheets, aiming itself at the pink flower dripping with honey. “Oh my god. Please. Yes.”, said Taisa, spreading her legs as far as they would go, bucking up her hips a bit for easy access.

“Close your legs! Close your legs!”, Jordan screamed, but Taisa did not care about his words whatsoever. It dragged him through the covers until his shoulders propped up against his wife’s ankles. He had expected the dildo to slip between her throbbing nether lips, but instead, the rabid prick did something entirely unexpected. It steered itself between her plump, pancaked buttocks, the bulbous tip prodding her brown eye. Taisa shot up her hazy eyes, the plump lips taking the shape of a circle. “Oh-.. Oh my-..”, she moaned as the rubber began to wriggle wildly, desperately trying to enter the tightness of her butthole. “No!”, he sneered, trying to yank the cock back. That was when the bare sole of a pale foot clashed with his face, stunning him momentarily. As he fell to the bed, his nose pounding, the rubber cock took the chance to squeeze up the smooth pooper. “Yes!”, his wife screamed, letting herself collapse back down on the soft mattress. Inch after inch of malevolent dildo squirmed up her butt, stretching the brown eye before his very eyes. Exhausted, Jordan could hold on no longer, feeling the faux prick slip through his grasp. “You fucker!”, he whispered, watching on in horror as the thick, black dildo pressed deeper and deeper up his wife’s backside.

Moaning like a whore, Taisa cocked her chest up to look at Jordan, by her feet, through hazy eyes. “Ah! It-.. It’s so much bigger than you.”, she purred, and then she was overcome with sheer and utter pleasure, slipping her tongue out of her mouth, a dumb look on her face. In defeat, Jordan fought to blink back tears, watching the wide girth squirm up the pale rump.

“We’re getting a divorce. I wanna marry this fat dildo!”, she squealed, and the jealousy building up within the depths of his chest took the shape of a hand, squeezing sharp fingers around his heart. It was almost gone now, barely an inch of black rubber not yet swallowed by the hungry shitter. “Stay in this house if you want.”, she moaned, shaking the bare breasts on her chest. “You can watch it fuck me whenever you get home from work, pathethic cuck!”

“No! You are my wife!”, Jordan screamed, then threw his hands for the base of the dildo. It quickly tried to escape up the plump backside, and his wife squeezed her butthole around the wide shaft, attempting to swallow it up before he could reach it. Jordan was faster. His fingertips grasped the base, nails sinking into the black elastic. Mustering forth all his strength, he struggled his way up on his knees, then leaned backwards and pulled as hard as he possibly could. Squirming in panic, the evil dildo began to reappear, inch by inch, and his wife released a high-pitched, long-drawn moan. With sheer and utter force, he slowly pulled the faux cock out of the brown eye until the bulbous head slipped out of her butt. It left a gaping pooper, the wrinkly starfish trying to close over and over. “Ha! I got you now, you fucking dildo!”, Jordan howled. He celebrated too soon. Gliding through his fingers, the wicked dildo dropped to the bed, rebounded against the mattress, leaping straight for his face. With wide eyes, Jordan reached out to grasp it, lips parted in sheer surprise.

It bounced between his lips, the mushroom-shaped head squishing itself inside. As he fell forward, the rubber cock squirmed over his tongue, leaving the musky taste of ass upon the surface. Taisa giggled wickedly, watching the scene with big eyes. Deeper and deeper the wicked phallus wriggled, spreading his lips to the limit like it was another butt. When he hit the mattress, he rolled over on his back, tried to grasp the end of the evil dildo. His wife was quicker, slamming her heel down on his chest. It knocked the air out of him, and by mistake, he swallowed another inch of the massive, black shaft. “Hmmph!”, he pleaded, but Taisa only brought a foot up to hover over the base of the rubber prick, threateningly. “If you can’t accept that I need pleasure, Jordan, then we will simply have to teach you your place.”

“Hooaah-.. Hoooh!”, Jordan screamed, the thick dildo down his throat muffling his words. Six inches of malevolent rubber was stuck in his mouth, and he felt the tip touch the back of his throat. It was becoming difficult to breathe, and he began to claw his fingers through the sheets, desperate for air. For a moment, he lay there, about to submit to his fate, a simple bitch to his wife and her new fat dildo of a husband. Suddenly, he rolled sideways, letting himself tumble down across the edge of the bed. He hit the floor with such a hefty thud, a few inches of black dildo bounced out of his mouth, and he quickly latched on to it. Back and forth, the dildo squirmed, then began thrusting in and out, forcing Jordan to fuck his own mouth with the butt-stained shaft. Clenching his fingers around the black surface like his life was on the line, Jordan pulled inch after inch out from his lips, gagging and roaring.

Finally, the whole rubber prick came out, coated in a layer of spit and saliva. It began to squirm like never before, but he flung the black cock down upon the floor as hard as he possibly could, then crawled up on his knees. Taking a firm grip around the girth, hands wrapped around the shaft just below the swollen head, Jordan squeezed with all his might.

“Die!”, he screamed, choking the wriggling phallus, forearms bulging. It became absolutely crazed, worming and snaking around betwixt his grasp, staring up at Jordan above with murderous intent. “No! Stop! I need it! It’s so much bigger than you!”, he heard his wife scream, terror clear in her voice, as she shuffled out of bed. “I will not be cucked by a fucking dildo! This ends now!”, he yelled back at her, sweat forming on his forehead.

When a set of fingers encircled his balls, clenching around his sack through the fabric of his sweatpants, he looked back at Taisa with wide eyes. And then she squeezed, crushing his balls in the palm of her hand like she was also trying to suffocate them. “Fuck!”, screamed Jordan, collapsing down on his elbows with his ass up in the air. The black dildo began to slip through his digits, wriggling out of his grasp. A sickening pain shot up his stomach, a sensation so strong he was blinded and only saw white. “Let my dildo go, loser!”, his wife called out from behind, squashing his nuts without mercy. “No.”, he stuttered out through gritted teeth, and as the dildo slipped out of his grip, he was as quick as a cat. Grabbing onto the base of the dildo, he forced himself up and spun, releasing a heart-wrenching scream as his balls stretched painfully. Glaring at his wife, he hurled the dildo for her face, swatting her so sharply across a cheek she released his stones and fell backwards. Promptly, he swung the dildo back down at the floor, the elastic rubber pounding into the floorboards. By sheer instinct, Jordan quickly crawled for the knife, stretching his fingers for the handle... The dildo tugged him backwards violently, and he tumbled down on his backside. Suddenly, the prick flew up in the air, tossing itself to and fro with such power, he thought he’d lose his grip. By some miracle, he managed to hold on, and the evil dildo yanked him up on his feet, then dragged him through the room. Stumbling after the crazed phallus, he was sent straight into the bedside-table, before the fat prick slammed down upon his face, over and over, cockslapping him into submission. It threw itself sideways, then backwards, causing Jordan to lose his balance, collapsing onto the round table. It cracked under his weight, and the struggling couple fell to the floor, but he refused to relent, hanging on for dear life.

“Stop! You’re hurting it!”, Taisa screamed, quickly coming at them. In the midst of the chaos, he caught a glimpse of a red, cockshaped bruise on her cheek. She threw herself into the battle, grasped the dildo and sat her knees down on his frame. Desperately, she tried to tear the squirming dildo out of his hands, shuffling over him to place her ass on his face. Two pale moons were hovering over him now, and as she sunk further down, the two buttcheeks pressed his face into the floor. “You will not harm my dildo!”, she screamed, and began to bounce, bobbing her fat ass up and down on his face, smacking the back of his head into the floor below. It was working, his grip was giving in, the pale rump stunning him. When the dark, faux prick finally slid out of his grasp, his girlfriend gave his face a final smack with her asscheeks, then stood up and hurried over to the middle of the room, clutching her dildo.

“I love you! I love you so much!”, she purred, pressing the dildo between her bare breasts as she hugged it tightly to her chest. It responded by thrusting up and down a couple of times, a quick titfuck betwixt the creamy breasts which left his wife giggling girlishly. Beaten and bruised, Jordan slowly forced himself up on all fours, dazed eyes searching for the knife.

“We will marry.”, she promised the fat dildo, hugging it even harder. “You will be my new husband, and I will be your wife. I will do everything you say. And so will my ex-husband.”

Grunting, Jordan fought his way forward, across the floor, struggling to stumble forth on all fours. His wife had spun, completely oblivious to him, talking sweetly to the rubber prick between her milky breasts. As he made his way over the floorboards, all his hazy eyes saw was the knife, laying by the entrance. He crawled, closer and closer, sheer power of will driving him forward. “You’re so much fatter than his little worm.”, Taisa said happily, and dropped her knees on the edge of the bed, bending forward. “I love you.”, she murmured, a quick kiss planted upon the black, shiny surface. He was so close, only needed to crawl a few feet more. “I’m so sorry about my dumb husband. I think you should fuck my ass. Maybe you will feel a little better.”, she continued, and brought the dildo up behind her strutted rear.

She gasped as the thick dildo was torn from her fingers and flung to the floor. Before she had a chance to turn around, Jordan was upon it, sheer hate in his eyes. Quickly, he stabbed the knife through the rubbery surface, sinking the pointy tip all the way through. From his wife came a horrified scream, but the phallus on the floor kept squirming and wriggling. “You will die!”, Jordan howled, leaning his weight on the blade, pinning the dildo down. It kept trashing and writhing, even as Jordan pressed the blade down sideways, cutting through half of the shaft. Taisa was stunned, covering her lips with the palm of her hand. Suddenly, she seemed to snap out of her mesmerized state, and came at them, quickly. Releasing the handle of his blade, Jordan latched on to each side of the dildo, then tore the two pieces a part with a thunderous roar, feeling the rubber stretch, then rip, before he threw the remains into separate corners, panting heavily. The last thing he managed to see was how each half stirred, then went still as life seeped out of the shiny rubber. Before he had a chance to react, a pale knee crashed into his face, and then there was only darkness.














Epilogue

◆◆◆

October 31st,

One Year Later

Boys and girls of every age, wouldn’t you like to see something strange? Come with us and you will see, this, our town of Halloween… This is Halloween… This is Halloween…

Down the street he drove, blasting the familiar song out of the speakers to his radio. It was beginning to grow on him, and he felt himself move to the intriguing rhythm, tapping his left foot against the floor. He drove past a fat man with a cigar lodged between his lips, cursing to himself as he struggled to place a particularly difficult skeleton properly on his lawn; past a group of children hurrying along the sidewalk, dressed in all manner of horrific masks, eager to show off their candy to any neighbor they encountered on their way; past gloomy, fat pumpkins emitting red and orange lights, watching him from the distance where they sat safely upon various porches, wicked grins on their dead faces. Once more, the time had come for the scariest holiday of the year. Once more, the time had come for Halloween.

He pulled up his driveway, shut off his car and got out. Casey stood on his porch, a knife in his hand, in the midst of carving a horrifying pumpkin. When he shut the door to his car, his neighbor looked up, and Jordan offered him a quick wave. Blushing, Casey hurried to return his attention to the pumpkin. Jordan simply shrugged. He was in too good of a mood for it to be ruined by his strange neighbor. Patting down his pockets, he felt for his phone, his wallet and his keys, then set way for the front-door. There was a simple reason for his excitement. For the first time in his life, he was bringing his wife to a costume party. In the past, he had scoffed at her whenever Taisa proposed they’d go. This year he had surprised her by suggesting they do go, and she had been happy for the first time in ages. It felt good to see her smile, he thought, as he stepped through the door and kicked off his shoes.

As he headed through the hallway, he couldn’t wait to see her in her costume. Sexy devil was her plan, and while he hadn’t laid eyes on the costume, he knew there was a thong and a pair of bare buttcheeks involved. She had suggested he go as an angel, but they had not found an appropriate costume, so the choice fell on vampire. It was an easy costume, a cheap set of teeth and a massive frock his wife would weave out of blankets. It was childish fun, but he was strangely looking forward to it. If only to spend the night with a happy wif-

He froze suddenly. There was something strange about the picture that hung halfway down the hallway, their wedding photo, where they stood before a field of grassing horses, hugging. Squinting, he approached the picture, and as he came closer, his jaw dropped to the floor. The picture was different. Where he once stood, dressed in a neat tuxedo with his arms wrapped around his wife, now stood a dildo, black of colour, with realistic veins and a thick girth. Tape was wrapped around the middle of the fat shaft, and his wife who once held him was clutching the human-sized rubber prick lovingly, her face full of passion. A terrifying chill crept up his spine as Jordan stood there, then fell face first onto the floor, swooning.
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