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Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Bully By Tara Yarn

Black Bully, a 13’000+ word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, black-on-white humiliation, sissification, feminization, sph, coerced bi, bbc worship, oral-on-bull, black supremacy, white submission. Warning: Contains rough, dirty, explicit scenes!

Twenty-year-old Sam, a naive student, has no business falling in love with his professor. But he does, and soon his heart aches for Jane, his gender studies professor, a stunning forty-year-old woman who always seems to understand him, and never seems to judge. She’s blonde, voluptuous, perfect in every way. Sam can’t take his mind off of her.

A forbidden romance is not his only problem. Trevon, a local drug dealer awarded a scholarship for basketball, refuses to leave him alone. He is bigger, stronger, oh-so-popular with the girls, and he seems intent on making Sam’s university year a living hell. Whenever Trevon and his friends are out to humiliate him, Sam must seek protection from none other than the love of his life, while struggling to make her see him not as a bullied boy, but as a man worthy of her attention. Sam has no idea how Jane really feels about his big, black bully. But after a particularly humiliating incident, he’s soon about to find out.


























Newest Cuckold Tales ->

Black Worship By Tara Yarn

Black Worship, a 11’500 word story, contains interracial cuckolding, femdom, black-on-white humiliation, spanking, facesitting, sph, mild sissification, black supremacy, risk of pregnancy, bbc worship, white submission and other scenes of a oh-so-wrong and dirty nature.

Sissy wimp Charlie often frequents online chat rooms to play out erotic fantasies with the black men that intimidates him so often in real life. Whenever his girlfriend, a mean and sassy blonde named Sophie, is out of the house, he fetches his webcam and prepares for a few hours of anonymous play - where he is the bitch, and the black man is the boss.

But one day, everything goes wrong when his most recent online master show up at his front door. The black stranger is arrogant, rude, and does not care about Charlie’s meek protests. He wants Charlie to introduce him to his beautiful girlfriend, and there’s nothing the little sissy can do to stop him. Charlie’s only hope is that Sophie will be able to resist the aggressive, dominant nature of his new friend - and not jump into bed with him. A red-hot and exciting tale of a wimpy white boy whose fantasies finally come true when a black bully suddenly enters his life and demands that Charlie not only serve, but also worship.


Chapter One

◆◆◆

Everyone was staring at him.

The silverback of a man walking two steps ahead cast angry glances at the people looking their way, his fingers tightening around the handle of the black bat he was dragging.

A young man, his body a withered husk, looked up as they passed him by, feverishly scratching his thin neck. An empty syringe lay by his side.

A trio of thugs, standing hunched over and close together, quit talking the moment Ryan slipped past them. Their tattooed torsos were bare, and one of them had a machete stuck in his belt. Clearing his throat, Ryan dropped his gaze to the floor, walking on in silence.

An armoured door blocked their path, guarded by a tall, brown-skinned youth dressed in a military jacket. He was holding a leash, attached to a Doberman that sat by his feet.

The silverback turned around and looked at him with weary eyes. With a simple gesture of his hand, he told Ryan to turn around. Without a word, Ryan obeyed.

The giant patted him down briskly. He didn’t miss a spot, rummaging through every pocket on the fancy - but well-worn and dirty - attire. After Ryan had lost his phone and wallet, the doorman nodded at the youth in the military jacket, who dragged the growling dog away.

The door slid open. Ryan held his breath.

A woman sat behind the desk situated at the end of the room. She was the first one he spotted. He knew Nicki well - even though he often wished he didn’t.

There was another woman in the room. She sat on a crate, her legs spread wide, an automatic rifle leaning against her tree trunk thigh. A cigarette was stuck to her lips.

Nicki, as colourful as ever, beckoned Ryan inside. The doorman wasted no time grasping him by the collar of his matted tuxedo shirt, shoving him inside. The door shut behind him.

That’s when he saw the boy on all fours. He couldn’t have been more than twenty, his youthful visage twisted in a grimace of pain. The boy was naked, his scrawny arms quivering. It didn’t take Ryan long to see why. Nicki had propped her feet up on his bony back, the heels of her black stilettos digging into his skin. The boy was whimpering.

“Ryan,” said Nicki, pouting her lips, coloured a sparkly pink. The other woman, watching him silently from the dark corner, blew a gush of smoke in his direction.

“Goddess Nicki,” Ryan bowed his head a bit, then waited. He didn’t straighten up until he saw a smirk creep up on those plump lips. “It’s- I have a problem.”

“You have many problems,” Nicki retorted, bringing a small brush to her nails. It was then that he spotted the bottle of nail polish on the table, along with an army knife, a bag of white powder and a ping pong racket. He didn’t think the ping pong racket fit in.

“We’re just talking a few more days, Nicki. I-”

“Your debt was due three days ago, Ryan,” she cut him off, bringing her nails up to apply the finishing touches. The polish, silver-colored, stood in stark contrast to her brown skin.

The woman in the corner moved, rattling the rifle. Swallowing, Ryan looked in that direction briefly. His gaze fell upon a flag that hung on the wall, three stripes of green and white.

“I swear, Nicki. I just need three more days.”

“It’s too late, Ryan. Give me my money.”

The boy beneath her feet collapsed on an elbow. Nicki hissed, grasped the ping pong racket from the table, leaned forward and smacked his balls with the flat side. He howled like a hurt dog, but did get back up, his arms trembling. Ryan, flinching, said nothing.

“You have no money to give me,” snickered Nicki, exchanging the racket for the knife. She planted the tip in the palm of her hand, playing with the terrifying blade. “Too bad.”

She stood up, prodding the naked boy with her heel. He scurried off to the side like an obedient puppy. She had so little in the middle. Or maybe it was just the sheer size of her ass that dwarfed her waist. Her tiny leather jacket, pink with white stripes, was unbuttoned to give her a plunging neckline, where her mocha breasts swallowed up a golden chain. “I like you, Ryan. You’re one of my favourites. But you can’t keep getting away with this.”

“I’m sorry, Nicki,” Ryan muttered, lowering his eyes after he saw her circle the desk. She flicked her fingers. He immediately scrambled down to his knees.

“That’s not good enough.” Her hip brushed against his cheek, a chill ran up his spine. Her voluptuous figure slipped up behind him. A moment later, a hand grasped him by the hair.

“Maybe I should give you to my men,” Nicki whispered, kissing the air. “Put you in a sweet little pink dress and place that white booty in a hole in the wall? No?”

Ryan, gritting his teeth, kept his mouth shut. Nicki giggled.

“Or how about we find ourselves a little septic tank and drop you in it? How long would it take you to come up with my money then? Hm?”

A blade found his throat, scraping his three-day-stubble. Ryan froze to the spot, except for his hands, which he fought to keep still. They wouldn’t stop shaking.

“If I had your money,” he said with effort, “I’d pay you. I swear.”

“You didn’t have to buy that house,” Nicki teased, tugging him into her thighs, patting his cheek. “You could’ve waited until you could afford it. Like a good little boy.”

“It wasn’t my call, Nicki. She’d have left me. You know s-”

“Yes,” Nicki lowered the knife. Gasping, Ryan collapsed. “Your little cake. She certainly expects a lot from her husband. When did you marry? Was it last summer?”

“It’s not her,” Ryan winced, rubbing at his throat, trailing a finger over the thin cut that could now be felt on his skin. “It’s her father. He doesn’t approve.”

“Of course he doesn’t approve, silly. He thinks you’re a good-for-nothing loser who never went to college, with no job in sight. Or have you told him something else?”

A trick question. A trap.

“I’m on benefits, Nicki. I get checks.”

“Yet you cannot pay me.”

A high heel wriggled itself between his legs, forcing him to part his thighs. It slid over the floor towards his crotch. Clenching his teeth, Ryan braced himself.

“You know I want something,” said Nicki, hands on her hips. The only natural source of light in the cramped room stemmed from a narrow slit of window situated on the left wall near the ceiling, guarded on both sides by solid iron bars. The afternoon sun shone through that window, the gold and silver rings on her fingers sparkling in the orange light.

The sharp heel found his crotch, dug around in the loose fabric, sought for his balls. A sudden prod made him reach out and grasp her ankle. The rattling of a rifle made him release her and drop his hands submissively back down to his sides, wheezing in pain as the colourful woman set her heel on a nut, and started to apply pressure.

“You know how it works,” continued Nicki casually, twisting her heel. Squeezing his eyes shut, Ryan tried to stifle a whimper. “No money means something else.”

The heel slid backwards, away from his crotch. Sloping his shoulders with a wince, Ryan quickly cupped the front of his trousers, his breath fast and ragged.

“Something else,” repeated Nicki, clicking her tongue. Her voluptuous figured towered over him, cast a shadow on his frame. The knife, sharp and fierce, hung still by her hip.

“I’ll give you anything,” Ryan said with effort. In his trousers, his balls were aching, a sickening sensation creeping up from his crotch into his stomach.

Nicki snorted. “From here on out, you will pay me seventy percent. That’s not just to cover your debt, Ryan, but for life. That is not a suggestion.”

Seventy percent. He’d never be able to make it on thirty percent, he thought. But then his eyes swept over the sharp blade, and he forced himself to nod.

“You’re not going to get away with a dip of your head, Ryan.”

His face twisted. “Y- Yes, Goddess Nicki. Seventy percent.”

Thirty percent. Fifty percent. Seventy percent. It never stopped.

She stood firm, sliding the army knife up and down the back of her hand. “But you’ve been a very bad boy. I think you need to be taught a lesson.”

His eyes trailed up her curvy form. She was smirking down at him, a quick giggle escaping her pillowy lips the moment their eyes met. A part of him wanted to beg. Fall to his knees and cry at her feet until she dismissed him as a pathetic little boy not even worth the time it would take to punish him. But the last shred of pride he had left stood in the way.

Biting her tongue, Nicki squatted down. A hand cupped his cheek, guided him to gaze into those deep brown eyes. Baring her teeth in a grin, she whispered softly into his ear.

A shaky sigh escaped his lips. Her lips grazed the tip of his earlobe as she kept murmuring with that soft and sweet voice until his face was pale, and his knuckles clenched.

“That’s what I want. That’s your punishment,” said Nicki, standing up. Ryan, glaring at the floor, fought to keep his trembling lips shut. It was a miracle he made it.

“Awh,” Nicki placed a hand on the top of his head, patting him like a puppy. “Is itty bitty Ryan unhappy with my decision? Maybe he thinks it’s unfair?”

Quivering, Ryan swallowed down the words lingering at the tip of his tongue. It cost him a great deal effort to look up, and then slowly shake his head.

A snicker from the corner. A touch of heat flushing up on his face.

“Good boy,” Nicki sank her fingers into his hair and then began to turn. Ryan, staring straight ahead, soon had his vision filled up with a fat ass. The booty shorts she wore was a size too small, her plump buttocks devouring the cotton string. A pair of pink lips had been inked onto the brown skin. It told Ryan exactly what was expected of him.

The words she had whispered into his ear soared through his mind, but the fat ass inches from his face was quelling his rebellion. Gentle digits intertwined with his hair, and then they pulled him closer. Ryan, subdued, parted his lips and flattened them over the tattoo.

I’m going to steal her, Ryan. The voice was in his head, but it spoke so clearly it might as well have been her. I’m going to snatch little Bianca right out of your grip.

Shuddering, Ryan plumped his lips and began kissing his way down the bare buttcheek. A short giggle erupted from Nicki, and her fingers tightened around his dark locks. Her butt sent him into what felt like a drunken stupor, stripped him of emotions and lured him under her spell. His mouth sank into the buttock, the tip of his nose caressed the skin. She guided him sideways, led him between her asscheeks with a mocking scoff. Like two brown, soft pillows, they embraced his face and swallowed him up. His nose flattened against the thin strip of fabric, and his mushed lips struggled to kiss it. A deep darkness had enveloped his world, and somewhere far away, two women were mocking him. He didn’t care.

Nicki shaked her ass, the two buttocks hugging his face quivering and vibrating. They dominated him so easily, threw his face back and forth, beat him into submission.

When she stopped, she stepped away, leaving a gasping Ryan to stare blankly at the doughy buttocks as if he was mesmerized, his face flushed with colour.

“I will give you two hours, Ryan,” Nicki released his hair and left him to kneel on the cold floor, swaying her hips back to the desk. “If you don’t show up, I will take your balls.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

The car bumped down the gravelly road. Ryan drove along a white fence until he reached a flat area where several other vehicles were parked by a ditch. He left his BMW in front of a fenced field, where a trio of large horses were galloping across the grass, tossing their heads and kicking their hooves. The setting sun bathed the stables in a fantastical orange light, sparkling on the white walls. Two riders occupied the outdoor arena, their muscular mounts cantering in circles on the course. Bianca wasn’t one of them.

Two girls, leaning on the bannister watching the riders, looked over their shoulders and threw him sour looks. Tugging up his sleeves, Ryan walked for the stable.

A woman came out. She was much older, probably in her forties, wearing a fancy dark jacket over a frilly white shirt and a pair of beige breeches. She marched briskly his way. It took him a moment to recognize her as the owner. He had met her before.

“I need your help, Ryan,” said the woman, turning on the spot, heading back into the building. After a brief stop, Ryan pulled a face and went after her.

Big stalls decorated the walls of the interior, at least a dozen on each side, stretching all the way down to the end of the structure. Half of them were occupied by big beasts, snorting and stomping their hooves. A crowd of girls dressed in their riding wear were blocking the whole hallway, circling two people, a man and a woman, arguing loudly.

And of course, one of them had to be Bianca.

Groaning, Ryan attempted to push his way through the wall of people. The owner, who had managed to slip inside the ring, saw him and helped him pave way.

“And if you didn’t mean to look, you could’ve just kept walking. But no, you just had to stop and watch, didn’t you, you filthy creep! I’ve had enough of you!”

Bianca, sneering, stood opposite a broad-shouldered teenager who couldn’t have been more than eighteen, wearing an oversized green jacket and a red cap. A fuzzy beard grew from his chin, hiding what Ryan expected was a very narrow jaw. His face, flushed with colour, was twisted in a grimace. Instead of looking her in the eye, he was staring at the floor.

“Bianca,” Ryan tried, but she outright ignored him, turning her attention to the owner, who stood closeby, her arms wrapped over her shapely chest.

“I want him gone,” continued his wife, pointing a demanding finger at the blushing man. “I don’t want creeps like him wandering around looking at me.”

“He wasn’t looking at you, Bianca. I saw what happened. I saw him look away as soon as he stumbled into you. If it troubles you that much, then maybe you shouldn’t be peeing out-”

“Great! Blame the victim! I saw him staring at my ass!”

Rubbing his face with the flat of his palm, Ryan sighed. Bianca, who had seen him but hadn’t chosen to acknowledge him, suddenly decided to approach.

“This little creep was staring at me while I was peeing, Ryan,” Bianca thought it a good idea to furiously point her finger back at the man in the green jacket. As if he hadn’t seen him.

“Yeah,” muttered Ryan, grasping her by the hand. He went on to mutter a brief apology to the stable owner, then turned around, dragging a flailing Bianca out of the circle. Digging her nails into his hand, she fought, squirmed and screamed as he led her out of the stable.

“You fucking dick,” Bianca growled as they reached the car. The girls by the fence were staring at them, amused expressions on their faces. “You’re supposed to stand up for me.”

“You’re being paranoid. It’s not the first time. Jacob isn’t creeping on you. As far as I know he’s gay, Bianca. Get in the car, I need to tell you something.”

“You’re gay,” his wife retorted, yanking up the door to the BMW before slamming it shut behind her. With a deep sigh, Ryan circled the vehicle and got in.

Bianca, staring daggers at the dashboard, her arms crossed over her chest, turned away from him as he put the keys in the ignition. He didn’t start the engine.

“Look,” Ryan huffed, running a hand through his hair. His wife decided to direct her stare as far away from him as she possibly could. “I’m- I’m in trouble, Bianca.”

She didn’t say a word.

“I’m not fucking around here, Bianca. This is serious. I’m- I’ve got into trouble with Nicki. My debt was due three days ago, and- I mean, I can’t fucking pay her.”

A finger shot up. It was her middle-finger.

Rubbing his eyes, Ryan groaned. One of the horses on the field in front of the car was approaching on the other side of the fence. It was massive, with hindquarters taller than he was and hooves the size of small dinner plates. It looked at him with dead eyes.

“You should’ve done something,” Bianca muttered tartly.

“What do you want me to do, Bianca,” Ryan turned to face her, “What? Should I kill him? Rip out my gun and put a bullet in his head? Would that make you happy?”

“Well,” Bianca shrugged nonchalantly. “You’re the criminal.”

“You’re out of your fucking mind. You’ve gone completely off the rails.”

“Fine,” Bianca shot him a bright and beaming smile. “Suck my ass.”

Tearing open the door, she got out of the car, leaving but a print of her ass on the seat. Swearing obscenely, Ryan slammed his fist into the dashboard, tore the stick into reverse and backed out to the middle of the flat area. Bianca, storming over the gravel, was soon cut off by the large BMW. Growling, Ryan stumbled out to catch up with her.

“Bia- Bianca, this is serious! This isn’t a fucking joke! I need your help!”

Flipping him off, she kept walking. Ryan jogged to catch up, grabbing her by the hand. She spun on the spot, hissing like a snake. Even the riders on the course were watching them now, having joined the two girls leaning on the fence. They were giggling girlishly.

“Please,” Ryan whispered softly, embracing her hand with both of his. “I know you probably don’t believe me, but you’re the only one who can help me. I mean it, Bianca.”

A white-coated beast of muscle and sinew walked past them. A young woman with amber hair cascading out from underneath a black helmet sat on top, bobbing back and forth on a shiny saddle. Her stallion, raising his tail, dropped a steamy pile of brown apples on the gravel only a few feet away. The rider, blushing, hurried to spur her mount on.

The girls by the fence whistled teasingly. Ryan ignored them.

“Aha,” nodded Bianca. “So when you have a problem, I have to help. But when I am spied on by some creep, you think that’s perfectly oka-”

“Jacob wouldn’t creep on you if I threatened him with a gun! He apologized to you when you knocked him over with your horse, Bianca! He’s bloody terrified of you!”

Bianca snorted. “He could’ve moved out of the way.”

“Yeah, uhm,” Ryan sighed. “Okay. Alright. What do you want?”

Plumping her lips, Bianca pondered. “Well. You still haven’t paid for my course. If you don’t give her the money soon, she’s going to tell me I can’t come here anymore.”

“Yeah,” Ryan sensed his eye twitch, “I’m very sorry about that. It appears I have forgotten your riding course in the middle of desperately trying to pay back the homicidal loan shark to whom I owe a very significant debt. I would be honoured if you’d forgive me.”

Her face was void of emotion. A hand shot out, the flat palm extended expectantly.

Taking a oh-so-deep breath, Ryan reached for his back pocket, fetching forth his wallet, plucking out a few notes. After a moment of hesitation, he handed them over.

“Thank you,” Bianca flashed him a bright smile.

“Alright. Thank you. Now what I need you to do is-”

The tip of a finger found his lips, cutting his sentence short. “We’re not done. I haven’t said I am going to help you yet. I want you to do something else.”

Uxoricide. From Latin. The act of murdering one’s wife.

“I want,” Bianca scratched her chin, staring out at nothing in particular. The girls by the fence appeared to have forgotten all about their horses. “I want you to apologize.”

Scoffing, Ryan nodded slowly. Stroking her hand with his thumbs, he edged all the way up to her and looked her right in the eyes. “Fine. I’m sorry, Bianca. I really am.”

A hand fell upon his chest as he stepped closer, curious fingers feeling the fabric. “You’ve a very nice shirt on today,” Bianca muttered softly. “Hm. Nope. Not good enough.”

She tore herself out of his grasp and turned on her heels, flashing him her middle-finger. If she was anyone else, he would’ve broken that finger long ago.

“Bianca. I- Bianca! Would you stop!”

She only made it a few feet before she spun around, cocking her head to the side. Ryan was about say something when she raised her boot and cut him off.

“Do you remember,” said Bianca, flashing him the dark leather, “when you bought me these for my birthday, and then I found out you got me the cheapest pair?”

Throwing his arms out, Ryan just looked at her, pleadingly.

“I thought so,” nodded Bianca, then plunged her sole into the fresh pile of horse dung. She leaned forward, squishing the brown apples underneath her boot.

“What the fuck are you doing no-”

“I want you,” she continued, hobbling forward, grabbing on to the nearest fence. Facing away from him, she bent her knee, lifting up the muck-stained sole, “to kiss my boot.”

The group of girls in the distance fell silent, squinting, paying close attention. One of them, a dark-haired beauty, occasionally whispered in the ear of her blonde friend, who looked completely lost. Bianca, oblivious to them, simply smiled brightly over her shoulder.

Ryan, narrowing his eyes, hesitated. “Is-.. Is that a joke?”

Bianca kept silent, the sparkling smile beaming on her plump lips. Before Ryan had a chance to say another word, she shook her boot a bit. He blanched.

“Alright. Okay. I’m not kissing your boot,” Ryan tried to smile, but deep down he knew she had him exactly where she wanted him - completely desperate.

“You are kissing my boot if you want my help,” Bianca retorted, brushing a loose strand of hair up behind her ear. “You’ll also apologize, on your knees, and beg.”

The woman who a moment ago rode off on her white beast was coming back, pulling back her reins to stop the stallion in the middle of the road, watching them quietly.

By the stable doors, two girls had come out, supporting themselves on their dung forks. He recognized one of them as Layla, the only one Bianca wasn’t completely at war with.

“I don’t care if they’re watching,” said Bianca, loud enough so that the woman who sat on the horse blushed a bit. “In fact, I want them to watch. Now come on. Be a good boy.”

Parting his lips, Ryan tried to speak but his tongue wouldn’t budge. His gaze kept flicking back and forth at all the people looking on. He knew he’d never be able to look them in the eyes again. Running a hand through his hair, he groaned and stepped closer.

Biting the tip of her tongue, Bianca grinned wickedly, pushing her sole out at him. “On your knees, Ryan,” she said, the moment he was within reach. Glaring, Ryan slowly obeyed.

The sole was all the way up in his face. It was coated with a layer of green and brown, and the black leather underneath could only faintly be made out. It stank of dirty stable.

“Apologize,” Bianca hurried to tear her boot back when he leaned forward. “If you don’t apologize first it won’t count, and then you’ll have to kiss it twice.”

The stallion that stood patiently nearby snorted. He knew the girl on top was watching. He knew the girls by the fence, and by the stables, were watching. He tried to forget.

“I’m sorry,” said Ryan finally. His gaze never left the dirty boot, but he felt the way she was staring at him, felt the smile of victory on her lips. “I’m sorry. And I need your help.”

“That’s not begging, Ryan. You’re just asking.”

A short giggle erupted from the woman who sat on the stallion. Clenching his fists, Ryan sensed his cheeks grow warmer. Warmer than they had been for a long time.

“Please, Bianca,” he continued with effort, “Please. I’m begging you.”

The boot slid backwards, the sole approaching his face. Instead of leaning in, Ryan sucked in a quick breath, then simply plumped his lips as she pushed the stained surface in his face.

An outbreak of hysterical laughter. A dozen feminine voices crying out in disbelief. A sticky substance on his lips, the tip of his nose, the front of his hair. A musky stench.

The sole left his face, and Ryan lowered his head, his face flushing up with a tremendous heat. Giggling devilishly, Bianca sat her boot down and turned, hands on her hips.

“Fine,” she said. “Since you asked so nicely, I will consider it.”

The high-pitched laughter drowned out the chirping birds, the croaking toads and the cackling chickens. It took a long time for it to die down. But it eventually did.


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

Bianca gasped.

The house was massive, a three-storey building at least as broad as a barn. The walls, painted a neat white, consisted of stone. By the right corner lay a sizeable pool, the clean water sparkling from the underwater lights. Now that it was dark, the entire outdoors area was lit up by flood lights, which Ryan was certain served a wholly different purpose than simply lighting up the terrace. Rows upon rows of bushes, planted squarely around the property, functioned as barriers. They were twice as tall as he was.

A man stood a few feet down from the front door, a large thug holding a leash attached to a beast of a rottweiler, blocking the pathway. A gun was peeking out of his trousers.

Ryan swallowed, placed a hand on Bianca’s back and led her forward. The dark-skinned giant eyed them over for a moment, then silently beckoned towards the house.

As they walked past him, the dog lunged at the couple. Yanking the rottweiler back with the help of the leash, the black man let them continue, staring them down.

Ushering a shaky sigh, Ryan walked up to the front door. After a moment of hesitation, he rose his hand and knocked. Footsteps immediately echoed inside.

Bianca, adjusting the straps of her dress, took a deep breath. She had insisted Ryan help her choose what to wear, and they had landed on a white dress with sharp edges that clutched tightly to her shapely frame and contained a plunging neckline. It was almost transparent, the pink lingerie she wore beneath shining through the fabric. She had also picked out jewelry to wear for the occasion, and now she was toying idly with one of the green emeralds she had put in her ear. The necklace she wore, white gold cut in the shape of a sideways heart, was his christmas present from last year. It was very expensive.

The front door slid open, and a bronze-skinned young woman wearing a pair of tight jeans along with a black leather jacket appeared in the doorway, studying the couple.

“Come in,” said the woman after a moment, but she kept studying them closely as they entered. The grand hallway was no different than the rest of the house, excessive by every definition. An open closet the length of a car was situated to their right, containing an array of female shoes of all shapes and colours. There must’ve been at least fifty pairs.

“Wait here,” the woman in the leather jacket spun on her heels and quickly disappeared down the hallway. When she turned around, Ryan noticed that she was also carrying.

“It’s so beautiful here,” an awestruck Bianca whispered, sweeping her eyes over the luxurious interior. Ryan, tucking his shaky hands in his pockets, kept quiet.

“This is how a real criminal lives, Ryan.”

He rolled his eyes.

“Oh my. I was beginning think you weren’t planning on coming.”

Bianca, who was about to shoot him another comment, froze to the spot. Ryan, widening his eyes, felt like Nicki had just cast a spell on him. His jaw dropped.

Goddess Nicki, which she was fond of calling herself, resembled nothing short of an actual goddess where she now stood at the far end of the hallway, leaning against a doorway. She wore nothing but her lingerie, her shoulders pulled back eloquently, her melon-sized breasts jutting out from her chest. She was hairless, soft, brown, her skin the colour of milky chocolate, thin as a stick around the waist, huge around the hips. Wiggling a finger between her pillowy lips, she flashed a wicked grin, toying with a long braid thrown over her shoulder.

His wife was gawking. There was no way of telling if that emotion on her face was jealousy or lust. Clenching his fists, Ryan fought to keep quiet.

“So this is your little cake,” Nicki, swinging her hips, approached. “You’ve done very well for yourself, Ryan. She is absolutely stunning.”

His wife, bewildered, slid backwards into his grasp. Gritting his teeth, Ryan gave her a gentle push in the direction of the approaching stranger, huffing to himself.

“Don’t be afraid,” said Nicki softly, looking a blushing Bianca right in the eye. A brown hand rose up for her pale face, cupping her cheek, soothing her with a tender thumb.

“Y- You’re beautiful,” stuttered Bianca. Ryan frowned.

“Thank you,” Nicki flashed her a warm smile, trailing her fingers through the pale woman’s cascading hair. His wife, sighing softly, tilted her head against the pleasant touch. “I knew Ryan was bringing me a pretty toy tonight, but you’ve exceeded all expectations.”

Pink lips curled up into a sweet smile. Nicki, beaming back, drifted closer, brushing her bosom past Bianca’s chest, who gasped as they briefly touched. A brown hand fell on the back of the pale neck, and his boss leaned in, beginning to whisper into his wife’s ear.

It was impossible to hear what Nicki was telling her. But Ryan had a faint idea. His wife parted her trembling lips, staring absentmindedly out at nothing in particular. And then she twitched, a scarlet color washing up on her pale features, stifling a soft moan.

Nicki, withdrawing, grinned down at the white woman, then slowly reached out to take her by the hand. Bianca, blushing like a bride on her wedding night, happily obliged.

Nicki wasn’t so gentle with him. As she turned, holding Bianca with her right, her left hand shot out and grabbed him roughly by his tie. An arrogant glance was cast his way as she began leading the couple down the hallway. They were heading for the doorway out of which Nicki came, where the room was bathed in an orange, flickering light.

An open fireplace was burning brightly in the corner, wicked flames dancing wildly on stacked wooden logs. A television, three times the width of his, hung on a wall in between a pair of giant speakers. Three couches, all crafted out of black neat leather, stood here and there, one of them facing the TV. A few glass tables stood in the room, their surfaces sparkly clean and void of any contents. A soft, thick rug lay in the middle of the floor, not far away from the fireplace. But what primarily grabbed his attention was the steel pole attached between the ceiling and the floor, straight as an arrow, thicker than his grip.

It was a stripping pole. And that was exactly where she was leading them.

She spun him around, guided him backwards against the bar. Then she slid behind him, grasped his hands and pulled them around the pole. “Bianca,” she said softly, “would you do me a favour and fetch the handcuffs from the couch by the window?”

His wife, looking a little taken back, nodded slowly, then scurried out of sight. A moment later, he heard her approach swiftly from behind.

He could’ve torn his hands away, could’ve yanked them out of her grip with ease. She wasn’t holding him tightly, and he was much stronger. But he never did.

A firm click sounded through the room. Ushering a shaky sigh, Ryan tried to pull his hands forward, but they didn’t budge. Now he could only rattle the handcuffs.

“We don’t want you interrupting,” whispered Nicki. She was right by his ear. Shuddering, his cock twitching in the confines of his trousers, Ryan struggled to look over his shoulder.

There was no point. Nicki slid back up in front of him, bringing with her a shaky and uncertain Bianca. They held hands, stood close, bathing him in their mixing perfume.

“Your husband has been a very bad boy,” Nicki guided his wife between them, wrapping her arms around her waist, hugging her tenderly. Bianca seemed to ease up a touch in the soft grasp, staring thoughtfully up at him. The black woman, sneaking her chin onto his wife’s bare shoulder, also stared at him. She was smirking. “I think he deserves punishment.”

Nibbling on her bottom lip, Bianca said nothing.

“But I am going to leave that choice to you,” continued Nicki, the smirking lips slowly spreading into that of a nasty grin. “If you think he does, pull his pants down.”

She hesitated for a moment. But only a moment.

Her hands found the buckle on his belt and undid it deftly. Then they crept into the hem of his trousers and started to pull them down. Ryan, tensing up, squinted at Nicki, who stuck her tongue out at him teasingly. “Bianca-” he began, sensing his trousers slide down to his ankles, but she cut him short by grasping his boxers and yanking them down as well.

Suddenly, Ryan was naked from the waist down, his breath picking up swiftly. As Bianca stood back up, both women let their gazes drop. And then Nicki snorted.

“That is- That is smaller than I had expected,” snickered the black woman, tugging his wife closer. Bianca, grimacing, blushed a bit. As if she was ashamed on his behalf.

Warmth crept up on his cheeks. His hands tugged on the handcuffs. It suddenly felt like they were scorching him with their eyes, and now all he wanted to do was to turn away.

“You can’t possibly be satisfied with that- that thing,” Nicki kept giggling, staring at his junk nonchalantly. “I don’t actually think he could get past my ass with that- cock.”

Bianca, looking sideways at the woman on her shoulder, blushed further. Nicki saw, and ushered a brief laughter, pecking his wife on her delicate neck. “It’s not your fault. That’s entirely his fault. But you know what, Bianca? I think you should get back at him.”

With the help of a soft hand on her cheek, Nicki steered his wife’s gaze forward. Her plump lips, brushing past her ear, moved inaudibly. Bianca, slapping a hand over her lips, cracked up and looked back and forth between the woman behind her, and Ryan, in disbelief.

“It’s okay,” giggled Nicki. “You’ve been very patient with him if you’ve coped with that baby dick for such a long time. It’s time to release all that frustration.”

Narrowing his eyes, Ryan squirmed uneasily against the pole. The black woman was approaching him slowly, edging up to stand by his side. Bianca, her eyes wide, looked at him strangely. And then took a step back, assuming a different stance.

“What are you-”

The tip of a finger caught his lips, cutting him off. Nicki, looking to Bianca, flashed her a wicked grin and nodded her head. A dark hand crept down between his legs, grasping the tip of his prick, lifting it up to reveal the modest balls beneath. Ryan, flinching in response to the sudden touch, slowly began to realize where this was going. And widened his eyes.

“No,” Ryan shook his head hurriedly, his pulse beginning to beat faster and faster. “No- Bianca- No- Nonono- Bianca. Stop. Don’t do that-”

A white heel cut through the air. It hit him with the tip right between his legs, and what followed was a searing pain that spread through his flattened balls and shot up his stomach. He lost his breath, hunched over and collapsed to the floor, squeezing his legs shut in an attempt to relieve the sickening suffering. Nicki, who had let go of his cock, suddenly burst into a fit of laughter. And a moment later, so did his wife.

The black woman bent over and grabbed him roughly by the back of his hair, cocking his head back forcefully, her plump lips brushing past his ear. Ryan whimpered.

“It’s time I made you a cuckold,” Nicki whispered. He felt the warmth of her breath on the side of his neck. “And you, itty bitty Ryan- You can forget about ever touching that sweet little piece of ass ever again. She might not know it yet, but from now on… She’s mine.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

They kissed.

Nicki edged closer, wrapping her arms around the neck of his wife, tugging her in. Sparkly lips parted and softly embraced a pair of uncertain kissers, which slowly came to life and began to kiss back, the pair of glossy lips softly squishing together, exchanging spit.

A brown hand fell upon a white hip, eager fingers clawing at the smooth fabric of the pretty dress. Bianca, looking a little overwhelmed, threw Ryan a quick glance. He looked back at her through teary eyes, but didn’t say a word, his balls stinging painfully as blood rushed into his cock, which slowly grew, throbbing at the sight of the two girls.

Nicki, spotting Bianca looking his way, guided her gaze towards herself, then grasped one of the straps on the dress, gently tugging it down over her shoulder. His wife gasped, forgot all about him, her bosom heaving up and down at a quicker pace now that one strap was down, and the other was sliding down her arm. Their lips didn’t part, Nicki kept kissing her softly as she undressed her, grasping one of the white hands to place it upon her own chest.

Bianca, a shudder running through her frame, softly grasped at the doughy breast. And then parted her lips much wider, letting the dark woman press her tongue deep into her mouth.

Helping his wife out of her dress, Nicki licked the smaller woman between the lips and played with her tongue, the two lickers wrestling around inside Bianca’s mouth. When Nicki withdrew, a trail of salvia connected their tongues. A blushing Bianca leaned forward and lapped up the rope of spit, then grabbed the hem of her dress and gave it a tug.

Pale breasts plopped free, bobbing on her slim chest. Nicki, dropping her gaze, grew wide eyes and reached out to touch them. His wife let her, pouting her lips as she felt the gentle hand sweep over a breast, then flinched as Nicki briefly pinched her on the nipple. A short giggle erupted from the pale girl, who then bit her bottom lip as the darker woman began to fondle the soft boob, kneading the breast around in the palm of her hand.

The dark woman sank, bending over, sticking her voluptuous rear out behind her. Splitting her lips, she moved her hand out of the way and enveloped the stiff nipple with her kissers. His wife tensed her shoulders, leaned backwards but didn’t pull away, her ragged breath picking up swiftly as Nicki sucked on her breast. A brown hand fell upon her pale belly, then quickly crawled downwards, causing Bianca to erupt into a childish giggle. It found the pink panties, paused, crept underneath the hem. And made his wife blurt out a moan.

Nicki straightened up, the nipple popping out from between her lips. Squeezing her bra-clad bosom into the pale girl, she stared her right in the eyes as the hand under the panties began to rub around there, watching with an arrogant smirk as a dreamy, absent expression crept up on his wife’s features. Suddenly, Nicki grasped a handful of Bianca’s flowing hair and yanked her face up, forcing a yelp of surprise out of the pale lover, who stared up at the dark woman with wide - but oh-so-hungry - eyes.

“I will shower you with so much pleasure you’ll forget all about your wimp of a husband and his little baby dick,” Nicki whispered, baring her teeth at Bianca. “By the time that I am done with you, little girl, you won’t even care if he’s dead or alive anymore.”

Gnawing furiously on her lip, Bianca pressed her heaving breasts against the big mounds on her lover’s chest, trying to flatten those dark tits with her own. Their mouths mashed together once more, and they kissed and sucked and bit on each other’s lips while the hand stuck in the panties of his wife began rubbing more and more furiously, until a groaning Bianca could no longer stomach the pleasure and pulled out of the kiss with a breathless gasp.

The hand fell still. Looking up at her newfound lover with a face screaming of frustration, his wife whined, but Nicki simply shook her head, an amused smile playing on her plump lips.

“Not before you’ve met my tits,” said the dark woman, giggling as a doe-eyed Bianca pouted up at her. With her free hand, Nicki steered the white girl to her bra, whom Bianca then obediently unfastened, only to widen her eyes as the back-breaking tits erupted out of the frilly lingerie, quivering like two big piles of chocolate-tinted dough.

For a moment, Bianca looked hypnotized. And then lunged face first between the mocha breasts as Nicki tugged her into her chest, smothering the white girl with her tits. A muffled moan slipped out of the deep cleavage. Nicki, giggling, grabbed Bianca by the back of her head with both hands, then shook her big breasts, slapping the white girl around.

When she was let up, Bianca drew a quick breath, then dived back in. A panting Nicki licked her lips and looked to Ryan, a look of victory in those deep brown eyes. She let Bianca play freely, watched as the white girl nuzzled her nose into her cleavage, withdrew with a flustered face, stuck out her tongue and lapped at a nipple. Nicki, sighing with pleasure, shut her eyes. That only encouraged his pretty little wife to continue. Taking the nipple between her lips, she sucked softly on the nub, squishing her nose into the mushy boob.

A white hand slid around the black hip, found the fat ass and gave it a squeeze. Eager fingers crept up and down the buttcheek, running along the curvy shape.

“Oh my god,” Ryan faintly heard Bianca whisper, “It’s so big.”

“It’s where I make your wimpy little hubby put his lips,” Nicki grinned down at her. Huffing, his wife threw him a sharp glance, then scoffed and turned her attention back to her lover. The black woman only snickered. “What? Hasn’t he told you that he kisses my ass?”

“No,” Bianca grumbled. Nicki, snorting at the sour pout her lover sent her, embraced her firmly and buried her face back in her tits.

“It’s okay,” she reassured her, stroking a hand down the back of her head. Bianca, squirming slightly, slowly fell at ease. “Both of you will be kissing my ass after tonight. The difference is that only one of you will be able to cum, and believe me, it won’t be him.”

Tugging Bianca out from her breasts, Nicki plumped her kissers and placed a quick peck right on her lips. His flustered wife hurried to smooch back, then began to descend.

Cocking an eyebrow, Nicki kept standing, watching with a smirk as the white girl sank to her knees on the soft rug, gripping the thong that clutched to the brown hips. Slowly, she looked up as if asking for permission, and when her lover nodded slightly, she dragged the panties down the dark skin, revealing the gift that dwelled between the black woman’s legs.

“B- Bianca,” Ryan muttered. He was met with a middle-finger. Nicki snorted.

His wife crept closer until her face was but an inch away from the dark flower. Biting her bottom lip, she trailed a gentle finger over the hairy mound, then brought her nose to the nether lips and sniffed softly. That made Nicki shiver, who swallowed and placed shaky hands to rest upon the top of the pretty head, pulling her in.

Bianca kept inhaling the scent, flaring her nostrils to snort up the musky scent. Plumping her lips, she planted a tender kiss upon the dark lips, one on each, looking up at her lover with huge eyes. Her hands, grabbing the butt, fondled the fat asscheeks as she kept kissing and sniffing the dark flower, half her face swallowed up by the black thighs.

“She loves black pussy,” said Nicki, shooting Ryan a brief glance, thrusting her hips forward so that her crotch slid over the white face between her legs with a sloppy squelch.

A smothered Bianca moaned a stifled agreement. Ryan, squirming against the stripping pole, frowned and tried to look away. But he just couldn’t stop watching.

Nicki, widening her eyes, suddenly leapt up on the tip of her toes with a shaky moan, her hands grabbing the girl between her legs tightly for balance. Whatever Bianca was doing down there struck the dark woman with a wave of pleasure. Nicki, gritting her teeth, ushered a guttural groan and fell forward, pressing Bianca down with her crotch. Her knees fell on the rug with a soft thud, the black woman now sitting on his wife’s face, crying out with delight.

Her face was gone, swallowed up by black thighs. All that was left of her was a sea of flowing hair spread out upon the rug in what resembled a half-circle, along with a naked pale body that kept squirming and arching, pinned to the floor by the fat ass.

A quivering Nicki thrust forward, beginning to grind her hips over the pale face, catching her pillowy lip between her teeth. Rocking back and forth, she quickly increased the pace, her squelching lips rubbing faster and faster across the features of the licking girl. His wife pulled her knees up, rolling softly from side to side, her breasts flattened underneath the weight of the hefty asscheeks that so casually sat on her, gluing her to the rug.

The searing wood crackled in the fireplace, the dancing flames reflected against the dark skin of the voluptuous woman using his wife’s face as a dildo.

The black woman, bobbing up and down now, glanced sideways and looked at Ryan. As her breasts bounced on her chest, a nasty smirk crept up on her plump lips.

Ryan, tugging on his cuffs, glared back at her. This made her grin, pause upon the pale face and shake her hips, the white woman underneath squirming with a muffled squeal.

“You’re doing such a good job,” said the black woman to Bianca, though her misty eyes were still glued to Ryan. “Such an eager little slut. Awh-.. Yes! That’s the spot!”

Pale hands clawed at the bountiful butt, digging into the brown dough. Nicki, gritting her teeth, rose up on her knees, his writhing wife quick to suck in a deep breath. They stared at each other, Nicki from above, Bianca from below, panting heavily.

And then Nicki slowly returned her gaze to Ryan, smirking devilishly.

“I think it’s time you gave your boyfriend a little kiss,” purred the black woman, crawling off of the face she was straddling a moment earlier. She left Bianca there on the floor, her pale face flushed with a deep crimson color, coated in a layer of pussy juice.

A dark hand grasped a handful of the flowing hair, steering the white girl up on all fours. His wife, her painted lips wet, also locked her eyes on him. And then crawled over.

Their gazes met. Bianca, licking the sticky liquid off her lips, ushered a soft moan and crept even closer, staring him down like a predator on the hunt for prey. Plumping those pink pillows, she drew herself closer, and closer, and closer, then squished them passionately against his lips. Ryan, stuck between his wife and the pole, stared daggers at Nicki. A tongue wriggled between his lips and explored his mouth. Moaning into his mouth, his wife withdrew her tongue, leaving a sweet and salty taste to dwell on his. Then she parted her kissers and ushered a shaky breath right in his face, forcing the musky scent of pussy up his nostrils. The face he made caused her to flash him a wicked grin, giggling prettily.

“Smell that black pussy on her breath,” Nicki crawled up behind him, her sparkly lips right by his ear. Cringing, Ryan lowered his gaze to the floor, trying to hide from his wife.

A hand, grabbing him roughly by the hair, tugged his neck backwards, forcing him to look up at Bianca. She shot him a cruel smile, then slowly began to turn on all fours. A moment later, a pale butt slid towards his face, coming to a stop only a few inches away.

“I want you to take a good look at this sweet little pussy,” Nicki whispered, prodding the pink lips with a pair of fingers. Bianca, purring like a kitten, sat back on the digits so that they slipped inside with a sloppy squelch. “I want you to burn this image into your mind, because this will be the last time that you’ll ever get to see it.”

The fingers slid deeper. His wife, sticking her tongue out, cast a dreamy glance over her shoulder, shaking her meaty buttocks in his face.

Nicki pulled out, the swollen lips chewing on the digits as they tried to leave, hungrily trying to swallow them back up. Her brown eye, barely an inch away, winked a farewell, and then his wife crawled forward, her pale rump leaving his face.

Flicking her fingers, Nicki stood up, balancing herself on his shoulder. Then she pointed at the doorway, “Go. The bathroom is down the hall. Draw us a bath.”

Panting, Ryan yanked on the cuffs, struggling momentarily in vain. He watched his wife, on all fours, nod obediently, then crawl away. Saw her beautiful rump sway as she left.

The moment she disappeared, a new woman slipped inside, clutching a satchel to her hip. It was the woman who had met them at the front door, wearing her black leather jacket. Ryan, his eyes widening, awkwardly pressed his legs together in an attempt to hide his junk.

Nicki snorted. “It’s time, Jasmine. Come.”

The woman in the leather jacket nodded quietly and walked over. When she was only a few feet away, she squatted and put the satchel down, opening the lid.

Ryan narrowed his eyes.

“I think,” Nicki clicked her tongue. “I think I have settled on a black cock. It’d be very fitting now that his wife has officially been blacked. Fat and hairy. Don’t forget the balls.”

Jasmine nodded, fetching a square piece of electronic out of the satchel. After placing it on the floor, she brought out a black cord, a steel container and several sharp needles.

Parting his lips, Ryan slowly began to shake his head.

“I was planning on having you put it on his ass,” Nicki paid him no attention, running a finger over her sparkly lips. “But I don’t think he’d let anyone see it.”

The new woman was assembling the equipment, attaching the parts deftly. After fastening the needle, she turned to look up at Nicki, cocking an eyebrow.

“Nicki,” Ryan shook his head, “Nicki. Don’t- Nicki- Please!”

“No. His ass won’t work. No one would be able to appreciate your work then. No. You know what, Jasmine- Put it on his forehead. That way everyone will get to see it.”

“Nicki! This wasn’t a part of the deal! Nicki! Stop! Nicki!”

A quick wave was all she gave him before she spun on her heels, swaying her fat ass as she left for the doorway. Straining against his handcuffs, a panicking Ryan cried out after her.

Nicki slipped out of the doorway. Went after his wife.

Jasmine, standing up, powered up the little machine. A loud and constant buzzing sound echoed through the room, the sharp needle vibrating powerfully.

She approached.
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