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Clarence and I have a general rule. It's not written in stone or anything, but he's made it pretty clear. Anytime I'm in his home, I'm subservient to him first and then every other black man in his place.
It had never really come in to play in the time I'd known him until this incident. For the most part, Clarence is always there when I'm there so the idea of being under another man doesn't come up. But that changed when Clarence asked me to come over to his house a few times while he was out of town.
He'd never asked that before and I know Clarence. He didn't just want me to do a few chores around his house. Sex would be involved. I just didn't know how. He gave me time frames that he wanted me to be at his place and a list of things that he wanted me to do. I'm not much for just doing housecleaning for a man just because he asks me to. I'm not a pushover. But Clarence didn't ask this kind of thing of me often and like I said, I knew he was up to more than just me cleaning for him.
The first day, I spent about an hour over at his place in the early afternoon. Nothing happened outside of me doing some cleaning and watching some HBO. The second day though, there was a knock on the door. When I looked through the peephole, I got a surprise. It was a young guy that I'd been with one time during a gangbang named Lil T. Strictly speaking, he wasn't part of the gangbang. He'd watched part of it though. Later, I took his virginity (the full story for that is in In Spades) and as far as I know, is that only guy I've done that with. Furthermore, he was an acquaintance of my daughter, although as far as I know, he didn't know she and I were related and they hadn't seen each other in years. I wasn't positive, but I was pretty sure he was a second cousin of Clarence's. If he was here though, it meant Clarence thought it was okay.
He was a little different since I'd last seen him. It had been awhile. He'd grown out his Afro even more and he'd put on a little more meat to his slender frame. But he still had this charming bright smile and his hands shoved deep into his hoodie pockets, like he was a little shy still.
I invited him in and gave him a hug. "You here to see Clarence?"
"I'm here to see you." He sat down on the couch.
I wasn't really dressed to impress. I was just in a simple dress I'd worn to clean in. I was barefoot and not wearing any makeup, but he was looking at me with that look. He wanted me. I tried to play casual, but I'd already gotten that tiny little ball of excitement in me. "Oh yeah?"
"Yeah," he got kind of a casual sly grin on his cute face. "I ran into Clarence awhile back and we got to talking. At one point, he showed me a picture and I busted up! I was like 'Damn C, I got with her last year!' And he asked me if I wanted to again. Here I am."
I smiled at him. "Oh, I see. You just ordered me up from Clarence? You want a beer?" I walked into the kitchen when he nodded.
"Clarence told me what was up. Told me when to come over. When you'd be here. He said you s'pose to do what I tell you to."
I came back into the living room and handed him his beer. When I looked down, he was pulling his dick out of his jeans and it was already rock hard. His hand was wrapped around the base and he started pulling on it lightly. I gulped.
He grinned up at me and said, "So, what you say? Wanna taste?"
I still felt a little weird about him being so young. He couldn't be more than 19. But he had a beautiful cock and I hadn't had sex in a week or longer. There was also Clarence's rule to consider. I was supposed to do anything a man under Clarence's roof asked me to.
I pushed the coffee table back, got on my knees, grabbed the base of his cock and went to town on his shaft. He was maybe seven inches and so hard that I couldn't get more than about halfway down on him before his head was jabbing me in the top of my throat.
But he didn't last long anyway. I started tasting pre-cum really quickly. He pushed me off and said, "Hold up, I don't wanna bust my nut too fast." While he pulled out a condom, I started feeling bad at how unprepared I looked and felt. I had no makeup on, I was dressed for cleaning house. I was twice his age. The only reason I wasn't having a serious confidence crisis was that he was so hard I thought he'd just explode right there on the spot.
Lil T was in a hurry. He had me stand and face the couch while he got behind me. He hiked up my dress and said, "Bend over. Nice. No underwear."
"Clarence doesn't want me wearing underwear while I'm here unless he tells me to."
"Works for me." He pushed his condom covered cock between my legs, but I was still so dry on the outside that nothing happened. He just stopped.
"Sorry. This is all a little sudden." I spit on my hand and rubbed my lips a little and then turned around and spit on his cock. He tried again and this time managed to get into me. There wasn't much subtlety to his fucking. He just pounded into me, hard. Thankfully, his cock was a wonderful size and shape and I'd already been pretty horny. I lubed up enough that I started getting into it after a few minutes.
We changed up so that I was sitting on the couch with my ass right at the edge. He pulled off his big t-shirt and took his pants all the way off. I pulled my dress off over my head and threw it to the floor. He lifted my legs from under my knees and slid back into me. Now I was really getting into it and he really seemed to get off on the noises I was making.
After the blow job, I figured he would cum fast, but he didn't and we kept at in that position for awhile. It felt so damn good and we were both working up a sweat. I could smell his sweat and my pussy. He leaned in an kissed me and then slowed down for a second, almost coming to a stop inside me. "I know your name's Kate. I don't know your real last name. But..." He couldn't look me in the eye. "You cool if I call you Mrs. Barrow?"
"I..um, sure." It hit me then that whoever Mrs. Barrow was, he had a thing for her. Probably a teacher or something. "You want me to call you something?"
"Anthony." He started fucking me again, but his rhythm was totally different. The fact that he was using me to fantasize about someone else was suddenly a huge turn on and I felt myself change the way I was fucking too.
I pulled him down on top of me, clutched his back and said, "Fuck me, Anthony. I want it so bad."
He didn't last long after that. When he came he buried his face in my neck and said, "Damn, Mrs. Barrow. I've been wantin' that for a long time" I held him there for a minute, then he slipped out of me.
I carefully pulled the condom off of him and he got dressed and left.
There was one other day I was supposed to go to Clarence's and clean. Lil T showed up again around the same time. I didn't ask him who Mrs. Barrow was, but I took a chance and had dressed up a little more before he came over. I didn't go for straight up school teacher, but I put on something that would have been passable for one.
When he showed up and knocked, I smiled and answered the door, "Hello, Anthony."
He smiled a huge smile and said, "Hi, Mrs. Barrow." He came in and we shared a couple of beers and I let him play out his fantasy all over again. This time I actually came on him twice, which he loved.
When Clarence got back, I told him, "That went all went really well. I know shit with Wes was crazy and we need to keep our distance from that, but Lil T is one of the good ones." Clarence nodded and smiled like he already knew and I gave him a big hug and kiss.
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V is sitting on the couch, with both of us in front of her, as she alternates sucking us both.
V gets a wicked smile on her face and tells us to hold on. She reaches over and digs around in her purse, returning with... A tape measure?
"I want to know if it's as big as you say it is." V purrs, as she reaches out toward Ty.
"Sure, but don't you want to measure your husband first? So you can compare." Ty's words make her stop and smile.
"Dax's penis is four and a half inches, I already know." Even so, V reached out toward me and began to measure like I showed her. She placed the end of the measuring tap at the base of the bottom of my cock, right where it meets my balls. She pressed in firmly, and measured diagonally up the side, ending at the top side of the tip.
"Huh. 4.3 inches. I guess you rounded up?" V said, looking up at me.
I feel my cheeks redden slightly, and Ty just starts laughing.
"That's not how you measure a cock. You start at the base, *at the top.*"
"Oh." V says. She adjusts the tape, starting where Ty directed her. She runs the tape measure straight to the tip, where she reads it aloud.
"3.5 inches." She half-covers a giggle. "It sounds so small."
My cheeks burn a little more, but I can't find any words. I had always known that I was exaggerating my size, but my wife never knew until now.
"Your turn." V giggles as she turns toward Ty. She presses the end of the tape measure at the base of his massive, jet black dong. She runs it up the length, and after what seems like forever, her voice catches in her throat as she reads the number."
"11.8 inches. Oh my God. You've been fucking me with a foot long cock. That's like four times the size of yours, Dax." V looks up at me in wonderment.
My cheeks are burning bright red. I almost point out that it wasn't quite four times the size of mine, but I realize that would just embarrass me more.
V drops the measure and begins to stroke us both again, then sucks us one after another, back and forth.
In between cocks, she looks up at us and says "My two very favorite men in the world." Taking a quick suck of my cock, she then says, looking at me "You are my love, my husband. You take care of me, provide for me. You love me. You give me the best sex of my life" My heart swells with pride. Or maybe my cock swells with pride.
V turns and takes a quick suck of Ty's behemoth and finishes her sentence. "By sharing me with you. I love your huge twelve inch cock. You give me the best sex I've ever had. I would do anything for you. I would let you do absolutely anything to me. I would never tell you no. No matter what."
All the pride I felt turns to ice. V is stroking both our cocks slowly, and pulls gently down on mine. "Come kiss me, love."
I drop down to my knees in front of her and kiss her. She breaks off the kiss, turning her head slightly to Ty's giant cock, opening wide to take his massive size between her lips. She keeps her other hand on the back of my head to keep me close, her lips on his cock just centimeters from my face.
V releases Ty's climax-nearing cock and turns her head slightly, pressing her lips against mine, forcing her tongue in my mouth. I don't even hesitate before kissing her passionately. That's how hot V is, and how much I love her. It doesn't matter that just seconds ago, her lips were wrapped around a huge black cock. She wants to kiss me, and that's that.
While we are kissing furiously, V is rapidly stroking Ty, his bulbous cockhead pointed directly at the union of our mouths, too close for comfort. His moans increased, and I began to panic. Was she going to make him cum like this? She wouldn't humiliate me like that. Would she?
Yet she was furiously pumping his cock, her hand locked onto my head, her lips locked onto mine. Ty groaned and suddenly V releases me, pushing me away, and points Ty's cock to her precious tits just as it erupts. Torrents of steaming semen fly onto her tiny tits as she pumps it. It seems like ages before his balls are finally emptied, and she gently pushes him back.
Immediately I'm overcome by madness and desire, and I climb onto her, pushing her back onto the couch. I go straight for her tits, and begin licking the steaming hot cum off of them. V moans as I lick and suck on her tits, slurping the cum off them. Her tits were nearly clean when I realized what I was doing.
I wasn't kissing V after she gave a blowjob, to show her I loved her. I wasn't eating V's cum filled cunt to make her orgasm again. I was licking fresh cum off her tits, and I didn't know why.
I stopped immediately, and adjusted to stuff my raging erection into her ridiculously stretched out cunt. I pound her dripping, sloppy cunt, searching for friction. I pull out and press my hand easily between her folds, and then press my cock inside my hand. I jerked off inside V for just a moment, flooding her with my own pleasure. I pull out and sit down on the couch, and she slowly sits up next to me.
Ty walks over to our mini bar and takes a moment, looking at the bottles. Finally he picks a bottle of 140 proof bourbon, grabs 3 double-tall shot glasses, and fills them. He grabs them, turns, and walks back toward V and I, his huge dong swinging softly between his legs.
He sets the three shotglasses down on the table in front of us, looks directly into V's eyes, and says simply, "Drink."
V's eyes didn't leave Ty's as she reached down, grabbed one of the glasses, and tossed it back. She couldn't keep from making a face though - that's a LOT of 140 proof liquor. It's crazy strong. She set the glass down, waiting for the next person to take their shot.
"Drink." Ty commands. V, trembling, picks up the second shotglass and downs it, trying not to choke.
"Drink." Dear God. He is going to make her drink six shots of this crazy liquor. She was half drunk before we started. She's going to be completely fucked out of her mind.
I don't stop her though, and she obeys again, fumbling this time as the liquor is hitting her, fast and hard. She downs the third glass and just drops the glass on the carpet.
After a few minutes of silence, Ty reaches down and sweeps V into his arms, and starts carrying her toward the bedroom.
"Where arrerer we goin?" V slurs.
"We're going out. First, we shower."
I don't know what I think right now. I'm too drunk to go out already, and the double tall shotglass of bourbon that I just poured for myself isn't going to help. I drink it anyway, trying to clear my mind. Soon V and Ty emerge from the bedroom, showered and dressed. V is stumbling badly, and can only walk with considerable help from Ty. She's wearing a skin-tight black tank top, her hard nipples poking through, and a short black miniskirt. I don't have to ask if there's anything underneath. She looks smoking hot.
"I'm gonna ... I'm gonna... Gonna go, go out with Ty for a littttle bit while." V says, barely making any sense. "He wants to wants take to take me out."
The panic in my eyes clear even to my drunk wife, she tries to soothe my concerns. "Don worry Dax I don't I won't fuck him innn the car."
Apparently that was good enough for drunk me, because I kissed her goodbye, and watched her head out with Ty's help.
About 30 minutes passed when I got a video chat call from V. I hastily answer, as best I can in my quite drunken state. I had thrown back several more drinks while I was waiting.
V says, loudly and very drunkenly, "I am going to tattoo I am getting a tattoo. Ty says it will be soooo hot so I want to do it for him. For you. He pickeded out a good one a good one"
Before I can even process that and start to argue, I hear a man in the background say that he's ready for her. V hands her phone to Ty "Herree baby let Dax watch."
V walks over to what looks like a dentist's chair, with a workbench and tools behind. A guy nearly as big as Ty is standing at the end of the chair. "OK where do you want it?"
V looks over at me. Or Ty? I guess he nodded, because she did the same. Then I have to stifle a choke. V slides her skirt down, and clumsily steps out of it, holding on to the chair. And no, she wasn't wearing panties. The tattoo artist looks at her like a hot little piece of meat, eying her gorgeous dangling pussy lips.
V turns around and half lays / half falls into the chair. The artist continues to stare appreciatively, this time at her tight ass. "Right or left?" TA asks.
V mumbles something that I couldn't catch. TA says "OK. Right it is. Before I start, I need to massage the area to make sure it's not too tense."
I have a few tattoos, but I have never heard of that before. V just mumbles her approval. TA places his giant hand on V's firm ass, gently kneading her perfect right cheek. "Damn..." he muttered. He spent a good 2 or 3 minutes rubbing my wife's ass before Ty cleared his throat, and then he got to work.
I watched, speechless, as this man tattooed my wife's right ass cheek. It felt like an eternity, when finally he sits back. "All done."
V stumbles to her feet and looks over her shoulder into a nearby mirror, admiring the artist's work. "Daxx I love I love it." I couldn't quite tell what it was from my view.
His eyes not leaving my half nude wife, who was standing directly in front of him, the artist says "OK, that will be $120." V looks over at Ty.
"Oh, shit, I don't have any cash with me." Ty says.
"I need to get paid. It's $120." TA says.
"V do you have any cash?" Ty asks. V just shakes her head. "Look, you're gonna have to find a way to pay the man for your tat."
A look of utter confusion passes over V's face. Everyone stays silent, waiting. I know what Ty was implying, but V wasn't that drunk, or that much of a slut.
Finally, a look of understanding shows on V's face. Then apprehension. "$120?" "Yes. $120".
My jaw literally dropped, as I watched my wife stumble slowly to her knees in front of this tattoo artist. She reached up and began to fumble for his zipper. She was going to suck a stranger's cock to pay for her tattoo. What the fuck.
Suddenly Ty bursts out laughing. "Stand up woman. I'm just fucking with you." He walks forward and hands the artist his cash, and pulls V to her feet. "I can't believe you were gonna suck his dick."
"I was I was not I knew you were jjust playing" V said, not convincing anyone.
"Say goodbye to your husband."
"By bababy." V says, poking clumsily at her phone, finally hanging up. I just stared at the blank screen on my phone, unable to close my jaw.
An hour passes. I think. There's a knock at the door. I answer the door, not even thinking to put on any clothes. It's 3 in the morning.
I open the door and V is standing there, alone, Ty having dropped her off. She smiles drunkenly, and I'm not sure she was really sure where she was.. She grabs hold of me for a kiss.
I bring V inside and close the door. "Show me."
V clumsily drops her skirt and turns. On her right ass cheek is a fairly large tattoo of a spade, like from a deck of cards. It's filled in black except for a bare part in the middle. It's a Q. She has a spade with a Q.
I'm not happy about the tattoo, but look, she's hot as hell, and she looks sexy with a little ink. It makes her just a little naughty
I carry her to the coach, and gently push her over the side. I press my brand new erection into her gaping cavern easily, and thrust into her while I look at her sexy new tat. Maybe it was the taboo nature of the whole thing, but I didn't have any trouble finding my release this time, unloading in under a minute.
The next two nights meant two more drunken nights out with Ty, and two more tattoos. Each was identical to the first black Q / spade design, except for their sizes. She now has a smaller spade directly above her labia. It will show when she wears her tiny bikinis.
Her third and last tat is on her right tit, and it shows if she shows any cleavage, which is nearly always. It is the smallest of the three.
I was a little annoyed at the first one, but mostly turned on. A little more annoyed at the second one, and I finally put my foot down after the third one. V inked up is hot as hell, but I don't want her covered in ink.
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I had been trying to land a prospective client at work for months. Finally I got a meeting with him - he was going to visit my house for the afternoon for lunch, and to talk. Landing this client would be a huge catch, and I made sure to tell V how important it was. She promised she would put on her best good wife show.
V was finishing up with lunch prep when I heard the knock. I strode confidently to the door and answered, smiling as I greeted our guest.
"I appreciate you taking the time to meet with me today, Mr. Thomas," I say, shaking his hand. "Welcome to our home."
"Dax, call me Jordan. And I am confident you'll make it worth my while," my guest says, smiling.
"Let me introduce you to my wife, Vanessa." As we walk into the kitchen, V is bent over, getting the steaks out of the oven. She is stunning in a short, but not scandalously short, absolutely skin tight black dress. We wait patiently for her to set the steaks down.
"V, this is Jordan Thomas. Jordan, this is my wife Vanessa."
V smiles and says "Please, call me V."
Jordan takes V's extended hand and kisses it softly as he looks down at her. "It's absolutely my pleasure, V."
A little time passes and we get down to lunch and small talk. V is the perfect hostess - an absolute pleasure and incredibly attentive.
After lunch, as V is clearing the table, Jordan asks "So what do two normally do on a beautiful day like today?"
"Well normally, we would go for a swim." I reply. "But I know we have business to discuss.
"You know... A swim sounds excellent, and we can discuss business after."
I smile and agree. "It is too nice outside not to swim."
"I don't normally carry around my swimsuit, so I hope it won't be awkward if I just swim in my boxers?" Jordan asks.
"Not a problem at all. You can change in there." I reply, pointing toward the bathroom.
Jordan returns a few minutes later wearing only a pair of light grey boxer briefs. He obviously makes use of the gym, as he is in good shape. I notice that V can't help but sneak a few looks.
I change next, into my red bikini-style suit, which doesn't get a reaction at all from Jordan. I tell him to head out and we would be right there. After he's outside, I gently grab V's arm.
"You're doing great, but you need to wear a decent bikini. Not your white one."
"I know."
"And you better be wearing a bikini *top* when you come outside."
V rolls her eyes. "Fine. Decent bikini. With a top."
Satisfied, I join our guest out back.
Ten minutes later, V emerges from the house with a cooler full of beers. She's wearing a bikini I haven't seen before, but I know the style well. It was bright red to match my own. The top was just like the top of her black bikini - tiny triangles that only barely cover her nipples and little more. Her small breast tattoo stood out. The bottoms were similar to her white bikini - absolutely tiny bottoms, and thin strings with ties along the side. I knew the back was a G-string without looking. The bottoms struggled to contain her enormous labia, which formed a large bikini bulge. Her other Q tattoo was prominent, directly above her barely covered pussy.
We are both rendered speechless as she walks toward us. Near a little table by the chairs, V turns away from us and bends to set the cooler down. Her entire perfect ass on is view for my hopeful client. The red string disappeared between her perfect, almost unmarred cheeks. The large Q spade tattoo was her ass' only flaw.
Finally one of us found a voice, as V reached down to hand us each a beer.
"So you're a Queen of Spades. I never would have guessed."
V smiled innocently. "I guess I am a Queen of Spades... My... Husband insisted I get them. He thinks they're sexy."
"I hope you don't mind my saying so," Jordan said, not taking his eyes off my wife, "But they are. You are the loveliest woman I've ever seen."
V pretended to be shy, but I knew she eats that kind of talk up. She proceeded to saunter over to our diving board, turned her back to us, waiting an excessive amount of time to show off her perfect rear form before executing a perfect backflip into the water.
A few hours pass as we talk, listen to music, laugh, swim, and most of all, drink. We drank. We drank a lot. V refilled the cooler several times. She was plastered. I was long past the point of reasonable decisions. Jordan appeared to be right there with me.
The sun was getting low in the sky, and we all decided to take a break. Jordan and I sat down in chairs. As V was climbing out of the pool, "Low" by Flo-rida came on. V just loves this song, and can't help but to dance to it. As she walks toward us, she begins shaking her hips and moving to the music. When Flo-Rida talked about shorty getting low, low, low, V got low, low low. We both cheered her on.
Jordan is in awe. "Are you... a dancer?" It was a nice way of asking if my wife was a stripper.
V laughed as she continued to dance to the next song. "No. But sometimes I wonder if I would like it."
"You would be incredible at it." Jordan says. "I hope you don't mind me saying that." That was directed at me. I decide to play along.
"I keep telling her she is the best dancer I've ever seen. I would let her, too."
"Dax!" V admonished me, but she continued to dance suggestively.
"Lap Dance" came on next, and V continued to dance to our encouragement, getting closer and closer. Finally she turned and lowered herself onto my lap. I would have pushed her off, but I could hear Jordan cheering her on. She feels amazing grinding against me. I grasp her around her tiny waist.
"Tsk tsk. Customers aren't allowed to touch." V sets the tone, removing my hands. I keep them where they are as she grinds away.
"My God, you are the luckiest man alive."
I say nothing and enjoy my dance, until V finally rises. She takes a few steps to Jordan, and dances near him. When she received only enthusiastic encouragement, she actually lowered herself onto his lap, grinding her tight round ass against him. Soon, she reached behind her and slowly, seductively, untied her tiny bikini top, letting it fall gently away. She continued to grind against him, now topless, though her breasts remained hidden from him.
To his credit, he keeps his hands directly at his side.
As one song flipped to the next, V rose, spun around, and straddled Jordan. She brushed her perfect breasts against his face as she lowered herself, bringing her barely covered pussy against his barely covered cock. He was loving every second, and watching my wife this way drove me wild.
V rose again, rubbed her tits in his face, and whispered something in his ear.
"Are you sure?" He asked, incredulous.
"I am sure. If you are."
Jordan reached down and slid his boxers down, and his large dark brown cock spring out, hard as stone.
V lowered herself once more, grinding her barely-covered womanhood against his bare manhood, teasing, tormenting him. Somehow, he did not reach out and grab her.
V reached down to one of the tie sides of her last remaining item of clothing. She gently pulled until it gave way, then she did the same to the other side. The strings fell, but her bottom did not fall completely away until she rose and pulled them off.
Once more she lowered herself, careful to keep Jordan's cock on the outside. Her pussy was dripping, covering him with her delicious nectar as she ground against him.
"V you had best be careful."
This comment from Jordan only made her intensify her grinding. Before any of us knew it, he was groaning as he found his release, my wife's massive labia rubbing his shaft.
V slowed her grinding, and after Jordan's high started to recede, he says "I feel I should slip a couple hundreds in your G string, but..." He trailed off as his gaze when to V's discarded bikini bottoms on the ground.
V rises, once again pressing her tiny, perfect tits into his face. Climbing off fully, she haltingly apologizes, realizing she went from being the perfect wife to an incredibly slutty stripper wife very quickly. She slides her G string back on, carefully stuffing her labia back inside, to once again form a massive bikini bulge. She doesn't bother to put on her top - years of wearing a one piece bikini make it feel normal to her.
"More drinks?" I ask everyone, not sure where to go from here. Both V and Jordan can't nod quickly enough, and I get another round for everyone.
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Meet Lloyd Finkelstein, a six-foot-tall, lean, red-haired and green-eyed young man living in the City of Ottawa, Ontario. He works for CBC as a systems analyst, which makes him a glorified geek, something he's been since his halcyon days as a computer programmer at the University of Ottawa. If you were to look at Lloyd, he'd seem bland and basically harmless, and that's where you're totally wrong. He's forthrightly bisexual, a natural sensualist, something of a sadist, and the fellow definitely likes a good challenge...
While Lloyd seems like a benign fellow, one who does everything from attending the local synagogue to donating to Amnesty International, supporting the Liberal Party and all that jazz, there's a whole different side to him. This all-around good guy definitely has a hidden dark side. Lloyd likes sex, which is something of an understatement. The City of Ottawa, Ontario, is full of lovely women and hunky men of all hues, and for an opportunistic and adventurous bisexual man like Lloyd, this is a veritable smorgasbord.
Lately, Lloyd has developed a thing for Black men, and not just any Black men. The men that Lloyd deal with have to be both Black and bisexual. Lloyd finds gay males of all colors dull and boring, for they usually hate bisexual men and find female bodies repugnant. Lloyd cannot fathom how anyone can resist a beautiful lady with a big round ass, or a hot manly guy with a deep voice and a big cock. Anyone who would go to a restaurant and swear off half the menu is one hundred percent useless as far as Lloyd is concerned...
Lloyd prefers bisexual men, because they're usually more masculine than gay men, more fun in bed, and they're not hysterically opposed to having a female involved in their bedroom romps. A threesome involving two men and one woman is definitely Lloyd's idea of a good time, especially if the lady is kinky and the men are sexually flexible. The more the merrier, as far as Lloyd is concerned. The best of both worlds is to be enjoyed as often as possible, that would be Lloyd's motto, if Lloyd had one.
"You are a lovely couple," Lloyd said to Samir Hussein and his girlfriend, self-avowed ( with the requisite tattoo ) Queen of Spades Brianna Dormer. The three of them sat inside the Bridgehead café located on Metcalfe Street, a heartbeat away from the Ottawa Main Library, where Lloyd met Samir and Brianna one frosty November evening. At first, they were weary of Lloyd, because, let's face it, lots of White males have a problem with Black men who date White women. Lloyd is the exact opposite of that...
"Thank you, Lloyd," Brianna said, smiling at him, and Samir Hussein nodded. Lloyd sipped his tea and continued bantering with his new friends. Brianna Dormer, a five-foot-ten, pleasantly plump, blonde-haired and blue-eyed young Caucasian woman originally from Red Deer, Alberta, is quite the looker. She came to the City of Ottawa to study business administration at Carleton University, and ended up staying after graduation. She'd fallen in love with a certain handsome Somali-Canadian Muslim hunk...
"You're not so bad yourself, Lloyd," Samir said, and Lloyd grinned and nodded gratefully. Six-foot-two, lean and athletic, with smooth chocolate skin and slick dark hair, Samir Hussein was handsome in the unique manner of Northeast African men. Lloyd had a thing for Somali men, Ethiopian men, Djibouti men and Eritrean men. As far as Lloyd was concerned, men like Samir Hussein personified male beauty.
"Now you're making me blush," Lloyd said, openly flirting with both Brianna Dormer and Samir Hussein. A natural talent for reading people is what propels Lloyd in life, both at work and at play. For example, Lloyd knows that Brianna Dormer is a Queen of Spades, one of those freaky White women who only fucks Black men. Lloyd also knows that Samir Hussein is bisexual, and his girlfriend Brianna is okay with it. For Lloyd, this last tidbit definitely opens up infinite possibilities...
"We can do much more than that," Samir said, looking into Floyd's eyes, and Floyd nodded, before smiling at Brianna and Samir. The three of them took an Uber back to Lloyd's place, a nice two-bedroom apartment located not far from The Glebe area of downtown Ottawa. They went in, and were given a tour of the place, then the trio sat in the living room, had some wine and relaxed.
"Hmm, I've got a bisexual man's dilemma, I can't decide who's more fucking hot, a White woman who only fucks brothers, or a bisexual brother," Lloyd said to Samir and Brianna, who smiled. Without further ado, Lloyd unzipped his pants, freeing his nine-inch, uncircumcised pale cock. Brianna looked at him and licked her lips while Samir nodded in appreciation. Lloyd smiled, knowing that he had them right where he wanted them...
"Hmm, you're the first White cock I've tasted in years," Brianna said to Floyd as she knelt before him and stroked his cock. Lloyd nodded at Brianna and winked at Samir. The Somali Canadian Muslim stud pulled out his long and thick dark dick and began stroking himself while watching his plump blonde girlfriend fellate their new friend. Brianna greedily sucked on Lloyd's cock and massaged his balls. She was clearly having fun...
"That's nice," Samir said, and Lloyd nodded, admiring Samir's big Black cock, which was at least nine inches long, while Brianna sucked him off. Brianna sucked Lloyd until he came, and when he did, the foxy curvaceous blonde gal sucked every last drop of his cum. Samir joined the action, and Brianna grabbed his big Black dick and began sucking him off while Lloyd watched. Watching Samir's big dark dick slide in and out of Brianna's luscious mouth turned Lloyd on immensely, and he soon found himself hard again.
"Always wanted to bang a Queen of Spades," Lloyd said as he rolled a condom on his dick. Brianna was on all fours, sucking the hell out of Samir's big dark dick, and Lloyd came up behind her. Playfully he smacked Brianna's big White ass, and then pushed his cock into her pussy. Brianna inwardly gasped as Lloyd's big White cock filled her pussy. He was the same length as Samir's big Black cock, but a lot thicker. Brianna began grinding her big pale ass against Lloyd's groin as he fucked her. The chubby blonde Queen of Spades hadn't had a big White cock in a long time, and hadn't realized how much she missed it...
"Fuck her hard Lloyd," Samir said, and Brianna looked up at him while sucking his big dark dick hungrily. When Samir finally came, Brianna drank his cum. Lloyd gripped Brianna's hips and slammed his thick pale cock into her pussy. Most White men were secretly insecure and disgusted by White women who fucked Black men, but Lloyd wasn't like that. Lloyd is a bisexual gentleman who doesn't discriminate based on race or gender. He likes to fuck White women who fuck Black men. He also likes to fuck Black men who fuck White women. If that's not progressive, then what is?
"Let's switch things up," Brianna suggested, and Lloyd and Samir nodded in agreement. Samir lay flat on the floor, and Brianna sat astride him, impaling herself on his big dark dick. Meanwhile, Lloyd came up behind her, and he spread her ass cheeks, then lubricated her. Without further ado, Lloyd pushed his big pale cock into Brianna's asshole, and then he began fucking her with slow, deep strokes. Double penetrated by two hunky bisexual men, Brianna squealed in delight. Lloyd and Samir drilled their cocks into Brianna's holes like there was no tomorrow, until she could stand it no more...
"Come here Sam," Lloyd said, after Samir pulled his big Black cock out of Brianna's pussy. The curvy blonde sat down, taking a breather while the fellas continued with their fun. Samir smiled, and then Lloyd grabbed Samir's big Black cock, tugged on it and then began sucking him off. Lloyd smacked Brianna's big White ass with one hand and stroked the length of Samir's big Black cock with the other while fellating him. Lloyd couldn't decide which one he liked best, the taste of Black cock, or the feel of White pussy around his cock. So he definitely had to have it all...
"Oh fuck, that feels good," Brianna squealed as Lloyd's cock filled her pussy while fellating Samir. Back in the day, in her native Alberta, Brianna fucked a lot of well-endowed country dudes. In Ottawa, Brianna discovered well-endowed Black men, and eventually fell in love with one, her dear Samir. Watching Lloyd suck Samir's big Black cock while Lloyd's cock filled her cunt turned Brianna on so much that she felt on the verge of orgasm. Moments later Brianna came, squealing in delight, and Lloyd pulled out of her...
"Now let's have fun, Sam," Lloyd said to Samir, pausing for a moment. The red-haired bisexual hunk resumed sucking off the Somali brother, and he didn't let up until Samir came. Afterwards, the real fun began. As an amazed Brianna looked on, Lloyd put on another condom, grabbed some lube, and then showed Samir a good time. Samir lay on the carpeted floor, stroking his big Black cock while Lloyd began fucking him.
"Brianna, come suck me off while Lloyd fucks me," Samir said, and Brianna nodded. She grabbed Samir's dick and sucked him as Lloyd pushed his big White cock into her favorite Somali stud's tight ass. Samir groaned as Lloyd penetrated him, and Lloyd smiled. Brianna sucked Samir's cock, her gaze riveted on Lloyd's cock as it filled Samir's ass. The Queen of Spades was both disturbed and turned on by what was happening, and Lloyd was enjoying every minute of it...
"A lot of White guys hate seeing White women with Black men but such couples turn me on, whenever I see them, I want to fuck both the Black guy and the White woman, at the same time," Lloyd said, laughing, as he pumped his cock up Samir's ass. Samir cried out in pleasure as Lloyd packed his booty with his manly rod. Brianna sucked Samir's cock and fingered her wet, hairy pussy. She'd known her man Samir was bisexual for some time, but couldn't believe the things he was doing with Lloyd...
"Fuck yeah, fuck Samir's ass, fuck him even harder than you fucked my ass and pussy, Lloyd," Brianna paused to say, surprising both Samir and Lloyd. The two bisexual men exchanged a smile, and resumed their fun. Lloyd raised Samir's legs in the air and plunged his cock even deeper up his ass, causing him to scream louder. Seconds later, Brianna felt a torrent of cum flood her mouth as Samir came. Pleasantly surprised, Brianna drank every last drop of Samir's cum, and watched as Lloyd pulled his cock out of Samir's ass. Freaky men are sexy, Brianna thought happily.
"Thank you for a wonderful evening," Lloyd said to Samir Hussein and Brianna Dormer, after the three of them exited the shower. They got dressed, then returned to the living room and had some more wine while talking about all the freaky and fun things they'd just done. Lloyd and Samir shook hands, then Brianna gave Lloyd a hug. Hand in hand, the happy, adventurous couple left Lloyd's place, got in an Uber and headed home. A great night as far as all parties were concerned. Lloyd went to bed with a smile on his face. He looked forward to many more adventures like this one...



        The New Queen of Spades

        A white girl becomes a slave for BBC.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-new-queen-of-spades

Title: The New Queen of Spades

Author: SlutProblems

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: A white girl becomes a slave for BBC.

Tags: noncon, spit roast, creampie, nonconsent, interracial, bareback, non-con, slut, bbc, queen of spades




*Trigger Warning* The following piece of art may be offensive to some people because it contains rape fantasy, and is not real. Real rape is wrong. This story is intended for those who enjoy rape as a fantasy or role-play and it not intended to be real or to be reproduced in any way.
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Jade was gorgeous and that was probably why Erik wanted her in the first place. He had always wanted to date a white girl but he had never actually done it out of respect for all of the black women who had warned him not to. He had no reason to turn to a white girl when he had so many black women who could satisfy his needs. The only problem was the undeniable attraction to this perfect girl. Jade had long, dark hair and a perfect body. She had the lightest white skin. He could hardly resist her.
"Hi Erik, how are you?" she called one day as she walked past him on her way to work. He didn't answer. She was their newest roommate and though he had complained when his roommates decided to take her in, he was happy she lived with them now. His cock had been aching for her. Her hair was gathered up in a loose bun. She wore a white t-shirt and tight jeans that accentuated her perfect ass. Her ass wasn't like a black girl's and yet he found himself wanting it.
"Erik? Can I help you with something?" she asked.
"Yeah, be my girlfriend," his eyes met hers and he wasn't sure if she would take him seriously after the way he had treated her like she was nothing and like she didn't exist. He hated himself for having feelings like this for a white girl but it was God's cruel joke on him. She was irresistible to him and he couldn't control himself when he was around her.
He sealed the deal with his big, black cock later that night when she got home from work. He held Jade's legs apart while he stroked her tight, little white pussy with his big, black dick until Jade was begging for mercy. She had never cum so much as his black cock battered her insides with its brutal force. He loved the sounds of anguish and alarm that erupted from Jade when he pounded her pussy too hard. He knew that she couldn't take much more but he was hungry. He was greedy and wanted to see how far he could push her before she broke.
Erik didn't realize how much he wanted to rape her ass until he was on top of her and she was begging him to stop. She was screaming so loudly but he kept his hands firmly on her forearms, holding her down as he forced his cock deep into her pussy. He looked down at her face and loved how pretty she was. He had to admit it. She was the prettiest girl he had ever fucked and he was fucking her harder than she could take.
"Please! Please. My pussy can't take anymore! Stop!"
"How about you give me that asshole then, Jade," he suggested with an evil laugh.
"No! Your cock is way too big. It's too think and way too long. You would destroy my ass," she explained patiently.
"Lemme just try it."
"No."
"Yes."
"No!"
"Okay, babe. I respect you. You can trust me," he told her and she loosened up and let him kiss her. Their kisses were intense and he could tell that Jade was every bit as much in love with him as he was with her. He knew that he could get away with what he was about to do even though he knew that it was wrong. Jade would never tell on him and he needed to get his cock off in her so badly. He wanted it more than he had ever wanted anything.
"Oh Erik, you feel so good," she sighed with happiness as Erik added some lube to his giant cock. He massaged her asshole with his fingers, rubbing the lubricant around on the outside of her hole to make sure his cock slid in smoothly.
"Good, baby. I want you to feel good." Now was the time. He was ready to take her ass but he knew that he was going to have to do it quickly and smoothly. He pushed his cock firmly against her tightest hole until he felt her sphincter give way. "Oh my God! Yes!" he screamed as he took her by surprise.
"Nooo! Oh my God! What are you doing? Stop!" she screamed as she pushed at his shoulders, trying to get him to stop. There was no way he was stopping until he had nutted in her. He held her down by her shoulder with one hand and by the neck with the other. Eventually, she stopped fighting and just let it happen.
"Take my black cock in your ass, you stupid white bitch!" he screamed at her. He was possessed by something but he wasn't sure what it was. There was hatred and greed inside of him as he took what he wanted from a girl who had completely trusted him. She would never trust again after he was through with her. She fought valiantly until she could no longer fight and that was when Erik lost complete control. He pounded her little asshole until she was shaking and cumming beneath him.
He paused. Someone was arriving home. It was probably one of his roommates and maybe their girlfriends. He looked down at Jade. She was listless and drooling and something about that was sexy. She had completely given up.
"Erik? You home? We ordered a pizza! We-" The door to his bedroom opened and his roommate's eyes got big and his mouth dropped open. "Erik, what are you doing with that white girl? I thought you only dated black girls. I thought that you...wait are you fucking her ass?"
"Yeah, buddy. You want a turn in this white bitch's asshole too? Or maybe her mouth? Take her mouth. We can spit roast her!"
"Nah, man. This is your bitch."
"Don't be afraid because she's a white girl. She sucks some good cock, don't you Jade?" Erik willed her to answer and gave her a menacing look that he hoped would inspire her.
She nodded.
"See? She wants it. She loves black cocks, don't you Jade?"
"Mmmhmmmm!" She answered and that was enough for his roommate. He had his cock out and in her mouth in less than a minute. Erik was harder than he had ever been as he and his roommate used Jade's tight, white body for their sexual pleasure. She was limp like a rag doll, allowing them to pose her and use as their personal sex doll.
Erik was shocked at how hard he was fucking her tiny, white ass. She screamed as he fucked deeper and deeper into it, bareback. He loved the feel of her asshole gripping his cock tightly and he wondered how many cocks had fucked Jade's tight ass.
"You want a turn in her ass?" he asked his roommate.
"Yeah, sure."
They switched places and Erik could clearly see that his roommate's cock was even bigger than his. Watching him rip her asshole open with it was a real treat as he slid his cock into Jade's pussy from underneath. The look on her face would haunt Erik in his dreams for the rest of his life. She looked excited as if she welcomed the pleasure until his dick was all the way inside of her and the look of pleasure morphed into one of pain. She cried out.
"It's too big for my ass!" she cried.
"Shhhh," Erik told her. "This is my friend. You let him plow your ass as hard as he wants to with his big dick and you take mine in your pussy at the same time. You hear me?"
"Yes."
"You going to take out cocks like a good, little white girl, Jade? You going to cum on them and beg us for more, you little slut?"
"Oh my God! There's so much cock in me!" she screamed and she was absolutely right. There was way too much black cock stuffed into her tiny, white body but she still had one hole left and so as soon as their other roommate came home they invited him to stuff her mouth full of cock as well. It was a beautiful sight, Jade filled with three big, black cocks and stuffed past the point of comfort.
"You're a good girl, Jade," Erik praised her and that was when he finally came, right up inside of her pussy. It was a good orgasm, the kind that he would always remember and when he was finished and pulled his cock from her pussy he was happy to see that his roommate that had been in her mouth moved to her pussy to get some of that for himself. "Give him your white pussy Jade. This is what you were meant for. You are supposed to be a set of white holes for black cocks. You love doing this, don't you, you little slut?"
"Yes, Erik," she murmured, her features soft and glowing as she took two cocks at once. She was so sexy when she was being a slave for black dicks. He loved how subservient she was, how willing to please. His cock was getting hard again and so he joined the group again, this time putting his cock in her mouth. She sucked him hungrily and that was when he realized how horny she really was. She was enjoying this and that made him happy. He liked the thought of doing things to her against her will but he also liked the thought of her eventually loving those things and wanting to do more of them. This seemed like one of those times and Erik smiled to himself as the roommate in her asshole came hard, dumping his load in her.
The roommate in her pussy was still going and she was sucking Erik's cock so well that he wondered if he was hard enough to go back in her ass. He rearranged himself until he was poking his cock into her asshole, this time slowly and painfully. She winced every time he pushed it past her sphincter and then pulled it back out. He could tell that what he was doing was irritating her but he liked fucking with her and he was enjoying getting a rise out of her. She came hard, her pussy clamping down on his roommate's cock until she had squeezed every last drop of cum from his balls. Erik was the only one still going and he held her down, pushing her face into the comforter and pounding her asshole with his cock relentlessly.
"You are made to take black dick in your ass, you little hoe!" Erik screamed in her ear. "Aren't you?"
"Yes, Erik, I'm your little white slut. You can fuck me as hard as you want to! Use me! Use me! I'm your white slave! Use my ass!"
Her words were shocking to him but he liked them. He liked them so much that he spewed another load of cum directly into her bare asshole, dumping all of his load until he had that empty, hollow feeling he had been craving for so long. This little white slut had drained him completely.
"Damn, what a slut," one of his roommate said, shaking his head half in disgust and half with respect.
"Yeah, what a little, white slut. We love it, don't we guys?" he asked them.
"Yeah!" they chorused as Jade beamed with pride. She knew she had all their dicks to herself and she looked like she wasn't quite done with them all. Erik was shocked. He'd never been with a white girl before and so he had no idea what BBC actually did to these girls. He didn't realize that he had unleashed a monster inside of Jade. From this point on she would seek out only black cocks. She would become a Queen of Spades and only fuck black dicks for the rest of her life, reserving her white pussy for black cocks and nothing else.
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+++++++++
Queen of Spades
I was eating a sandwich and reviewing my afternoon presentation during lunchtime at Panera's when we met—she was sitting at the table immediately to my right and having lunch with a friend.
She was dressed casually—a white blouse that was open at the neck and exposing a generous amount of bosom; tight, sexy jeans that hugged her hips; and three inch heels. I guessed she was twenty years older than my twenty-seven years of age.
What caught my attention was the silver chain around her ankle and the matching, silver charm. It was a large spade with a black letter Q in the middle—a Queen of Spades symbol that indicated she fucked black men.
I also noticed a large diamond on her ring finger, along with a matching wedding band, and wondered if she'd married a brother or was cuckolding her white husband with black men.
She gave me a one hundred watt smile when she saw me staring at her ankle bracelet.
After her girlfriend excused herself to use the restroom, I reached out and gave my phone to the sexy, mature woman. She looked at me questioningly, so I said,
"Type your name into the chat feature and send it to your phone. That way, I'll have your name and number."
It took her a few seconds to type and send the information, but then she smiled and handed the phone back to me.
I told her,
"I need to go to a meeting, but I'm looking forward to chatting soon."
After I returned to my condo (from the gym), later that evening, I texted Tina:
[Me] Hi, Tina. I'm Chris. We met at Panera's this afternoon.
A few minutes later, I received a reply:
[Tina] Hi, Chris. I was wondering if you'd say hi.
[Me] I suspect many black men introduce themselves to you whenever you have that pretty, silver charm hanging around your ankle.
[Tina] Truthfully, I don't wear it too often. Only under the right circumstances.
[Me] And those circumstances are?
[Tina] I don't wear it at work or in places that might embarrass my husband. I mostly wear it when I'm out by myself or with girlfriends.
[Me] So, hubby knows and approves?
[Tina] Yes. We are extremely discreet. BBC has been my obsession for the last several years.
[Me] We seem to match up!
[Tina] Oh? How so?
[Me] My kink is mature and white.
[Tina] Are you just saying that or do you have experience?
++++++
Tina's question spurred a favorite memory. I was a freshman in college when I was at the grocery store buying some snacks. The woman directly in front of me in the checkout line was very attractive—she stood five feet, two inches tall, was slim, and had nice curves. I guessed she was in her late forties.
As she was bending over her carriage to reach the groceries in the bottom of the basket, her shirt rode up her back and I spotted the universal sign of a black cock queen—a tattoo of a black spade surrounding the letter Q was peeking over the top of her jeans. After all of her groceries were on the conveyor belt, she turned and smiled at me.
I smiled back and quietly said,
"My queen!"
When her smile became bigger, I asked,
"May I help you take your bags of food to your car?"
After I checked out and put my snacks in her carriage, I followed behind while pushing it.
I was moving her bags from her cart to the back of her Honda SUV, when she commented,
"You're quite the gentleman!"
I nodded.
"I'm always a gentleman...in public!"
With a twinkle in her eye, she asked,
"And...in private?"
"In private—?"
I reached out, took her hand, and guided it to my crotch where she proceeded to trace her fingers along the length of my hard cock.
"I can get very nasty!"
When her hand slid between my thighs and cupped my balls, I asked,
"Do you like nasty, black boys?"
She admitted,
"The nastier, the better!"
I guided her to the passenger side and opened the rear door.
"By the way, I'm Chris."
As she climbed into the back seat, I palmed her ass.
She looked over her shoulder and smiled.
"It's nice to meet you, Chris. I'm Angela."
Angela sucked my cock for the next thirty minutes while I finger fucked her tight, wet pussy and even tighter asshole. She gagged (violently) around my cock each of the three times she came. I came twice and she gulped down each load.
***
The next day, Angela was on time and knocked on my dorm room door at exactly noon. She was nicely dressed in a black T-shirt; sexy, tight jeans; and heels—her clothes were in a pile on the floor and we were tangled in a girl on top sixty-nine position within minutes!
I knew (from the previous day) Angela had great cock sucking skills. She slowly took my thick, black cock to the root (over and over!) while I licked from her tight, little asshole to her pink clit.
She came all over my face as I slid a finger into her tight pussy and lapped at her clit with my tongue. She bucked and came a second time when I bottomed out two fingers in her hole.
Angela spit my cock out after her second cum and announced,
"I need this cock inside of my pussy!"
She crawled down my body, reached behind herself, and guided my cock into her in a reverse cowgirl position.
It took a few pushes before Angela fully impaled herself and then started bouncing on my cock. I loved the look of her ass and tight, pink asshole as her cheeks flexed on my rod.
I reached out, grabbed her right butt cheek, opened her backside, and played with her asshole with my thumb. As Angela looked over her shoulder and growled, I pushed my thumb inside.
A few bounces later, Angela squealed,
"Come with me, lover. Fill my pussy with cum!"
Ninety minutes later, and after a long, hard, second fuck, Angela had sucked me hard, again! She was on her hands and knees (with my cock buried in her tight, little asshole) while I was holding her hips and sliding in and out of her well lubricated hole when I heard a key jiggling in my dorm room door lock.
Angela tried to pull away, but I held her in place as Tony (my roommate) entered the room with another buddy (Phil) as I continued a slow, deep, ass fuck.
Tony smirked and called out,
"Sorry, bud! I just stopped in to get my physics book."
Without missing a stroke, I replied,
"No problem. We'll be finishing up after my next cum."
Phil joined the conversation.
"She's hot...a real MILF! Is she any good?"
I answered,
"She's very good! She gives great head if you have time."
Angela reacted immediately by pleading,
"No, Chris! I prefer black men!"
"I know you do, baby, but please make me proud and show my boys how well you suck cock."
Tony had his pants around his ankles, and his hard cock pressed against Angela's lips, in a flash. It only took a few minutes for him to dump his load into her mouth so Phil could take his place. A few minutes later, Phil erupted down her throat while I came in her ass.
Angela and I remained friends throughout my remaining college years, and she introduced me to several other women and couples who craved an occasional big, black cock.
++++++
[Me] I've had many friendships with white women.
[Tina] Do you have an age range?"
[Me] Not really. I date girls my age, but have affairs with older women...mostly late 30s to their 50s.
[Tina] So, age isn't important?
[Me] Nope. I like attractive, submissive, and uninhibited.
After Tina didn't respond for a few minutes, I continued with:
[Me] When did you catch the BBC fever?
[Tina] LOL! I've been a Queen of Spades for five years. Love the visual of black on white!
[Me] Only the visual?
[Tina] At first, it was only the visual, but I've come to love black men's confidence, arrogance, dominance...and BBC! Have you ever had a married girlfriend?
++++++
The talk of ever having a married girlfriend reminded me of Pat and her husband (Scott). I'd stopped in the Marriott lounge to visit with my friend, Gloria—she worked as a bartender twice a week. The lounge was nearly vacant, so I took a stool two places away from the woman Gloria was talking to.
I stayed much longer than I thought I would because the conversation was interesting and fun. After I finally excused myself, the woman (Pat) dug into her wallet, pulled out a business card, and handed it to me.
"I enjoyed your company and conversation tonight. Give me a call if you'd ever like to meet for a drink."
On the face of the card was the familiar spade and Q drawing, and on the back was her first name and a phone number.
I smiled at Pat.
"I expect you'll be hearing from me soon."
+++
I arrived at Pat's upper middle-class home on Friday evening. She had invited me to share dinner with her and her husband (Scott)—he met me at the door and welcomed me.
He escorted me into their living room where Pat was waiting. She was dressed in a little black dress and looked amazing! She kissed me on the cheek and also welcomed me to their home, and then we talked for a few minutes until Scott returned with three glasses of wine. After "clinking" glasses together and taking a sip, Pat handed her glass to Scott and dropped to her knees in front of me.
As she was unfastening my belt, she said,
"I like getting the first cum out of the way so, after dinner, you can give me the good, hard, long fuck I've been thinking about since we met."
After my slacks and boxers were around my ankles, and my cock was bobbing freely, Pat excitedly commented,
"Look, Scott! A big one! Just the way I like my black cock!"
"I think you're going to enjoy yourself tonight, dear!"
Pat's gag reflex was a huge turn on. I think she liked gagging as much as I liked hearing the sexy sound. It didn't take long for her to get a pre-dinner appetizer—a mouth full of cum.
Scott served us dinner in the dining room after grilling steak, asparagus and potatoes. The meal was delicious and the conversation was surprisingly normal. After the last morsel was finished, Pat stood, reached behind her back, and unzipped her dress. After she stepped out of it, she was completely naked (except for her heels)!
She placed the dress over the back of her chair and instructed,
"Scott, please clean up from dinner, and when you come upstairs, please bring my dress."
"Of course, dear."
Pat held her hand out to me and, together, we walked out of the dining room and to the master bedroom.
Pat was insatiable! We started fucking hard and fast as soon as we entered the bedroom. I took her from behind as she laid over the edge of the mattress with her feet spread on the floor. After she came, I turned her over onto her back, rested her legs on my shoulders, and fucked her again as I stood in front of her.
I was on my back, and Pat was riding me, when Scott entered the bedroom. It was such a turn on to have him watch as his wife rode my cock that I only lasted a few more moments before I came deep into her snatch.
She was able to coax two more loads from my balls that night—one into her gorgeous ass, and the last down her throat.
"Chris, you're more than welcome to stay the night and sleep with Pat in the master bedroom."
"Thank you, but I have to decline your invitation, this time, because I'm going to have a very busy Saturday morning."
Scott escorted me to the front door and shook my hand as I left.
++++++
It took a few minutes for Tina's next text:
[Tina] Did the husbands' roles go beyond being voyeurs?
[Me] I'll guess half watched. The others were more involved.
[Tina] How were they more involved?
[Me] They'd eat snowballs and cream pies, they'd guide my cock into their wives' pussies, they'd coat my cock with lube for anal, and I've been blown and rimmed by white husbands.
+++
Her next text didn't arrive until lunch the next day.
[Tina] Do you have pictures?
[Me] Pictures? We met the other day. You know what I look like.
[Tina] You know what I mean!
I sent Tina a series of pictures of me shirtless and at the beach.
[Tina] Hubby is a thin five inches.
In the next series of pictures, I was naked and erect.
[Tina] Nice! Very nice!
Tina texted me a few hours later.
[Tina] Do you want to see pictures of me?
I suspected that I'd surprised her when I texted her back a few minutes later.
[Me] No thanks.
[Tina]?
[Me] I want much, much more than pictures.
++++++
The talk of pictures reminded me of Lucy and her husband, Jon. Lucy and I were members of the same gym. She was a very attractive woman in her late thirties. She dressed in tight work-out clothes that highlighted her C-cups and her spectacular ass!
A month after she first joined the gym, we were nodding acquaintances. A month later, we'd say a few words as we passed each other. I noticed Lucy's exercise routine seemed to change and she was in much closer proximity to me.
I was drinking a smoothie in the corner of the "cafe" area of the gym when Lucy approached me.
"May I join you?"
"Of course."
She was a very pleasant woman. Among many things, I found out she was married and her husband traveled almost weekly for business.
After a few more minutes, Lucy asked,
"Do you have any tattoos?"
"No, I've never gotten into body art. Do you have any?"
She nodded.
"I have two, but they're in very private spots."
"I'm intrigued! Tell me more!"
"I can do better than tell you. I've got pictures of each. Would you like to see them?"
Lucy scrolled through the picture app on her phone until she found what she wanted. It was a picture of her spread legs and bald pussy—just over the top of her clit was the Queen of Spades tattoo.
I checked out the next picture after Lucy encouraged me to look. It was a second, identical tattoo on her left ass cheek.
As I admired her athletic, round ass cheeks, Lucy told me,
"My husband and I have an open marriage, so while he travels, I get to play with black men, but there's a catch—I have to send him pictures. Interested?"
"It sounds like it might be interesting. The pictures would need to be discreet, though."
Lucy was sitting with her back to the room. She looked over her shoulder and could see no one was in sight.
"Are you hard?"
"Rock hard!"
"Take it out of your shorts and hold it against your stomach."
As I did what Lucy asked, she took out her phone and took a picture of my cock. I tucked myself away as she was pressing buttons on her phone. After she finished, she showed me her phone screen where I saw a picture of my rock hard cock, along with a text she'd sent to her husband:
[Lucy] Look what I found!
I spent the evening with her. We started with dinner at a local bistro and then dessert at a large, open air mall. She needed to do some shopping and then she invited me back to her condominium.
Jon received a number of photos that evening. Lucy took pictures of me as I undressed, and I took photos as she stripped. We took several series of pictures of my black hands exploring her body. A favorite snap shot was of Lucy's petite, left hand (with her diamond and wedding band centered in the picture) as she grasped my cock.
We sent Jon a shot of my cock half way down Lucy's throat and another of her blowing bubbles with my cum. Another set of pictures highlighted my cock buried in Lucy's bald, married snatch and ended with a picture of my cum leaking from her gaping hole. The last sequence had me fucking her round, athletic ass and cumming all over her smiling face.
I played with Lucy, at least, once a month and we always sent Jon pictures.
++++++
Early the next morning, Tina texted:
[Tina] Do you prefer single or married?
[Me] I prefer married because the relationships seem to last longer. I also enjoy the cuckold dynamic. Single girls are okay, but most often are one and done.
[Tina] I have a married girlfriend who's never been with a black man. Maybe, you?
[Me] Is her husband okay with her playing?
[Tina] No. He could never find out.
[Me] I'm not interested. I don't like cheaters.
++++++
The talk of cheaters reminded me of Julie and her husband (Mack). I met Julie at work. We'd run into each other on occasion, had worked on two interdepartmental projects together, and were part of that large group. She was in her early forties and tiny—she weighed no more than ninety-five pounds, had A-cups, and a small, shapely bottom.
Toward the end of the summer, Julie's husband had taken their three kids to a family retreat in New York's Finger Lakes area.
"My husband and I have an open marriage, I love young black men, and I want to know if you'd be interested in an older white woman."
"Older and white are my favorites!"
Julie liked rough sex. She wanted to be dominated and used, so we fucked and sucked for the entire week her husband and kids were gone. On the last night, I took her anal virginity, which opened an entirely new world for Julie.
"I wonder how I'll be able to introduce anal sex into my marriage after decades of refusing my husband?"
After her family returned home, she'd visit my condo once or twice a month.
One night, I was sitting at the bar of a local craft beer hall when a white guy sat next to me. After he ordered a beer, he turned to me.
"You're, Chris, right?"
I nodded my head.
"Yes, I am."
"I'm Mack Davis. My wife is cheating with you."
I tensed up because I expected a fight, but he sat quietly and took another sip of beer.
"Your wife is Julie?"
After he nodded, I continued,
"She told me you had an open marriage."
Mack sighed and said (in a humorous way),
"I wish I would've known it was an open marriage!"
He tried to say it with humor, but I could tell the guy was hurting...badly!
We were silent for a minute or so.
"I want to stay married to her, so I need you to back off."
He watched as I nodded with agreement and then he tossed a twenty dollar bill on the bar before he walked away.
After seeing the incredible pain that infidelity causes, I vowed to only have affairs with married women whose husbands were willing cuckolds.
++++++
The next day:
[Tina] Do you regularly share your white girlfriends with friends?
[Me] I prefer not to share, but I've been asked to join in with other Black Bulls and their married, white subs.
[Tina] So, you've been in group sex situations?
[Me] Many MMF and MMMF. Also, 15 black men and 3 white, married women.
[Tina] That's so fucking hot!
++++++
The talk of group sex reminded me of the time I ran into a buddy at the gym during my senior year of college. Mike told me it wasn't a sure thing, but a mutual friend was organizing an orgy (planned for the upcoming Friday night) with a few married, white women, and they wanted a group of brothers.
The women were older—all in their fifties. They were attractive, but definitely not gym goers—their husbands were out of shape, also. We spent nearly five hours double and triple penetrating them. They were worn out messes when I left at one o'clock Saturday morning.
++++++
The following evening:
[Tina] Can we meet? Maybe Friday?
[Me] You and me?
[Tina] No. You, me, and Larry. He's my husband.
[Me] Perfect. 8 p.m. Friday night. 72 Lewis Street, Unit 3. I have craft beer and wine.
[Tina] You want us to come to your home?
[Me] Yes.
[Tina] Just for drinks?
[Me] Plan on much more than drinks!
+++
Tina and I messaged back and forth over the next two days. It was late Wednesday evening, before our Friday date:
[Tina] I have a friend, Trudy. She's a white, married, BBC slut like me. I told her about our date and she wondered if you might have a friend.
[Me] Can you send a pic?
A minute later, I heard a "ding" and checked my phone. Tina had sent a blurred picture of a mature, fortyish, white woman. She was topless with fairly firm C-cups. Over all, she had a trim figure and a tattoo of a black spade surrounding the letter Q on her left breast.



[Me] Will her husband be coming?
[Tina] Definitely!
[Me] It's last minute, but I'll see if I can find someone. Go ahead and tell her she and her husband are invited.
Michael, Troy, and Jim were all friends of mine. While they didn't have the same level of kink for married, white women as I had, they all enjoyed the dynamic.
[Me to All] I have two, white, married, Queen of Spades and their husbands coming for drinks this Friday. 100% chance of pussy. Anyone want in?
+++
Friday afternoon, as I was leaving work, I received the following text from Tina:
[Tina] Larry and I will be picking up Trudy and Bill at 7:30. We'll be at your place on time!
[Me] Good. See you at 8.
[Tina] Were you able to find a friend?
[Me] Because it was last minute, I invited three guys with hopes of getting one.
[Tina] Did one accept?
[Me] All three accepted.
[Tina] Fuck!
[Me] A lot of fuck!
My doorbell rang just before eight, and I opened the door to greet my guests. As Tina stood in the doorway, she looked beautiful. She was dressed in a sexy, white blouse that left a great deal of cleavage on display. Her tan skirt came to mid-thigh, and her feet were covered with black, three inch heels
"It's nice to see you again, Tina."
I leaned in and kissed her cheek.
"Yes, it's very nice to see you, too."
She stepped past me and continued,
"I'd like you to meet my friend, Trudy, my husband, Larry, and Trudy's husband, Bill."
Trudy pressed both of her firm tits into my chest as we kissed cheeks, and before I reached out and shook both husbands' hands.
"Welcome! I'm glad everyone was able to make it."
Before leading the group into my living room to meet my friends, Larry said,
"Bill and I are a little concerned about the number of men here tonight."
"What, exactly, is your concern?"
Larry started,
"Well—"
He looked at Bill and then continued,
"There are four of you."
"Yes, there are four of us."
Since no one said anything, I asked,
"If there was a concern, why did you come?"
"Umm..."
Larry took a moment and continued,
"Tina and Trudy insisted."
As I looked between the two women, I asked,
"Do you ladies have any concerns?"
Tina admitted,
"I am nervous, but at the same time, I'm so fucking horny!"
When I looked at Trudy, she asked,
"How many guys do you think will want me?"
I laughed.
"Everyone!"
Trudy bit her lower lip.
"How many times...?"
She turned red as she couldn't finish her question. I guessed she was wondering about the number of times we could each get hard.
"You can plan on each of us getting hard three times. That's a dozen erections. Can you each take six?"
The evening was memorable. It didn't take long for the sex to start as Tina knelt in front of Troy and I and slurped between our cocks. Trudy did the same with Jim and Mike. The big surprise came when (after Jim blasted a load into her mouth) Trudy immediately got up from her knees, went to her husband, and kissed him!
While Trudy and Bill were kissing, Troy let loose into Tina's mouth. She followed suit by going to Larry and giving him a deep, cum-filled kiss, too. After the kisses were finished, Trudy took my rock hard dick and deep-throated me until I came. She took a second mouth full of cum to Bill, and we all watched as she kissed him. A minute later, Larry was taking another snowball from Tina's cum filled mouth.
During the following two hours, we had a nice, small orgy. We did vaginal/oral, anal/oral, and continually switched partners. After each cum, it was Bill and Larry's jobs to do clean up duty by licking the cum out of their wives' holes.
As the party ended a few hours later, and I was kissing Tina goodbye, she commented,
"Maybe you can find a couple more friends, plus these guys, for next time!"
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Sharon picked up her daughter's phone and tried another PIN. No good. She tried one more. Still no good. She put the phone back down. She only tried two a day, she didn't want to risk the phone locking up no matter how bad she wanted to know what secrets Cathy was hiding.
Cathy had always been a good girl and never hidden anything from her mother. That changed after she took the job at Robertson's Cleaning Services. It was Cathy's first real job, an office job, working directly for Phil Robertson alongside Phil's daughter Megan. The girls had been friends for years and Sharon trusted Phil (he was a good, successful, trustworthy, Christian, white man), but something changed almost right after Cathy started working there.
Cathy's father (Sharon's ex) and Cathy's stepfather (Sharon's current husband) both said more or less the same thing, "It's normal, the girl is just growing up and she wants a little independence and privacy. Give it to her."
Cathy's Grandmother (Sharon's mother) said about the same but added, "Don't go looking for what you don't want to find."
Sharon felt it wasn't normal, that something was wrong. It wasn't just secrets. It was late night texts and phone calls. It was disappearing for few hours at a time. It was a playing card tattoo when Cathy had never really played cards or expressed an interest in getting a tattoo. It was the home pregnancy kit Sharon found in the trash (negative, Thank God.)
Sharon made a mark in a little notebook she kept. Two tries a day for the past four weeks and she had run out of ideas. She knew all the PINs Cathy normally used and had gone through them. She had gone onto other guesses. Birthdays. High School Graduation Date. Date her dog died. Date she got a new dog. Sharon was pretty much out of ideas.
She put the notebook away. Tomorrow was another day.
The next morning, while Cathy was taking a shower, Sharon walked into her room and picked up the phone. The night before a new possibility hit her, the date Cathy started at Robertson's. It made sense, that's when all the changes started. She picked up the phone and entered the date 0925.
The phone unlocked.
Sharon stood and stared at the screen. Even though she kept trying she had sort of given up inside, assuming she'd never figure it out. What should she check first?
She flipped open the gallery and start glancing at pictures. The new puppy. Family. Friends. Some wildflowers growing near the house. A selfie of Cathy riding a horse (when had she ridden a horse?) A sunset. A butterfly. Strawberry picking with Megan. A picture of Cathy's feet in the sand with surf washing over them (it was obviously Cathy because you could see the tattoo. When did she go to the beach?). A few boys, some Sharon recognized, some she didn't, but not any faces that repeated a lot or more than others. Pictures of her 19th birthday party at the lake last August. Nothing odd or untoward about any of the pictures.
Even if Sharon was unaware of some of her daughter's activities, it seemed like it was all pretty normal stuff for an 18, no 19 year old girl. Sharon began to think everyone else was right and she was just being a clingy mother, afraid to see her little girl grow up.
She scrolled down a little more, relieved and preparing to put the phone back. She froze. Cautiously, as if she was afraid the phone was about to explode, she touched the thumbnail. The picture took over the screen.
It was her little girl, a selfie, no, not a selfie, someone else was holding the camera and Cathy was looking up at it with wide eyes. She was on her knees. Naked. Totally. It was pre-tattoo. The tip of a man's penis was in her mouth. Her ruby red lips where wrapped around it. It was a black penis. A black penis in Cathy's mouth.
It took a moment for Sharon to process when she was seeing. Her daughter, her baby, her sweet girl, had a black man's penis in her mouth. The penis belonged, obviously, to the man who was taking the picture.
Sharon flipped to the next picture. The penis hid Cathy's face as she licked the man's balls.
The next picture. The penis back in Cathy's mouth, deeper this time. Many more pictures like that.
Another picture. Cathy laying on the bed, touching herself, her head tiled off the side of the bed, mouth open.
A video. It starts like the picture, with Cathy laying on the bed, touching herself, her head tiled off the side of the bed, mouth open.
A man's deep voice asks, "Are you sure about this?"
Cathy answers, "Oh yeah. I've done it with bigger guys before."
He stands over her and rubs his balls on her face. "Mmmmm," she says, "God damn, I love sweaty balls."
"You ready, girl?" he asks.
"Yeah, gimme me your cock," she answers with a smile and opens her mouth.
He slips the tip of his penis in. All Sharon can see of her daughter is Cathy's chin and neck as the cock slides in deeper. It's going so deep.
Cathy makes a gagging noise. The man stops. Cathy waives her hands and makes a noise that sounds like "moompth"
"You okay?" he asks.
Cathy flashes an "Okay" hand gesture and makes the "moompth" sound again.
"You want more," he asks.
Cathy flashes two thumbs up. The cock starts to go deeper. All the way, it must be in Cathy's throat by now. She's still showing two thumbs up.
He starts to move back and forth. When he pushes in it looks to Sharon that Cathy's neck actually gets wider. This isn't a blowjob anymore, there's no other way to say it, this man is fucking Cathy's throat. She's still showing two thumbs up.
Sharon has never seen anything like it before. She feels shock and revulsion yet also a compulsion to keep watching.
Cathy only drops the two thumbs up to start rubbing her breasts.
"Damn," the man says, "that does feel nice."
"Told ya' you'd like it," says another voice. A girl's voice. A familiar voice.
The camera pans down Cathy's naked body to her feet. There, sitting on the bed is Megan. She's touching Cathy, running her hands up and down Cathy's leg. Megan is naked, too. No, not naked. She has panties on. Panties with a playing card on them. A Queen of Spades, the same as Cathy's new tattoo.
The camera pans back up to the man's penis in Cathy's mouth. "I'm gonna' guess this ain't the first time she's done this," the man says as he keeps moving.
"Apparently not," thinks Sharon.
"First time today," Megan says, laughing, "as far as I know, anyway."
The camera is getting shaky. The man is grunting.
"Cum on her face," another voice suggests. A deep male voice.
The camera moves. Megan is no longer at Cathy's feet. Megan at Cathy's side now, with one of Cathy's legs between her own, pressed hard into her crotch. Megan is dry humping Cathy's leg as she flicks a her tongue over Cathy's right nipple.
"Yeah," agrees Megan's voice, "spew on her face. The bitch loves that when she's in heat, trust me."
Cathy flashes an enthusiastic thumbs up.
The camera pans back. Cathy's face reappears as the man pulls his cock out of her mouth. "Oh god," thinks Sharon, "how could she breath?! He must have been killing her!"
But Cathy doesn't seem like she was being killed. Far from it. She's short of breath, but smiling. "Yesss...," a harsh whisper, is all she says.
The man is jerking himself off with one hand, holding the phone in the other. It's a shaky picture, all over the place. The first white cum shot emerges from the tip of the dark black penis. It misses Cathy's face, shooting onto her right breast and Megan's cheek. Megan laughs.
The next shot hits Cathy squarely in the left side of her face, right next to her nose. Another on her chin. And another. And another. There is so much, much more than Sharon has ever seen from one man. Cathy's mouth is open as she tries to catch it.
When he is finally done, he slaps his cock across Cathy's face. Once. Twice. Three time. She laughs and makes no attempt to avoid it.
She is enjoying this. It is hard for Sharon to accept but it cannot be denied. Her baby is enjoying be violated like she was a common street whore. Worse, maybe.
"She's not a baby though," a voice inside Sharon's head says, "she's a woman, 18, no 19 years old, with desires and needs, just like you at that age. Remember?" A distant memory of a 3some with some truckers a week before her first marriage flashes in her head.
The man is done but he keeps filming. Megan climbs on top of Cathy and they're kissing, touching each other...
With a start Sharon realized the shower had turned off. She hurriedly closed what she was looking at, put the phone back and headed to her room. She closed the door and laid down. She felt dizzy, almost faint.
The movie played over and over in her head. Why had Cathy done these things? Could she have actually liked it? Who was this man? Did Megan get her into this? And a black man! Does Phil know?
Images of the shinny, dark black, uncut cock ran through her head. Pure white cum squirting from the tip onto her daughter's face. So much cum...
Sharon realized she was squeezing her own breasts and enjoying the feeling. She felt a tingle between her legs and felt a need as she shifted her legs. It was a feeling she hadn't felt in so long, a need she had all but forgotten.
She was angry with herself. Angry for being turned on by watching a nigger abuse her daughter. And it was abuse, even if Cathy thought she liked it.
Sharon thought about the cock hitting her daughter's face. "That," she thought, "was clear evidence of violence." She was trying to be angry.
But the voice in her head had other ideas. It wouldn't stop. "I wonder what it feels like to have a man do that?" "I wonder if nigger sperm tastes different." "What would it feel like to have Megan's tight young naked body against mine?" "Who was that other man, was he there to have sex with girls or just watch?" "And Megan, sweet, pretty Megan, does she do things with the men or just with Cathy?"
Sharon put her hand down her pants and began to rub her clit. She couldn't help it. That other voice in her head, one that used to all but run her life, had been quiet for so long and now, after watching that video, the voice was back. There was only one way to quiet it. If she tried to ignore it for too long, it would lead to her doing worse, she knew that.
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After Sharon relived herself she headed to work at the Garden Center. She was running late and tried to focus on was being on time and praying she didn't get stopped for speeding.
Once at work it wasn't a particularly busy day and she had time to consider the problem further.
"Is there really a problem," the voice in her head asked, "the girl is 19, old enough to make her own decisions."
Sharon believed she could actually accept lesbian sex between her daughter and Megan. In fact she'd wondered about it for a while now; the girls still had sleep overs and seemed much more "touchy" than Sharon had ever been with a female friend. Plus Megan was really very pretty.
While watering plants in the greenhouse the image of nearly naked Megan ran through Sharon's mind.
Little Megan is sitting, nearly naked at Cathy's feet. Her complexion is perfect, skin is a uniform tan from sun bathing topless. Her tits are B-Cups with no sag, aureola just a little puffy and nipples stick out. Her stomach is flat and toned. Her toenails are painted red to match her fingers. Her only clothing is a pair of simple white, cotton panties with a playing card symbol, a Queen of Spades, on them. They are tight and clingy enough that Sharon can see the outlines of Megan's pussy lips...
A deep voice behind her brought Sharon back to reality. "You okay, Shar?" he asked, "you've been watering those mums for a while." It was her boss, Tim "Old Man" Jackson. He liked being called "Old Man" more than "Tim Senior" and his son was just fine with "Tim" as opposed to "Tim Junior". So that's what everyone called them.
By way of reply Sharon laughed. "Oh God, I guess I have been. Lost in thought. Must be getting old, I guess."
Old Man laughed back. "Nah, not you, Shar. You look like you should still be in high school to me. But maybe, even if we are getting older," he added, "it's nice we can still find time to daydream. Right?"
Sharon smiled back at him. "Who you callin' old, Old Man?" she asked. The fact is they were almost exactly the same age, born only days apart, and had pretty much grown up together. Same nursery, elementary, junior high and high schools. When Tim's son (Timothy Jackson, Jr) was baptized, Sharon was there. When Cathy was christened, Tim Sr. was there.
"So tell me what's on your mind. What's bugging you?"
Sharon shook her head. "No, nothing, just, like you said, day dreaming..."
"Okay," he said walking away, "well, I'll be in my office if you want to talk."
"Old Man" was certainly a better nickname than Tim's father, Marcus Jackson, had. Back when Sharon was a kid everyone called Marcus "Old Nigger Jackson". He had a pickup truck and he ran a little business out of it, cutting lawns, raking leaves and plowing snow for a living.
Marcus died just shy of Tim's 21st birthday. Tim inherited the pickup and built his father's little business into a privately owned chain of garden centers with stores in four counties. No one called Tim "Nigger" anything. At least not to his face.
Work was slow, as it often was this far in the fall. Spring, Summer and even early Fall was reasonably busy, October got a little boost from Halloween decorations and by November things were pretty dead. Sharon would have liked to start putting out the Christmas decorations already, but the Old Man had a strict policy against doing that before Thanksgiving (as opposed to his son, who would have left Christmas stuff out all year long if it made them an extra buck).
That gave her plenty of time to think about the video and, after a bit, she realized that the plants weren't the only thing getting wet.
She needed a distraction. It was Monday, she knew the Old Man would be in his office, watching yesterday morning's football games on his computer. Sundays, according to his wife, were for Church and Family. Football was fine in the evening, but that still meant a morning and afternoon's worth of games missed. Watching some with Tim would be a welcome distraction.
Sharon's knock on the door was more of an afterthought as she walked in and dropped into the couch in the office. Tim closed the lid on his laptop, as if he didn't want her to know he was watching football and not really working on spreadsheets. He didn't bother to hide the bottle of Seagrams and glass of it on his desk.
"Just come on in," he said, "make yourself at home..."
Sharon smiled at the jab. "Thanks," she said, reaching for the glass of whiskey, "I think I will." And proceeded to down it in one gulp and for some reason started talking.
"Tim," she said, "you're right. Something is bugging me."
"What's going on?"
"It's Cathy. She's just, I don't know, too grown up, too wild for me, I guess."
Tim looked serious. "A boy?" he asked.
"A boy. Maybe more than one. Maybe a girl..."
Tim nodded. "Megan, right? I've seen those two together. Very... close, I guess you'd say, but I don't think that means anything. They act like sisters."
Sharon shook her head and poured herself another drink. "Sisters? I can't say I've ever gotten naked and climbed into bed with my sister for a 3some and filmed it. I'm pretty sure that's not normal sister behavior."
Tim's eyes got wide. "Really?! They did that? You know this for a fact? You've seen it?"
Sharon took a more controlled sip. "Yeah, they did it and I know it for a fact and I've seen it."
"Do you know who the boy was?"
Sharon took another sip. "I couldn't tell, I couldn't see his face, but he was black. And big, if you know what I mean."
Tim seemed genuinely unsure what to say and Sharon realized how awkward things had become. "Oh God," she said, "I'm sorry, that's a lot to dump on you. I didn't mean to, I really just came in to watch the Buffalo game or whatever with you and get my mind off things. Oh God, let's just, just forget I said anything and watch the game..."
Sharon reached for the laptop and turned it toward her as she opened it. Tim didn't realize what she was doing until it was too late. By the time he tried to stop her the screen was open and had flickered to life.
He'd knew he should have a password protected screen saver or require a password when the lid was opened. For a while he even did, but it was just such a hassle. Plus his wife insisted on being able to look at his laptop whenever she wanted, so it seemed almost pointless. After all, no one would open his laptop and just start looking at it, that would be rude. And he only looked at this stuff online, he never saved anything to his computer.
Sharon's jaw was slack. There was a video paused but it wasn't football. There, on the screen, was a naked white woman, probably in her mid-forties, average looking, certainly not a porn star beauty. She was on all fours, bit tits hanging down to her nipples almost touched the bed. Behind her was a naked, dark skinned black man, obviously fucking her. In her right hand she held another lighter skinned black man's cock. It was huge. From what she could see, both men looked much younger than her, maybe in their 20s. The look on her face was absolute ecstasy.
Tim reached for the laptop to close it again. "I can explain..." he stammered.
She held out a hand to stop him. She glanced at the door to laptop to close to make sure it was closed and started the video again. Tim sat back in his chair, staring at Sharon, unsure what to do.
The volume was off but the video didn't need sound. The woman was doing her best to suck the cock in front of her but couldn't because of how hard she was getting fucked from behind. She rubbed her face against the cock and licked the balls. The camera moved to behind her and showed a closeup of a long, fat, dark black cock pumping in and put of her pussy almost like a machine.
The two black men switched places and flipped the woman onto her back. The camera panned to a mirror and Sharon got a look at the "camera man". A naked white man, about the same age as the woman in bed, his much smaller cock very hard. He paused to kiss the woman on the bed on her lips, despite the fact that she'd just been sucking other men's dicks. He looked her in the eye and, even without sound, Sharon could tell he said "I Love You" when his lips moved.
It was impossible to know if she was going to say the same thing since the young black man between her legs shoved his cock in and started to violently fuck her before she could respond. Her legs were up on his shoulders and he was pounding her. Despite the awkward position, she did her best to suck the other black cock.
The white guy, apparently her husband, sat on the bed, holding her hand and masturbating.
The guy fucking her pulled out and switched places with the other black guy. He fucked her for a few minutes and then they pulled her off the bed, onto her knees on the floor. The two black men stood over her, stroking their cocks in her face. She sucked the cocks until they came in her open mouth. The video ended with her husband kissing her on the mouth again.
It had been a little under 10 minutes in length and Sharon had sat almost motionless and completely silent while she watched.
Tim hadn't watched the movie, he didn't need to, he'd seen it before. Instead he watched Sharon. He watched her cheeks flush, he watched her subtly bite her lower lip, he watched her chest raise and fall as she breathed and gasped at what she saw. He'd never watched a woman watching porn before and he was surprised to discover it turned him on. His cock was as hard as it had ever been.
But this, of course, was Sharon, a long time friend and now employee of his. Certainly nothing would come of this.
"Are they all big like that? Black men's, you know..." she asked quietly.
"Well, all the ones in the movies," Tim answered, "in real life, probably not much different than white ones, I suppose."
"I've never been with a black man," she said.
Sharon got up and walked to the door. Tim thought she was going to leave but instead she just made sure it was locked. Tim was behind his desk, Sharon was in front of it. She felt safe when she said, "Show me."
"What? I can't, that's just, just... I can't."
Sharon just looked at Tim and repeated herself. "Show me." It was a request, not an order.
Tim pushed back from his desk. When he stood up Sharon could see the bulge in his jeans. He opened the zipper, reached in and fished out his cock shaft. Sharon shook her head. "I need... want, want to see all of it," she said.
Tim opened his belt, unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down, exposing his full hard shaft and balls. He was long, not the longest Sharon had ever seen, but he was also thick, and the combination was very impressive. He was not uncut, as the black men in the video had been, and Sharon was just slightly disappointed by that. His balls hung low but not loose and seemed large. His pubic hair was coarse and tight.
She didn't recall walking around the desk or reaching for the thick black cock in front of her, yet there she was, standing right in front of Tim, holding his dick in her hand.
'Well,' she thought, 'this is all that's going to happen. I can't believe I've done this. But it's over now.'
That's when she realized she was stroking Tim's big, hard, black cock. She felt a familiar tingle, a twinge between her legs, an urge she'd been satisfying for herself for a while now.
Tim reached a hand up and touched her left breast through her shirt. He squeezed slightly. It was like there was a direct connection from her tits to her pussy. The tingle gave way to a flood.
She looked up from Tim's and at his face. "Okay," she said. Even as she spoke she was starting to kick off her shoes and pull off her pants.
Tim nodded.
Sharon stepped out of her jeans. She turned toward the desk and bent over with her legs slightly spread. Tim ran his large black hands over the mounds of her white ass. Unable to restrain himself, he slapped it.
Sharon let out a noise like a gasp and whimper mixed together. Tim feared for a second he'd hurt her and she was going to panic and run. Instead she said, "Do that again. Please."
Each slap across Sharon's ass was a weird wave of pain/pleasure. It was like an electric charge running into her pussy. It felt a wet drop run down her leg and couldn't stand it anymore.
"Fuck me, I need it in me."
Tim and Sharon had been friends for a long time and he was an obliging man, yet now he felt the need to tease his friend and make her beg.
He began to run his middle finger between her pussy lips as he bent down and whispered in her ear, "Say please."
Sharon couldn't help herself. "Oh god, please," she begged, "please fuck me. I need it in me."
Tim's middle finger pushed into Sharon's pussy hole without resistance. It was wet and wide open. He began to move it in and out. To Sharon that one fat finger felt a lot like her husband's dick inside her.
Tim whispered in her ear again, "Is this what you need what in you?"
"Nooooo..."
"What do you need?" he whispered.
"Your cock, I need it in me."
"You need my cock in you were?" he whispered, still finger fucking her.
"In my, in my, you know, where your finger is..."
"Tell me" he whispered, shoving a second finger into her.
There was the slightest pause before Sharon broke and said what she realized she'd needed since she watched her daughter's video. "Please, I need your big, fat black cock in my white cunt, please. Fuck me, please." She wouldn't have thought it possible, yet the act of realizing it and saying it aloud made her even more wet.
Or maybe it was just the finger fucking.
Tim pulled his fingers out and push the tip of his cock into Sharon. She tried to move back to take more, but he held her in place. "Say it again," he whispered in her ear.
"I need your big, fat beautiful nigger dick fucking deep in my white cunt hole, please. Please." Sharon had never talked like this, but just then it felt good and right.
With that Tim shoved his dark black cock deep into Sharon's white cunt hole, straight in without pause. He didn't need to, she was wet and wide open. He pounded back and forth, mercilessly, punishing her for years of being a white tease and for saying "Nigger" minutes ago. She managed to slip a hand between her legs and rubbed her clit as she got fucked.
At some point Tim had started another movie. A series of short videos, a minute or two at most. White women, just an average looking mothers or housewifes in their late 30s or 40s or 40s maybe even early 50s. They were all sucking big black cock.
The first was sucking a huge, young, black dick in what looked like a public bathroom. She was completely dressed and his pants were open. She was licking his balls and shaft and rubbing it against her face and sucking until he came in her mouth. She showed a mouthful of cum to the camera and then showed her empty mouth after she swallowed.
Another video quickly followed. A naked white woman in what looked like a motel room sucking black cock. This one came on her face.
And then another scene, another white woman sucking another black dick. This one on her back, getting throat fucked the way Cathy had in her video.
The last scene was just what Sharon needed and within seconds was on the verge of the greatest orgasm she ever felt.
She pinched her own clit hard. Her asshole puckered. Her whole body tensed and convulsed and a little of what might have been piss squirted from her cunt.
Tim felt her cunt tighten around his cock as she came. He shoved in deep and hard one last time and let himself go. Sharon reached back just a little more and had her finger tips on Tim's balls. She felt them pulse as he pumped his nut deep into her womb.
After Tim was done with her, mini-orgasms rocked her.
Tim smacked her ass again as he pulled out of her. It felt good although it wasn't the same electric feeling of earlier. She slid off the desk and into a sitting position on the floor. Time started to pull up his pants but she stopped him.
She looked at his cock, no longer hard but not yet flaccid, it gleamed with her pussy juices. A white wad of cum was still on the tip. For well over a decade the only cock that had been in her mouth was her husband's, and not even that in years.
She acted like one of the video sluts, one of the white whore's she'd just watched. She licked Tim's balls and up the shaft and took the cock into her mouth and savored the taste of her cunt juices mixed with his cum and ball sweat. She sucked the last of his cum from his piss tube and swallowed it even as his seed began to leak and drip from her pussy.
And then she looked up at him and said, "Thank you."
Tim nodded. It had been years since he'd fucked a white woman and Sharon had not disappointed. He would have to fuck her again, he decided.
Curiously, Sharon was thinking almost the exact same thing at that moment.
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[In part 1, Nancy Wladczyk, former amateur video sensation, now a professional porn actress turning out films at about 1 a week, appeared on web-based interview show as part of her book tour heralding the pending release of "I Find the Time is Always Right to Fuck Black Men." The interview ended with Nancy and the show's hostess, Gwenn, each getting gang banged on stage by the members of her all black band.
Her return visit to the show comes shortly after receiving awards at the Adult Video Network Award show, as well as both skyrocketing sales of her book and an abundance of death threats and harassment for both Nancy and Gwenn, who revealed a side of herself even she hadn't seen.]
The story resumes, backstage, an hour before show time for Nancy's return interview.
My husband Ted - also my producer, my manager and, essentially my pimp - and I decided that this time we'd get to the studio way before curtain time. Last time I rushed to do everything, including taking extra time to film an airtight sequence to end a film. Can't say I regret it; I never regret getting that much big black cock, after all! But in the weeks since our last visit, lots had happened and I wanted to set up with Gwenn how tonight would go.
We walked backstage and encountered Gwenn coming out of a room labeled "Writers." Also with her was John Longham, the bandleader, pianist, and judging by the way they were connected to each other, big black lover for her.
"Ted! Nancy! I'm so happy to have you both back!" With that she hustled forward, hugged and kissed us both, and then gestured to Longham. "I'm sure you both remember John. He used to be just our bandleader, but now he's out bandleader and my husband!"
That gave rise to some appropriate congratulations. I spoke up.
"As I remember it, John was very well endowed. I hope the marriage hasn't removed him from the field of play. I would have made a move back then, but he only had eyes for you!"
Gwenn laughed as she answered. "Nancy, do you remember I told you how I'd had an apocalyptic, personal epiphany that night?"
I nodded.
"Well, to put it in a nutshell, I saw what I was missing due to some rather silly beliefs. And after about the fourth or fifth orgasm I had on his cock, I vowed that it was going to be my future to give him anything and everything he wanted. Kind of like how Ted is for you. So if John wants to fuck you, then I'll eat out your pussy to get you lubricated, suck his cock to get him hard, and then guide his big, beautiful cock into you. Because I love him, I know he loves me, and his happiness is more important than my old fashioned morals."
I started clapping, and then I gave her a high five. I looked over at Ted. "Damn, honey, you did it again. You inspired her! Now can you see if we can find time to make that little scenario happen? That sounded so hot!"
We laughed. Since, on that previous show, we (the six men in the band, Gwenn, Ted and I) had all gone to our hotel and spent the entire night trading partners and positions, I was confident we wouldn't have a lot of trouble working that out.
Ted spoke up. "So, Gwenn, not only have you decided to come over to the dark side, it sounds like you've also broadened your horizons to include broads." Everyone made a face at his attempt at humor - but we also laughed.
"See," said Gwen, "that was a part of my revelation. I was basically a lesbian promoter with no actual experience. I was for the cause, but never actually got physical. Overall, that was the night I decided that life would be better if I put up and shut up!"
"I have no problems with that," said Longham with a grin and a leer.
"And now" said Gwenn, "neither do I!"
Anyway, we retired to her dressing room, which had room for us all to sit comfortably Longham only stayed a few minutes so he could work out the after show with Ted, then he headed back to the sound stage for a rehearsal and to "warm up the audience."
"Hey John," I said, "Make sure the guys in the band know they are invited with us afterwards as well. Remind them of my last appearance; that should warm THEM up at the same time, okay?" I got a wink and a nod and he left.
"Anyway, Gwenn, did we do any damage to you, your ratings or your show?" I asked.
"The only thing damaged was a couple of stage mikes that got some sort of sticky liquid on them." We laughed at that. "Actually, that show was amazingly successful. We had our biggest audience to begin with, based on you appearing, and after fifteen minutes I was told that that had doubled! And you would not believe the replays it's gotten. If we charged for it we could buy up Microsoft by now! And once we announced your return visit the advertisers went gaga! Now, I admit we did have some negative feedback, but for the most part it's been copacetic."
"For the most part? That tells me there are some things that aren't really handled" said Ted. "Care to fill us in?"
"Well, the folks that objected for whatever reason - losing them was more than made up for by those we've gained - the expanded audience has been with us for three straight show now. It's been the crackpots that have caused a little drama and concern."
I made eye contact with Ted and nodded. He spoke up. "Gwenn, first off, we apologize. We are so accustomed to it that we never think of it - but some of those folks are pretty damn scary. It didn't occur to us to warn you and your team. Tell us more, and know we don't need evidence or proof because we've dealt with this before."
"I didn't even want to discuss it with you guys, but I'm really relieved to hear that you understand. Honestly, some of the filth and crap that we've received, from social media to mail and email, make me wonder how you guys are able to sleep soundly at night. Some of those fuckers are really twisted!"
"Yeah," I said, "they are. But there's a bit of hope. Tell her, Ted."
"Well, I've kept track of every crank and crackpot, every insult and death threat; every promise to do despicable things, and 99 out of 100 of them - actually, to be accurate, 599 out of 600 have been like farts in the wind. They stink and then they're gone. "
"And that 600th?" she asked. "What about him? I assume it was a 'him,' since everything we've heard from women had been so positive that I have to wonder if some of those guys aren't getting any anymore because their women had had enough."
"Oh, shit, I don't know if I'm up to repeating this one. Give me a moment." I closed my eyes, took a deep breath and felt Ted take my hand. That gave me strength and I continued. "Okay. So we got some nasty hate mail at times. And we hired a security team to work with us and tell us what to worry about and what to let go. They did things like make sure none of our personal information was on the web, checked our home for security and installed lights and cameras outside, and most importantly, reviewed all the insults, complaints and threats we had received. Fortunately, I have a very brilliant man for a husband who had managed to save them all - in many cases, without showing any of it to me. Almost everything was ultimately dismissed, and we actually wound up very entertained by it. Especially because the security company was very creative. Every piece of crap that they dismissed; they'd invent these hysterical diagnoses of the likely mental capabilities of the author. They kept us in stitches, frankly. If you want, we'll recommend them. As a matter of fact, they might make good guest material. You know - the shit that they deal with protecting celebrities, etc."
Gwenn took the name, wrote it down and put the note in a file folder called "Potential Guests." That would be great and it would be really wonderful to reward those folks for the awesome work they did for us.
"In any case, we had just spent about an hour, essentially laughing our butts off at their stories, when they got to the last piece and suddenly the room got very quiet. Like, scary quiet. So we knew there was something very different about #600. Turns out, it was sent by an escaped white murder suspect accused of killing a mixed marriage couple and their kids. Not only that, but this sicko was linked to a bunch of online rants and rages about how black and whites shouldn't mix, and that any woman who would bed a black man was nothing but a harlot damned to the depths of hell. That was pretty scary right there. But it was his message to me that shook everyone." I shuddered at the memory and just closed my eyes to take a few deep breaths. Ted and Gwenn waited until I could speak again.
"He promised he was going to find me when I didn't expect it, he was going to kidnap me and make me see the error of my ways before he cut off my breasts, shoved a shotgun up my cunt, pulled the trigger and then fed my bodies to the hogs."
Gwenn turned a little green at that. I waited for her to recover.
"The team considered that a real threat from a very dangerous man."
"So what happened?" she asked.
"Well, we have some friends in high places. Friends we've made while making our movies, frankly, and who we can't identify to others. We reached out to one of them, and he got the FBI involved. Then, the security company made sure that for a week I didn't go anywhere with an armed escort, and we had armed security patrolling our home 24/7. The FBI ultimately found him, hiding on a hog farm in Arkansas near where he escaped, and brought him in for the original crime. He's now on death row. If he weren't in isolation there's a good chance that the brothers behind bars would have made him their bitch."
Ted spoke up. "Yeah, those guys are some of Nancy's most loyal fans and followers since they know how she feels about black men and black cock."
"You could have let me finish before you interrupted, there, bud." I said with a smile so he got the point but wasn't wounded. "Nowadays, my mail is screened and every thing's copacetic."
"Well, the good news is that nothing we've gotten is on that level. At least that I know of. And if there was such stuff, I'm just as happy not to know we got it!"
"Great. So how do you want to approach tonight?" Ted asked.
"Well, the production crew has assembled a bunch of clips from the last time you were here, and we can show them and comment on them until we're bored. I know, we can talk about you actually getting that AVN award and how that was. Then there's the book - we'll be sure to plug it again and again. And then anything else you want. One thing everything backstage has said was that if you two guys wanted your own show, they'd all want to be working on it. They said you guys were naturals when it came to reaching the audience."
"How very flattering" I said. "I did have one idea. What would it take for us to take questions from folks in the audience?"
"I don't know! Let me ask, and if it's easy enough I'll just let you know when it's ready. If not, I'll let you know that as well. Now, why don't you guys get over to make up and then adjourn to the green room. I've got to move to get all that wardrobe/hair/makeup stuff done and get ready for airtime. You are my only guests; I've got a monologue and I know the band wants to play a special number for you, so let's get moving!" We air-kissed and went our separate ways.
We adjourned to the guest prep area where we asked a special favor of the all-woman team. We both stripped and told them that since we were likely to get naked, they ought to consider what needed attention to show best on camera. At first they were put off, but it wasn't long before they rose to the challenge. Frankly, these guys were better than some of my film crews! Soon enough my areolae were darkened to stand out, they'd managed to find rings to fit around my nipples, and they pasted a jewel of some sort into my navel! Then Ted brought out my butt plug.
"Ladies, we plan to have Nancy insert this before she gets dressed. We have a selection of ends for it - different color jewel-like ends. What will show up best on your cameras?" he said, showing them the selection.
Mae, who was the head of the team, started giggling insanely and we all joined in. Then she had me turn around and bend over. Then one at a time she placed those ends in between my ass cheeks to cover my butt hole. The consensus was that the best one was the green, sapphire-like end piece so Ted screwed that on the plug and handed it back to Mae. She blushed and I was worried she'd refuse, but then she grinned, took it from him along with the lube he offered and turned back to me.
"Let's be sure this goes in easily. Are you going to take it out tonight?" she asked.
"If it comes out it won't be on stage. We thought that we'd show it off to the audience, and leave it in - unless we had a really great reason to remove it. And we'd need something to replace it with. Ideally, something long, thick, black and pulsating. What do you think?" I replied, knowing full well that I wasn't going to pulll it out and get ass fucked on stage. We had plans for later. Then it would come out. But my lewd and lascivious nature took over for a few minutes. Well, I figured, no harm, no foul.
"I think I'm going to need to change my underwear - it just got very wet!" replied Mae, giggling. Karen, the other member of the team, reached over, grabbed Mae's crotch and just nodded.
"Just hold out a little longer, Mae. When they leave, I think I can resolve your issue" said Karen. Ted and I figured that was our cue, so I spread my cheeks and let Mae insert that plug. Once I felt it securely lodged inside I stood up, put my clothes back on (and, for the record, that meant I stepped back into my dress and zipped it up - I don't wear any underwear.)
"Ladies, we thank you. Now please enjoy the rest of the evening - as well as each other!" said Ted as we left, closing the door behind us.
"What do you think? Do we have some potential new performers to reach out to?" I asked Ted.
"Did you see a BBC attached to either of them?" he answered.
"Duly noted" I replied. "Just thought we might want to diversify at some point."
"Hmmmm. Duly noted" he responded, laughing.
Then we made our way to the green room and sat to watch the show begin. Last time I was here, I was ushered into the green room (in case you didn't know, that's the room for guests about to appear), the door closed and the next time it opened was when the director got me up to appear. It was a little bit different this time.
First off, a whole lot of the production crew was hanging out there, waiting to meet us. Every one of them had a copy of the book. Some had video boxes as well. Someone was very thoughtful and had set up a table with a chair and markers, and I sat to autograph whatever they brought. I was served chilled champagne and just had a wonderful time with all of them. I noticed that Ted was doing all right as well. He was encircled by a bunch of very hot young women. All of them had wedding rings on. I caught his eye and winked. He winked back. Something told me he'd rather stay backstage and take are of business - but there was always time after the show...
Soon enough the director came in and held out his hand to me, helping me up. It was a good thing he did - I was just a bit woozy from that champagne! Once I was standing he corralled Ted and brought us both into the wings off stage. And then we heard the introduction.
"And now, ladies, gentlemen and everyone else, returning to our stage are Nancy Wladczyk and her husband Ted Wladczyk. Give them a hand!" And we headed to the stage.
Just like our last appearance, the audience was on it's feet applauding. That gave me my first line as I was acknowledging the applause. When it died down we sat and Gwenn began.
"Well, guys, welcome back! As you can see, we are all thrilled to have you back again."
More applause.
"You mean they audience wasn't on their feet because you ran electricity through their seats? And it wasn't on the applause sign to stand?" I asked, doing my best to look innocent.
"Hell no!" came a voice from the audience. They all cheered that woman, whoever she was.
"Why'd you say that?" I asked, and the camera turned to the audience, zeroing in on one particular woman. She stood and Gwenn brought her a microphone.
"And your name is...?" Gwenn asked.
"I'm Sheila Begon, from Atlanta."
"And tell us, Sheila, what do you do in life, and then why you made your comment."
"Well, first of all, I'm a wife and mother. I have 3 children - two girls and a boy - and they are both grown and out of the house now. And when they left, my husband and I began to re-explore sex. I made him show me the porn that I knew he watched. I mean, come on, guys, we know you watch! Especially later in marriage when we ain't doing the nasty like we used to. You watch that stuff to see stuff you don't think we would like but secretly wish we would do. Right, y'all?"
She got more than a smattering of applause and agreement. She knew her shit!
"So I had my husband give me a guided trip into the world of the porn that aroused him. That got him hard the way he used to get with me. It took a bit, but finally he started showing me your amateur films. Girl, at first I was shocked silly. Those men had dicks as big as my arm. And hubby was nowhere near their size, but watching them fuck you he was hard as a rock and we took advantage of that for an entire night!"
That got the audience cheering
"And what then" I asked her. I felt like a lawyer - only ask the questions you know the answer to - and there was only one answer she was going to give.
"Well, first off, I watched how you dealt with those guys stuffing you full of their big meat and you were loving it. I couldn't believe how many orgasms I saw you have! I was crazy jealous. And when I asked my husband if he'd like to see me doing that - well, it was like I had just opened the kingdom of heaven and invited him in!"
"Please tell us more!" said Gwenn, gesturing to the studio audience.
"Well, it took a little bit to find a likely subject. I mean, there ain't a man alive who would turn down pussy - unless he's gay, I guess - but convincing a stranger that a 45 year old housewife would be worth his time took something. Now, the good thing is that my daughters and I used to work out together, and go to yoga together, so while my boobs have grown and drooped, I still maintain a nice figure. Don't I?" she said, holding our her arms and slowly turning around to show it off. That brought hoots from the crowd.
"Anyway, we eventually discovered a guy in our neighborhood. He was a widower and a real gentleman. We invited him over for dinner, and I proceeded to do the kinds of things I'd learned in Nancy's films. I reached under the dining table and put my hands on his thigh and I thought he was going to have a heart attack. That's when my husband rose to the occasion. He redeemed himself, as a matter of fact."
"Tell us, girl. What did he do?" I asked.
"He looked my neighbor in the eye, and told him that I was looking for big cocks, and that if he had one, then it was what I wanted in order to be happy - and that would make him happy, in turn. The only condition was that he had to watch. At that my neighbor took my hand and brought it to his cock and I damn near fainted! He asked if I thought he qualified, and I just nodded. The rest, as we say is history."
She blushed at the standing ovation she got. "Since then, our neighbor passed away, but not before he had had every hole in my body, many times. He introduced us to his sons, and they in turn introduced me to their friends, and I don't have a day go by where I'm not getting fucked royally by big black bulls. Even managed to take the virginity of some of the youngest of them. I'm now known as a birthday present!"



"Wow" said Gwenn. "Anything else?"
"Well, I now have tattoos in some interesting places. My favorite is this one." She unbuttoned her blouse and pulled down the cup of her bra to show the Queen of Spades. "One glimpse of this in the right company and my night is a done deal." She got another round of applause as she sat down.
I spoke up from the stage. "Any other Queens out there? Any BBC Sluts?" About a quarter of the audience stood up to the cheers from the rest. "Well, damn, sisters, it's rare that we gather in this big a group, isn't it? Let alone get loud and proud about it. I applaud you all, and later in the show we're going to take some questions from the audience. If I ask some of you for answers, would you?" Most seemed to indicate that they would.
Gwenn came back to her set on stage and sat in her normal seat. "Damn, Nancy, there is absolutely no telling where this show is going tonight, is there?"
"Oh, I don't know about that. While I might not know all the ports in the river, it's obvious the river is rising. What ever that means" and I laughed at myself.
"So, let's back track. When you were here last time you were nominated for an AVN award and your book had not yet been published. What's happened since then?"
"I'm not sure how granular you want me to be, but let me try. First off, doing your show was a real gas. Anyone here tonight who was there? Wasn't it wild? Didn't Gwenn do a great job that night?" That got applause.
"Anyway, the book was published on the day of the AVN awards, so I had a chance to show it onstage. I gave away a lot of copies to my fellow actresses in porn. I sold it to the guys for twice list price to make up for that." Got that laugh I was aiming for!
"Gwenn I'm told something happened during your speech" interjected Gwenn. Ted cracked up at that one.
"You might say. As I was trying to give my speech, thanking everyone and anyone who I'd worked with, for and under, four black hunks came on stage wearing only underwear and surrounded me. I threw away my notes, dropped to my knees and relieved them of their boxers. All four were hung like bulls, and very quickly I lost my clothes, mounted the biggest cock in the bunch, took another up the ass, one in my mouth and stroked the remaining one. Look, everyone there was in the business, so I guess I was showing off for my colleagues. And then I was joined on stage by lots of hot bodies. That night turned into the biggest orgy you'd ever imagined, and men and women were doing things that would melt film if they were on a shoot. Now I know last time we were here we gotten some moisture on the sound equipment - well, that stage in Vegas was drenched! It took them two days to dry the place out! My award is still covered in dried come - and I'm tempted to leave it that way to show how I earned it."
"Well, we have a surprise for you and for the audience. We managed to get some bootlegged video of that scene. If you want to see it, that is..." The audience made it very clear that that was exactly what they wanted. "Okay, team, roll the film"
And suddenly I was watching that very scene. I'm standing at the podium in a sparking, low cut dress with a slit on my right leg up past my waist - enough to suggest that I had nothing on underneath. Since I didn't, actually. And at 5 foot 2, I suddenly found myself surrounded by four black gods, with sculpted pecs and washboard abs in boxers. And they moved to surround me. Then the next thing to see was me rising up above them, now naked. I disappeared as they let down, and at one point they managed to get a shot of my on my knees, surrounded by those four massive cocks, sucking one after the other after the other. Somehow a bed appeared onstage. One of them lay on his back, his black dick standing straight and tall, and the video shows me being lowered onto it. Then the camera position changed and you get the view that shows one big one in my cunt and another one working its way into my ass. Again the camera changes to show a side shot and a third cock at my mouth. Even I gasped as I saw myself open my mouth and watched that cock go all the way in to press my nose into his pubes!
On the set, Ted caught my eye for a moment and looked down at my lap - one of my hands was under my dress and active. He winked at me, and we returned to watching the awards night. Now that I was airtight, the cameras began to catch the action in the room. Clothes were disappearing and watching the boobs emerge (natural and the enhanced) was almost like watching popcorn pop in the microwave. They faded the clip to black and brought the house lights back up to applause from the audience.
And the camera zeroed in on me because I had hiked my skirt up above my waist and was furiously playing with my clit. "Talk. To. Ted." I said. "I'm. So. Horny. That. If I. Don't Come. Soon. I will explode!" I stopped talking and concentrated on reaching nirvana.
"Um, Ted, what can you tell us?" asked Gwenn.
"Well, I kind of thought that clip said it all, really. And besides, I'd rather just shut up and watch my wife come. It's one of my favorite things in the world - orgasms for her really do rock her world." And he did just that, leaning forward to watch as I got closer and closer."
"See. Why. I. Love. Him. AAAAAAAAAH!" I'm told that that particular clips has received more than a million views on social media.
"How do you do that?" Asked Gwenn.
"You mean play with myself? Do you need lessons?" I quipped.
The audience broke up on that one. I heard a woman shout "If you don't know by now, I'll teach your ass, girl!" And the brought on more laughter.
"Don't you worry about it! I know what to do if my husband forgets." she nodded at Longham and the camera caught him holding up his wedding ring as she held up hers. "No, Nancy, I mean talk. How can you manage to even get a word out of your mouth while you're doing that? I can't do anything except moan, groan and scream" she replied, blushing as she spoke. That got the audience back on her side; lots of women were shouting out their agreement. It was getting rowdy tonight!
I calmly replied "Practice, dear. Practice."
"Isn't that also the way to Carnegie Hall?" joked Ted. "Should I book you there?"
And we got a rimshot from the drummer and applause for that from the audience.
"Hey, if you paid me, I could get some good writers and actually be funny once in a while" Ted replied.
"Honey, I do pay you. I pay by being your black cock slut and fucking as many guys as you want so you can get off watching."
"Touche" he replied.
"We're going to give our sponsors some air time as we clean up here - someone get a mop - and then we'll be right back." The red light on the camera went off and we just looked at each. And we simply laughed until we got the warning that we were going back on the air.
"While we were away the stage crew did a great job of cleaning up here" said Gwenn.
"I think they missed a spot on my chair" I interjected and got laughs as two members of the crew brought out another chair - this one covered in plastic - and helped me out of one and into the new one. "Thanks, fellas!"
"Now that we've handled that, what's there to talk about?" asked Gwenn.
Tad raised his hand and waved it like a school kid who needed to use the bathroom urgently.
Gwenn used it as an opportunity to get a laugh. "Um, Ted, you're a big boy, and if you really have to go that bad just get up and go. We'll be fine until you get back." The audience howled. Ted just kept up waving.
"Okay, Ted, what is it?" she asked.
"We can talk about Nancy's book!" he grinned as he said it.
"Ah yes, 'I Find the Time is Always Right to Fuck Black Men' was published since our show. How are the sales going?" she said, looking at me.
"Why are you looking at me? Ted's the man with the names and numbers. Ask him!"
He responded without prompting. "We have set all kinds of records in the publishing world. First off, they printed it with the word Fuck visible and intact. Every printing of it so far has sold out within days - and we are on the fifteenth printing. Not like we are printing 50 copies - no, these are runs of 200,000 books. It just got moved into e-book formats, and since we can link to videos - not just still shots like in a printed book - we've lost track of how many copies because they are going so incredibly fast."
"Has it impacted your website traffic?"
"Are you serious? Come on, Gwenn, you must be funning with me! First off, our membership rolls have doubled almost every week since your show. And we've added a new feature - one that I think Sheila from Atlanta may find interesting. In our members area, we are accepting tapes from members. In a few instances, those have had the benefit of turning women who were formerly amateurs into professional porn stars. It seems that, once women shrug off the boundaries, many of them find they like to show off. Our members aren't complaining - that's for sure!"
"You were telling us back stage about some of the problems you encountered. Fill our audience in, if you would."
I spoke up. "I was taught, growing up, that if you didn't approve of something then just don't participate in any way. It seems, however, that other folks see life differently. Not only do they not like what they see, but they want to make sure to tell me - and even to threaten me. Look, first of all, I don't give a fuck what they think. Are you listening? If you don't like it that I love to fuck black men because they have bigger dicks than you do, then too bad. Go hide in a corner and suck your thumbs or something. I now have my email screened before I see it, and my team weeds that stuff out."
"Look, for those of you who still think it's important that you tell me how bad, wrong, evil or whatever you think I am even though I don't care, let's get this straight. If that's your opinion, then don't watch my films. Don't visit websites that show my films. Don't buy my book or watch me do interviews. But if you are a guy and get the slightest hint of an erection, or a woman who finds her pussy moist after watching me take loads of black come, then you better confront your own inadequacies instead of trying to point to mine. Because I'm happy - and you are suffering in a stew of your own failures and faults. Sex isn't just for procreating. My clit has one design function - to give me pleasure whether you like it or not."
"Wait a minute, is that true?" asked Gwenn.
"It is" said Ted, "although if you thought about it, you'd see it for yourself. Here's a little basic human anatomy. The clit and the penis both contain a significant cluster of nerves that give humans pleasure. But the penis is a mult-function tool - it gives and receives pleasure, but it also function as the liquid waste disposal valve. The clitoris, on the other hand, has a very large nerve system and is not attached to any other bodily function. The only thing the clit does is allow for pleasure, and because of those nerves that pleasure is also found in the G-spot. I think it's the universe giving y'all a compensatory biological system for saddling you with the birth duties and your monthly visits by Aunt Flo. But then, what do I know? I'm just a guy, right?"
He got applause. As he should. That's my guy!
"So, like I said, there are jerks in the world who will sometimes try and rain on your parade. I think I'm really fortunate. I grew up and found good folks in the foster system who raised me to be a woman beholden to no one. So when I got out into the world, I just followed my passions. And since I didn't have family who would be embarrassed by what I liked or did, it made it easier. See, the thing about a reputation is that it can work for you or against you - and you get to say."
"Wait, what?" said Gwenn.
"A reputation is what other people think of you. If you worry about that, as if it really means something when people think certain things of you, then you are bound to act so as to avoid a reputation that you consider negative. If, on the other hand, you DON'T worry about what others think, then you are in charge of your reputation. I discovered the wildest pleasures on the planet the first time I got fucked by a big, black cock, and from that point on the reputation I was committed to have was as the best possible fuck a black man could find! Ted came along and we jumped on that. We worked at it. We did research about what we could do to make that happen so that I was happy and he was happy that I was happy. It helped that I am an exhibitionist and he's a voyeur with a great eye."
"Wow. I never, ever thought of it that way. We're going to take a commercial break and we'll be back and Nancy and Ted will take questions from the audience. Be right back."
Gwenn turned to me. "I never thought about how reputations are such bullshit."
"Because you cared about yours! Your agent and the network care about it because it it's wholesome enough, you attract a certain set of sponsors. If not, you get the moralizing folk attempting to shut you down."
"I see that now. I'm going to have to think about this one" she said.
We got the cue and were back on the air. "Our guests tonight, Nancy Wladczyk and Ted Wladczyk are here sharing about Nancy's life as a BBC lover. There are other terms that people use for you, aren't there?"
"Other than whore or slut or bimbo, you mean?" I replied and got the audience to laugh.
"Yes, you know. Sheila referred to herself as a Queen of Spades. Like that."
"Well, that term ought to be obvious, but in case it's not, a rather racist term for black men was spade. As in a shovel or spade. But women who only go with black men changed the reference to a deck of cards when they adopted Queen of Spades. After that, things tend to get a little more crude, however. Terms like big, black cock-whore, or bbc cumslut, and so on. Some of us advertise it loudly, and others of us tend to be more discrete." At that point I lifted my leg, also flashing my pussy at the camera, and showed the small Queen of Spades tattoo on my ankle.
"So instead of looking at your boobs, guys should check out your ankles?" asked Gwenn with a twinkle in her eye. It made me think that Longham and the band had been educating her while we were away.
"In my case, they don't have to because if they recognize me they know who I am and what I love. I have no need to be discrete. If I can get a sense of what they are packing and it's on the large size, then they will know without a doubt that they can have me. And by have, I mean I will let them fuck my ass, my pussy or my face until they give me their load."
"She has never been very shy" said Ted, "and especially if she thinks she's going to get fucked hard by big black dick. She gets like a hunting dog if she smells it.'
"Are you saying I'm a bitch?" I asked.
"When it comes to black dick, you bet you are" he replied and we did a high five so people got that there was no problem with it. "But for those women who have a need for discretion, you probably do want to look beyond their cleavage and check out the whole package. Ankles especially."
"Time for audience questions. We collected them before air time, and my staff have picked a number of them. Helen, from Baltimore, had a good one. Stand up, Helen." The camera revealed a woman with a rather plain face, but with a rack that suggested she was going to need either reduction surgery or back surgery in the future.
Gwenn continued. "Helen wanted to know what your daily life is like."
"Well, Ted and I live a private life. We have a nice place, and I usually have to devote at least some time during the day to cleaning. I tried to do it in the nude once, after hearing about all these folks on Craigslist who were advertising that. Didn't work for me, though - I'd bend over to pick something off the floor and a certain somebody saw it as an opportunity to practice his cunnilingus skills. And that was the end of cleaning for the day. Let alone cleaning in the nude." That got some laughs.
"Any way, usually around mid-day we have a script call. Well more of a 'what's the next scenario we want to try?' call. See, if all we wanted to do was show me fucking black gods and just enjoying the hell out of it, we think it would get boring. So we basically just come up with an outline and some thoughts about dialogue, then we deal with website matters, schedules, and the like. At last once a week we are filming - more if I can, actually. Then there's dinner, and we'll watch TV or a movie and call it a night. Probably a lot like you, right Helen?" She nodded and sat.
"We had at a few questions from guys. Andrew from DC, where are you?" The camera found a slim, tall black dude with a coffee colored skin. Nice, I thought to myself. Really nice.
"Now you see, Gwenn, what I was saying before? Is there any doubt that Nancy's wondering just how well hung Andrew is and when she can find out?" said Ted. The audience hummed and Andrew, for his part, just grinned and adjusted his junk.
"I'm sorry, what was the question?" I asked, breaking eye contact with Andrew.,
"Don't worry, honey. We didn't ask it yet. And Andrew? Come on backstage after we go off the air and we'll get you together with Nancy. Anyway, Gwen, what was his question?"
"Well, he didn't write down anything about getting in her pants, but you answered that one. It seems he wanted to know how you make your films."
"Well, we don't spend a lot of time on scripts, blocking and technical effects. No stunt doubles. Very little on costumes as well. For instance, let me give you the scenario for the film we finished today. I play a housewife. I send my hubby off to work after giving him a blowjob with his morning coffee, then when he leaves I go out back to sunbathe. I start off in a bikini, but eventually lose it. And that's about the time that the gardeners arrive. There I am, naked in a lawn chair, suddenly dealing with a team of 5 big black men. I had a lot of fun with that scene, actually."
"How so?" asked Gwenn.
"Well, we tried a couple of different things. In one take I was embarrassed and tried to cover up before they took control. Kinda of ordinary, actually. So we changed it around. They showed up, and I'm lying back, my arms on the arms of the chair, my legs spread and my shaved pussy visible, and I check each one of them out. And these guys were all studs! We did a two camera shot, and the camera at my point of view started at the top and worked down to the ground, then back to their junk. The other camera was on my face and I got more and more excited as I moved from one dude to the next. When we finished that shot I took off my sunglasses and hat and simply asked the question 'why are you all still dressed?' Caught everyone by surprise and we kept it. Then I tried to be as creative as I could with each of them."
I could see that Andrew appreciated the story as he adjusted his pants. Good. I had something to look forward to.
Gwenn asked "So you regularly sunbathe naked?"
I answered "Why have tan lines if you don't have to? Come on, don't you wear as little as you can get away with when you sunbathe?"
"Um, yeah. Do you worry about getting burnt in those sensitive places?"
"You mean like my boobs, my ass and my pussy? Having done that very thing once, I learned my lesson and use a very powerful tanning lotion to get my tan, then I manage it. Tough work, I know. But hey - no tan lines! Want to see?" I stood up, and finally dropped the dress. I did a slow spin, and when the audience saw my ass, they noticed the butt plug. It had the effect I wanted! "You did say this was a show for adults, didn't you?"
Gwenn took a moment, and listened to the voice in her ear. "That's right. Plus, we're on cable anyway. So stand up and once again show us your lack of tan lines - if you don't mind."



That brought a laugh! "Mind? Hell, Gwenn, I've been an exhibitionist for a long time and love to show off my body, as plain as it is."
"Plain? Are you kidding me? That looks anything but plain to me! I don't know too many women with a jewel plugging their butts, do you, audience?" That brought a round of applause, but I held up my hands.
"Here's what I mean by plain, just to clarify. First off, I have the same basic equipment that every woman in the audience or watching does. Some folks have more, some have less, but this is what we start with - a face, a chest with floppy lumps on it, a figure, a pussy and legs. We all know some other woman who has them in perfect proportion - if nothing else, we see them posed as pinups. Or maybe you have a friend who is a workout beast and really does have that perfect figure. But I don't! Look closely - my nipples aren't symmetrical - hell, the left on points down, not up. That's not perfect! My boobs are different sizes. I have scars here and there from various adventures. My ass? It's cute - but it's not the idealized 'bubble butt' that seems to be preferred by men. My hips are wider than my chest - are you getting the picture?"
Gwenn paused before responding. "I am, but I am not sure where you are going with this. So I'll ask: where are you going with this."
I turned to face the audience - to this day I'll never understood what got into me - and began to speak from some place I didn't know I had!
"Here's my point - every woman has the perfect body because it's HER BODY! You have to stop the insanity of comparing yours to other women! Yes, I know your boy friend or your husband or maybe even your girl friend, for crying out loud, will have things to say about your body and other women's bodies. SO WHAT? It's time to stop the insane business of comparing your body to someone else. That was what had me realize that, with all of the 'flaws' that imagined I had, if I worried about how I was looking, I was going to miss out on things like feelings and experiences."
"I'm not sure I see the connection, Nancy. Can you say more?" Said Gwenn.
"I think I can" said Nancy. "Too many women worry about what other folks think about their looks. They certainly don't ever ask men the right questions. Do you love me, or do you think I look fat or pretty or whatever give you answers that actually don't acknowledge. Let me tell you what I've discovered about men - they think with their dicks. And they are terrible at trying to put those thoughts into words. Am I right?"
That got applause from the audience.
"And would you like to know how their dicks think? It's really simple. If you have the secondary sex characteristics of a woman - that means you have boobs and a pussy - then they will respond. It's biological programming. The hard part for them is that they know it, and enjoy it until you ask them those dumb 'what do you like about me?' questions!"
Ted spoke up. "Ladies, when you ask that kind of question, most of us have learned or will learn that to answer it badly is to suffer because what we can say is rarely what you want to hear. So we struggle to try and come up with words that you'll hear so you know we know you aren't every other woman. But at the same time, with blood rushing out of our heads and into our cocks, our level of coherent conversation is strictly limited. Gwenn asked Nancy how she can talk during sex; almost anyone can, actually. We just can't come up with the nice, warm, loving things you want to hear because we are in the middle of the "I'm hard, I need to come, and that's all I can think about rush of hormones." Especially as we get older and we find things no longer work as reliably or insistently."
I spoke up again. "I'm not sure we are saying this well enough to make complete sense, but it's something we discuss a lot. I have a body that supports me doing what I love to do. It's a real body - not the airbrushed crap from Playboy. Ultimately, if you aren't comfortable and at home in your body, what exactly can you do about it? There are some very rich folk out there making money hand over fist due to your insecurities. They'll cut and chop, slice and dice, soak and scrub you for exorbitant sums. But every time you do something like that, it just reinforces your thinking that there's something wrong with you. Does that make sense?"
Gwen thought about it, and members of the audience did as well. After a moment she nodded and then answered. "I see what you mean." And we heard comments from the audience as well that says they got it too. "Anyway, we're taking a break and will be back."
Ted piped up. "While we're gone, those of you at home can get naked and relax with us."
And our friend in the audience, Sheila, stood up and shouted "and folks here in the studio, I'm gonna join them as well." And she started to undress on camera before the studio crew cut back to Gwen.
"We'll be back after a word from the folks who pay the bills and keep the lights on."
The director came up and spoke into her ear and they had a back and forth. She shrugged and said "it's up to them" and he nodded before going to the front of the stage and addressing the audiende.
"Folks, can I have your attention. If you do decide to strip - and I think it would be great - we are going to need you to sign a release that's a little more explicit than the one you signed that allowed us to show your face on camera as an audience member."
I came to the front of the stage to join him. "Folks, I'm a fucking porn star. My body is my tool. Some of you, however, live and work in jobs and communities where it might not go over so well for parents to suddenly see their kids' grade school teacher, or corporate management so see a receptionist, or the deacon of a church to see the choir director stripping nude on a nationally broadcast show. Actions have consequences - and in this case, please consider them strongly before you get rash here. I love naked people - but some folks don't. Please think hard before you commit - what might seem harmless or rebellious or just plain fun could backfire and bite you someplace. That's my two cents."
The director thanked me. At least a few folk stopped their rush to exposure, but we had about a dozen women and a few men stand there naked. "We'll have those forms for you before we broadcast any picture of the audience. Thanks for your cooperation."
"...and welcome back. My guest tonight is Nancy Wladczyk, adult movie star. Tell us, Nancy, how did you get started?"
"Well, Gwenn, I'm an orphan - my parents died when I was 8, and I went into the foster care system from that point on since I had no relatives. I've said it before - I was extremely lucky - I had great foster parents in every home. But many kids don't have that kind of luck."
"I'm told you are planning to testify before Congress about that system. Do you think that, as a porn star, your word will get through to the stodgy folks in the House and Senate?"
"Well, first off, they are NOT all stodgy! I've made the acquaintance of more than a few, and they do listen to me as someone who has been through the system and made her own success. Those who condemn me for my work, I simply ignore their scorn and outsmart them." That got a good laugh, and Gwenn used the opportunity to play a clip from a recent public appearance, where some ignorant toad had tried to dismiss me because I took money for having sex. When I told him that I wasn't letting my bosses fuck me over or my donors pay for my vote, it turned into an overnight sensation on social media.
"He didn't seem all that difficult to outsmart, did he? I'm still not sure he understood the dig!" I said. "But let's not skip over anything here. The foster care system only works if you manage to draw the fairy godmother card. That doesn't happen for many kids, by the way. Most of us move from home to home. Often times there are already kids and they are pretty ferocious about defending their turf. And on occasion, "daddy" thinks that because he's feeding and housing you that he has dibs on your ass. By the time kids leave the system, for some there isn't a form of sex they don't get exposed to."
"You've stated in your book that you had sex in some of your foster homes. Was it forced?"
"That's what I mean about being lucky. I wasn't raped or molested - I was loved on the spiritual, emotional and physical levels. That's all I will say - and have never named names, nor will I ever. My foster families are still family and friends. But I will speak up for the kids who wind up in foster homes who do get raped, molested and screwed up and over. Everyone should have a cause, I suppose - and that's mine."
Gwenn picked it up from there. "My guests have been Nancy Wladczyk, porn star and author, and her husband and manager Ted Wladczyk. I know that before the break you heard from some of our studio audience that they were getting naked. Many of them did, but because we are obliged to protect them, even having them sign enhanced legal documents, we are not going to be showing you what we are seeing now. It's pretty darned awesome, but you'll just have to imagine it for yourself. Good night, thank you, and we'll see you next week."
With that the broadcast ended and the house lights came up. The audience was on it's feet, applauding as they left. Except, as it turns out, for the naked folk who came forward. I sat on the stage and spoke with one after another of them. Andrew was one of them, and just as I had suspected, the dude was hung like a bull. And wouldn't you know it? He was gay - his partner, also naked, was with him. I still invited them backstage, along with our girl Sheila and three other tattooed Queens.
What happened after that is being adapted for filming and will be on the member site in the very near future.
[Please leave comments. Should this continue?]
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I was just hanging up the dish towel after drying the dinner dishes when I heard the doorbell ring. "Pat can you get that sweetheart?" I yelled to my wife. When there was no answer I hurried to the front door to find a UPS delivery man with a parcel.
My errant wife wandered into the den just as I was opening the package. "What's that?" she asked. "I'm not sure." I said as I ripped the package open. There was a DVD and a note from Dr. Sullivan inside the box.
"Oh look Pat said. It must be the video Dr. Sullivan made during my exam for the birth control pills." She said as she popped the DVD into the player. It was only a matter of moments before I once again had a raging hard on as I watched the black doctor fingering my beautiful blonde wife's pussy. He kept inserting more and more fingers into her welcoming vagina until he eventually had his whole fist buried wrist deep inside Pat.
Meanwhile his gorgeous black assistant had released my cock from my pants and was busily taking all seven inches of it down her throat.
As we watched the DVD I was reminded that my wife and I had never finished our discussion last week. We had been wondering what the Boss had in store for us the next time we met.
You may not know this but my lovely wife had gotten us into a situation that, truth be told, we both enjoyed. She had been coerced into having nude pictures taken of her with the Boss's gang of nine young black men. Subsequently, we had been blackmailed and allowed a number of movies to be made of Pat and I and the group of blacks. On different occasions they had cum on my blonde wife's face, down her throat and in her shapely ass.
We had been discussing the fact that up to this point no one, not even the Boss, had used her pussy. Pat knew that her pussy would very likely be the target for the next movie. I agreed but, knowing the Boss, I expected something that would be much more degrading to Pat and exciting for me. I'm guessing that Pat was going to have a big black cock in all of her holes at the same time. One cock would be in her pussy, one in her ass and a third one down her throat in a classic triple penetration.
As the video finished I turned to Pat and asked if she had given any thought to what the Boss might have in store for us next. She said "Well they seem to have been saving my pussy for something special. You know despite the fact that the Boss originally coerced us into this he has been very patient and has moved slowly." That's true" I said. "I think that he didn't want to scare us away and felt that if he pushed too hard we might just walk away. After all the shows and movies must be making the gang a good deal of money."
I said "Pat I have a suspicion that he has something special in mind for us this time." "What do you mean" she said?
"I think that you are going to experience your first TP."
"TP?" she said. "What is a TP?" she asked. Smiling I said "Sweetheart TP stands for triple penetration."
"You don't mean . . . . No! You can't tell me that he expects me to take three of those large black cocks at one time?" she exclaimed. Then I sat back and watched Patricia's face change from one of concern to a look of complete understanding. Then she broke out into a huge smile.
I said "Oh but I do. That is exactly what I think is going to happen but we will have to wait and see. I wonder when we will hear from him next."
Several days later we received a call from the Boss. "I've got a new venue." he said. "Here's the address. The old place was too small since your shows have become so popular. Be there around 7:30. The show begins promptly at 8."
When we arrived we were ushered into a little room where the Boss was waiting for us. "Patricia you know that we have been moving forward slowly with you and Steve. You have turned into a goldmine for us. Whenever we have a show all the seats are filled. This new place has around a hundred seats which our gang sells for $50 each. Then the movies we make each time we do a show sell like hotcakes on the internet for $24.99/ea."
"We have everything going for us. People love to watch a beautiful white blonde with beautiful breasts with pointy pierced nipples used by a group of blacks. When the woman is married and her husband participates like Steve does it adds yet another level. The fact that you deep throat all of those big black cocks or take them anally pushes the value up even more."
"Tonight we are going to go a step farther with you. I have been saving your pussy for me which I will finally get tonight. Tonight I am going to have your pussy while your husband uses your ass. After we are done you are going to be expected to take three cocks at a time. One cock will be in your ass. There will be another one in your pussy and the third will be deep throat in your mouth."
"As you know there are nine gang members so you will receive three different triple penetrations. All nine of the boys will pump cum into you. This is the main show."
"Before the show three random audience members will come on stage. One will use your mouth as a fuck hole while your husband jacks off the other two until they shoot their cum on your face. After you have taken all the boys three more random audience members will come on stage and you will be triple penetrated one more time by these three strangers."
"After all the show is over the gang and I have one more surprise for you so let's go. Strip it down. The audience is waiting."
We began the show as the Boss had said. With me on my back on the mattress my lovely wife squatted over me and slowly lowered herself until my cock was completely embedded in her ass. Facing the audience with her legs splayed apart she slowly rode my cock for a few moments. Then the Boss stepped between our outstretched legs and buried his black salami deeply into Pat's cunt. I could even feel him sliding in and out.
The Boss rode Pat until he finally shot his load deep into her pussy. When he was done she rolled off my cock and onto her hands and knees. I rose and stood in front of my wife who calmly took my cock which had recently been in her ass. She proceeded to suck my dick until I shot my load down her throat.
After that I just stood back and watched as my lovely wife began to service the three audience members and continued with the gang taking them all three at a time. Soon cum was dripping out of her cunt and ass hole. Her face and hair was covered with even more cum.
Finally, after about forty minutes it was over. I watched as the last dick slid limply from the lips of her pussy. She slowly collapsed and rolled over onto her back. Her legs were splayed wide open. She lay in a puddle of her own cum along with the cum of a number of black men. There was cum slowly oozing from between the swollen lips of her pussy. The rosebud of her anus was relaxed and cum was dripping from the opening. Her face was covered in cum and her hair matted with it.
I had never been more proud of my wife as I was at this moment. She looked absolutely beautiful to me. I was trying to do the math. If my count was right she had been thoroughly used by fifteen different men including myself including fourteen different black men.
As Pat lay there the crowd began to stir sensing that the show was over. The Boss, now dressed, returned to the stage and held up his hands. "Wait" he said. "We have one more part of the show. We have a surprise for Pat so please retake your seats."
While the Boss had been talking a young black woman had come on stage and was patiently cleaning my wife's body. She seemed to be giving special attention to my wife's crotch and pussy. She had turned Pat's body so that everyone in the audience could see my wife's pussy clearly.
A moment later five men came onto the stage. Two of the men knelt and held my wife's arms and two others held her legs spread obscenely wide. The fifth man knelt between my wife's legs and took out some kind of instrument. At last I realized what they were doing. The fifth man was a tattoo artist. Pat squirmed as he began working. I tried to go to her aid but was restrained by the Boss.
It was all over in about half an hour. The tattoo artist left the stage and Pat was released. She slowly rose to her feet and turned to me. For the first time I saw what they had done. Tattooed on the mound of her pussy was a black spade like appears on a deck of cards. Inside was a large "Q" signifying that my wife was now a Queen of Spades. In an arc over her right nipple was the word "Black" and over the left nipple was the word "Owned".
The Boss turned my wife to the audience so that they all could see her humiliation. There was a rush toward the front of the room where it seemed that everyone had a cell phone and wanted a picture of my wife along with her new tattoos.
After we finished cleaning up and getting dressed we made our way out to the car. Pat was subdued and quiet as we drove slowly home.
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While I parked the car Patricia went into the house. Moments later I followed and she met me in the kitchen with a grocery list. When I looked at her she said "Steve I would appreciate it if you would run up to the store for me." I looked at her a little shocked but agreed.
It seemed to be a strange request to me considering what we had just been through but when I looked questioningly at her she said "I really need a shower and some time to settle down."
If you have read our earlier stories you would know that my lovely wife Patricia and I have been on a roller coaster ride for the past several weeks. Pat is a teacher at a local junior college. As she left her classroom and headed home one day she had stumbled across a group of black students that were forcibly undressing a young coed while they photographed her.
We learned later that the gang made extra money by selling porn photos. Often times the female being photographed or filmed was not a willing participant. To save this young girl from the humiliation Pat had made a decision to allow them to photograph her instead.
Much to my surprise both Pat and I had been erotically stimulated by the encounter so when the Boss (the name the gang leader used) called a few days later we agreed to meet and allow both Pat and I to be filmed participating in all sorts of sexual activities with the gang of black studs. Well that is past history. If you want to know about that you'll have to read the previous chapters.
When I returned home I did not immediately see Pat so I went looking for her. I found her in the bedroom. She was totally naked standing in front of a full length mirror and there were tears running down her cheeks. I was stunned and rushed to her asking "What's the matter sweetheart?"
She turned and simply said "Look at me. Look what they've done to me."
I looked and what I saw was a beautiful young woman. She was fair skinned with long blonde hair. Her facial features were fine and, by my judgment, she was beautiful. She had medium sized firm breasts with long pointy nipples. Her small waist flared out into nicely rounded hips. Her pussy was lightly covered with soft blond hair. Her thighs were well turned with well defined calves. All in all, my wife was an exceptional example of female flesh. Pat already knew how I felt about her body so I looked more closely and then it clicked. The clue had come when she had said look at what "they've" done to me.
In the beginning the Boss had her pointy nipples pierced and heavy semi circle barbells were inserted. Last night, after being triple penetrated numerous times by ten different black cocks they had held my wife down and given her what they had called "her reward". A tattoo artist had tattooed the word "BLACK" in an arc over the swell of her right breast just above the nipple. Then he had added the word "OWNED" in a corresponding location on her left breast. The text was not real heavy nor large but it was clear and easily read.
Then the tattoo artist had moved lower and had tattooed the card symbol of the Ace of Spades with a "Q" in it signifying that my wife was a "Queen of Spades". The tattoo was placed on her mound just above the crack of her pussy. The implication was that my lovely wife was willing and would be expected to submit her body to any black man that wanted to have sex with her.
"I thought that you wanted to be used and owned by this black gang. You were so happy and really enjoying yourself. What happened?" I asked.
"Steve clearly you do not understand. Being used by those black guys, having their big black dicks in all of my holes is a total turn on but I never expected to be marked up like this. I don't know how to explain it. I am turned on by all that has happened but I am also humiliated. Don't you see? If we ever go to the beach and I wear a bikini with a small top or bottom everyone will see what I have become. How can I stand it knowing that my status as a black whore will be exposed for the world to see? Strange as it may seem it is erotic, stimulating and extremely humiliating."
"Every time that we have sex you will see the tattoos and be reminded of what I have become. When you fondle my tits you will see that I am black owned and know that any black man can expect me to service them any way they want. When you put your cock into my pussy you will see that I am a Queen of Spades and remember all of the black cocks that have used my pussy as a receptacle for their black man's cum."
I said, "Sweetheart I love you and I love what you have become. I want to remember the sight of all of those black dicks using your lovely body for their satisfaction. I think of all of the other men who have viewed your videos and realize that they envy me. They can only dream of having such a lovely wife as you and one that is willing to do the things that you do."
Finally Pat began to settle down. She said "I guess part of the reason that I am having such a strong response is because I managed to escape the last time. Well I escaped without being physically marked."
"What do you mean the last time?" I asked.
It seems that Pat had experienced a similar situation while attending college to get her degree. She had been forced to attend a local junior college that had an enrollment that was predominately black.
The story she told me occurred when she was only eighteen. She was not a virgin even then but her experiences had been limited to one boyfriend.
She said "Near the end of the school year a group of black boys began to harass us white girls at the school. As class let out the black boys would form a group at the exit to the building. They formed what I would call a gauntlet and each of us was forced to walk between two rows of black boys. As we tried to get out of the building each of the black boys would find a way to brush a hand across the ass or tits of us white girls. They never bothered the black girls just the white girls."
"This had gone on for several days with the black boys getting more and more aggressive each day. Each time one of the boys brushed his hand across my ass or managed to touch my tits I found myself stimulated and becoming aroused erotically. I didn't understand it but the thrill was real and powerful."
"One afternoon I decided to do something about it and got together with the other five white girls. Three of them admitted to feeling a combination of erotic feelings and embarrassment each time they were forced to walk the gauntlet. The other two were simply disgusted and offended."
"I suggested that we take the initiative and see where things went. The other girls were a little reluctant at first but they asked what I had in mind. I told them that I intended to wear a shear blouse the next day and to take off my bra before walking the gauntlet. I knew that my nipples would be clearly visible and I was a bit ashamed but excited knowing that the black boys would easily notice my missing bra."
Pat said "Two of the other girls were appalled by the idea but three of them agreed that it would certainly stir things up. The four of us finally decided to meet in the rest room the next day after class to remove our bras before walking the gauntlet."
"As the four of us approached the gauntlet it was clear that the boys had been told about the new change in things. I was the first one to approach and as soon as I entered the gauntlet there were hands busily jostling for position so that they could fondle my tits and pinch my nipples. Some of the boys were a little over zealous and by the time I reached the end of the gauntlet my nipples were throbbing from the attention that they had received."
She said "We all made it through and then we went to a local gas station where we replaced our bras for the trip home. One of the girls asked me what was next. I admitted that I had not thought much beyond the one time. So I was quite surprised when one of the other girls suggested that tomorrow they remove their panties. None of the other girls had much experience with boys and none of us had any experience with blacks. After a lively conversation we agreed to do it the next day."
"The anticipation kept building all day long and I could hardly wait for my last class to end. Finally all four of us met in the ladies room and with much giggling we removed our panties."
Pat said that "Again it seemed that our plans had been relayed to the boys before we got there. I was very conscious of the cool breeze caressing my uncovered pussy as the other girls shoved me to the front. It seemed that the number of boys had grown from the day before but I was left with no choice now."
"As I stepped into the gauntlet it was just a moment before I felt the touch of the first black man's hand between my legs. I was allowed to progress down the gauntlet just far enough for all of the girls to be surrounded by the black students. Hands were wandering freely all over my body but especially between my legs. I flinched as first one finger and then another was pushed into my wet pussy. The first hand was quickly shoved out of the way and followed by another. Young black men jostled all around me as they tried to get their hand between my legs for a feel of my young white pussy."
"The experience was intense but only lasted a few moments before I was almost ejected from the midst of the black boys. As I walked away I turned to look for my friends and noticed that there had even been a couple of black girls in among the boys. I could not help but wonder if one of those girls had felt and possibly even fingered my pussy. I felt a shiver run up my spine."
"As I watched my three friends were unceremoniously ejected from the clump of students. The four of us regrouped and headed for a local hang out to compare experiences. Our heads were all spinning from the erotic experience we had just had. Laughing and giggling we compared notes and decided to do the same thing again the next day."
"As the four of us gathered again the next day and headed toward the gauntlet we had no idea that the black guys had decided to up the ante. It seems that they had big plans for us."
"When we entered the gauntlet this time we were grabbed by two guys and hustled around in back of a shed where the school kept the lawn maintenance equipment. This was not something that any of us had expected and I was disturbed to say the least."
"Once behind the shed we were lined up and the guys held each of us in place by our arms. A number of the boys were filming or taking pictures with their phones while this was all going on."
"Another boy walked up in front of me and pulled my blouse out of my waistband and then shoved it up. I began to squirm trying to break free but it was no use. With my tits exposed he secured the blouse so that it would remain up. It was clear that, like me, the other girls were beginning to become concerned and they also tried to escape from the grasp of the boys holding them in place but the boys were much stronger and held us firmly. Next he bent down and my skirt was raised exposing my blond haired pussy. My skirt was tucked into the waistband keeping it raised. The crowd continued to take photos and video of my nakedness."
"It is impossible to describe my feelings. Standing there with my tits and pussy fully exposed was a thrill. My nipples got all hard and pointy. But I cannot explain to you how humiliating it was to know that I was totally exposed to a group of strangers."
"I stood there unable to escape or cover myself as the boy moved down the line methodically exposing each girl's tits and pussy."
"When he was done the rest of the young black men surged around us taking pictures as others in the group groped our tits and fingered our pussys. At a signal from someone the two boys holding each girl grasped their hands behind our backs then bent down and placed their other hand behind our knees lifting us up and spreading our legs wide spreading my pussy wide open for everyone to see. Several girls and some of the guys came forward and enjoyed fingering me and two girls even bent down and tasted my pussy."
"Finally the guys placed us back on our feet. The two boys holding me tried to force me to bend over at the waist. When I resisted they told me that they were going to fuck me and if I continued to resist then the photos and videos would be plastered on the internet and around the school."
"I realized that I was no longer in control and that this had gone way past the fun that the four of us had envisioned. Despite my fear I was so turned on that I could feel the juice seeping from my pussy and running down my leg. I finally complied. As I bent over one of the black boys slipped his cock into my moist pussy. While I was processing the feeling of a black dick in my cunt I felt another rubbing on my lips. I opened her eyes to see a second black dick. I was totally compliant by then and I knew what was expected so when the dick was thrust at my face again I obediently parted my pink lips and let the black rod slide between my lips and into my mouth."
"As I stood there, bent over, I soon lost count of the cocks that had used me as a cum receptacle. Several of the boys had sampled all of the girls. Finally it stopped and I thought that now they would let us go but that was not to be just yet."
"The four of us were placed in a circle facing out and forced to our knees. As we knelt there we were each face fucked by any boy that wanted some action. As each boy reached climax they would pull their dick from my soft, warm mouth and shot cum all over my face."
"Finally, with our faces coated in warm, slimy cum we were stood up. With our tits and pussy still exposed we were paraded around the school with a black boy still holding our arms. Any time I met someone I was forced to pause and say hello. Then one of the black guys would offer to take a picture of me as I stood next my new acquaintance."
"Finally, after what seemed like hours, we were released and allowed to clean up and go home."
It was a few moments before I realized that Pat had finished her story. I looked up and saw her staring at me. What could I say? The story my wife had just relayed to me was shocking and erotic. I had no idea what I could do to remove the look of complete humiliation on my wife's face. The fact is I was in shock myself.
Finally I simply said "Why?"
"Why?" Pat asked. "Why did they decide to use the four of us at sexual playthings? Why did we push the situation by our own actions?"
"No sweetheart. Why haven't you ever told me about this?" I said.
My beautiful wife stood before me trembling and simply said "It's not the kind of thing that I am proud of. Why would I tell the man that I was dating that I had been used as a cum dump for a group of blacks? Why would I tell you that I had no idea how many different blacks pumped cum into my mouth or pussy that day? I had no idea how you felt about interracial sex then. I had no idea that one day you would not only allow but encourage me to be used by black strangers. I've become little more than a whore and a slave to black cock."
I looked again at the woman standing before me. It was all true. Her nipples had been pierced. She had been labeled as "Black Owned" and a "Queen of Spades" and I loved it. I loved her more than I ever had before. That's when I folded her into my arms and held her tightly and told her that I loved her.
While I held her I wondered what I had become. Not only was I guilty of all that she had accused me of but my mouth and ass had also been used by those black shafts. I had felt them pump cum into me also and I realized that maybe the question should be "What had we become?"
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I am originally from the deep south. Down there, we drink sweet tea all day, say 'yes/no, sir/ma'am', and well, some of us white women can't help ourselves around southern-fried black cock.
Look, I want to preface this by saying that I was raised by racist, prejudiced parents. When I became sexually aware in my life, their rants about how I should never get together with black guys, the tangents about how I should never 'mix races' or, uh, 'interbreed'? That fueled my rebellious fire in my clit and gave rise to the fantasy of fucking black men. This is a story for another time, but the first black guy I ever fucked was my friend Vick. Yes, 'my friend'. We were both 18-years-old and it was the most exhilarating experience of my life. The 'forbidden fruit' so to speak. What is funny is that, if I were raised in an open household with progressive parents, I wouldn't fetishize black men. Apparently, it is racist to fetishize BBC, but oh well, I do. I love chocolate.
Between the ages of 21 to 22, I worked in retail. To paint a picture in your head for you, it was at a popular chain store where we sold general items to frozen food. Basically, people came there to bypass having to go into Wal-Mart. In this particular town in the deep south, white people are the minority.
I became one of the three store managers within six months. The thing about this store that I worked at, I was one of only two white women who worked there. This is important to mention, because the other white woman there, Yardley, enabled me. Yardley was married to a black man, and they had a family together. Whenever we worked together, we would check out any physically attractive male customers who walked in. Not just black guys, but even cute white guys. Hell, even cute Puerto Ricans! This store was located in walking distance from a small college with a wonderful mix of diversity.
Given that white people are the minority in this town, most of our customers were black. Now, don't get me wrong. There were a lot of ugly people coming through, too... not to sound mean or anything, but that's life.
Yardley used to tease and ask me when I was going to find me a 'hunk of chocolate to hop on top of.' I would laugh about it, giggling like a schoolgirl. I had a white boyfriend, but the truth is, every day whenever I would encounter the hot black guys who came in regularly, I wondered about the size of their cocks. I'm a size queen, admittedly so. There are some guys who have no idea how to properly fuck, but when a big dick wielding man knows how to use it, ooooooh goodnight! It's over! My cunt will be gushing in moments!
Even though I had a boyfriend, I constantly flirted with all the hot black customers. I couldn't help myself. It was only flirting, so it isn't like I was cheating in any kind of way. When they would flirt back, or tease me with any comments, my pussy would be soaking wet. I would be so filthy by the time I would get home from work. The air conditioner was always lagging behind in the summer, because corporate set the temperature, and being in the deep south, yeeeah, it was hot and humid. I would be working my ass off and feel sweat running down my ass crack. TMI or not, I would come home being a wet, sweaty mess. Sweat and cunt juices galore.
One of our regulars, a black man whose name was Aaron, would come around a lot, and he was always flirting with me. He never said much to Yardley, and I think this is because he was friends with her husband. If I were stocking shelves, I would bend over in front of Aaron and hope that he would be staring. One day, he said, "Baby, you are a PAWG." I knew what PAWG meant, but I wanted to hear him say it, so I played giggled, played with a strand of my dirty blonde hair and asked, "Hehehe, what's a PAWG?" He smirked and said, "Phat ass white girl..." I blushed and said, "Nahhh... it is average..." before he retorted by saying that I'm being crazy for acting modest over it, telling me that "I needed a real man in my world." This is when I told him that I had a boyfriend, and when he asked me if my boyfriend was white or black, and I confirmed that he was white, he doubled down and stated that I 'needed a real man in my world'. I could feel the heat increasing in my nether regions. I was soaking wet for the remainder of the day thinking about fucking him. Perhaps my secret primal urges were overtaking my physical senses due to his aggressiveness.
I usually prefer muscular guys. My white boyfriend was 6'2″ and muscular himself, so it isn't like he was a distraction from what I prefer. However, muscular black men have always made my white pussy gush. Aaron wasn't muscular, but he was tall and lean. He had handsome facial features, including a square jaw and a neat, trimmed, clean beard. Fucking hot if you ask me.
Aaron started flirting more and more during his regular trips to the store. This is when he started telling me, "Let me be your boyfriend" and I would always be reluctant and tell him that I already had a boyfriend. This never deterred him. He was persistent. If I were not attracted to him, I would have been turned off and creeped out by this relentless request, but I was overwhelming attracted to him, so his resilience to the truth of my claim of having a boyfriend was arousing. He didn't give a fuck if other customers were around; he would keep telling me, "Let me be your boyfriend." One day he put his hands on my shoulders and lightly ran them down on my back and said his usual, "Let me be your boyfriend" catchphrase (it might as well have been his catchphrase by this point). This drove me haywire, feeling his hands on me. "I know you want it," he said as he ran his hands down all the way to the top of my ass before stopping. This was alluring to me, as he didn't touch my ass even though I wanted him to. He was telling the truth. I wanted it, but I was trying to be a faithful girlfriend, you know? I never would have dreamed of cheating on my boyfriend; I simply fantasized about other men and merely left it at that.
One day changed everything.
We had cameras all over the store, naturally, to prevent and watch out for potential theft. However, there is one part of the store that did not have a camera pointed at it, which is near the back, the end cap display behind the laundry detergents/washing powders. On this end cap we have laundry baskets, and I suppose we didn't have a camera pointed there because it would be difficult for thieves to sneakily leave with a basket. I opened the store at 8 in the morning and was adding some baskets on a lower shelf to restock a few. I was bent over, and I felt a POKE in the middle of my butt! Startled, I swiftly stood up and turned around, and it was Aaron. Before I could say anything, I looked down and his erect cock was out in the open!
"What the fuck are you doing?!" I nearly yelled. "What? You don't like it?" I said, "I'm trying to work! This is inappropriate! Put your boner away!" He smirked and said, "This ain't even a boner. I'm not even hard yet." I thought my jaw was going to drop to the floor. I might be bad a math, but I had seen enough penises to know he was at least 8 inches. "OK... umm..." I stammered, trying to get my words out, "I'm still trying to work." He replied with, "I know you want it. Every time I talk to you, you giggle and bite your lip. Just touch it. If you don't like it, then I will never do this again."
I knew I played with my hair and giggled every time he spoke to me, but I didn't realize I would bite my lip. I couldn't help myself, though, and my extreme desires overcame me and I touched his beautiful black cock with my right hand. At first, I only touched his bulbous, chocolate head with my palm, but I then ran my hand over his shaft and gripped it. It was so thick. My ability to be a resilient, faithful girlfriend was tarnished as I started stroking it. I wanted to feel the full hardness in my hand. "Is this what you want?" I asked. "Yeeeah.." he said, "This is what YOU want. I knew it. Taste it real quick. Give it a kiss, baby girl."
My rational mind wanted to say no, but my heart and my cunt wanted to say yes, and I gave in. I squatted down to eye level with his beautiful penis and wrapped my lips around the head and accepted him into my mouth, forming a tight suction with my lips. I tested myself to see how far I could accept his manhood into my mouth, once taking him into the back of my throat and then pulling him out with a loud PLOP. He and I were the only members of the store. I heard the automatic doors to the store open and I quickly released his cock from the grip of my mouth and stood up. "Put it away. Come back after 9 and we will do something about that." He grinned and acquiesced. I couldn't afford to lose my job, but I'm a horny slut and had to give in, because let's face it: I was born to fuck black men.
I was scheduled to work with Yardley that day, who did not come in to the store until 9. That hour felt like an eternity. My cunt was on fire. I could barely concentrate on the task at hand, which was getting the store ready for the day.
I planned on finishing him off by jacking him off and sucking his cock, even though I wanted to fuck him. This might sound gross, but I had not showered in over 24 hours, with an entire work shift in between the previous one to this one. I felt gross. Look, oftentimes I would go a day between showering, because my boyfriend and I weren't fucking daily, and I was lazy over it, although I maintain proper hygiene. I wear deodorant, and, ahem, wash up daily in my nether regions, but I liked to take care of my long hair by only washing it every other day. If I were expecting sex, I would obviously shower thoroughly, but how was I supposed to know I was going to be poked in the rear-end by a fat black cock on this day? That my intense interracial urges were overcoming my senses?
When Yardley arrived after 9, I excused myself to the restroom and performed a quick 'smell' check on myself. I ran my finger over my wet vagina and sniffed the said finger, to see if it stunk, and it didn't. Only an earthy musk. I even ran my finger up my crack to see if any off-putting odor was arising in these departments of human things, and again, only musk. I wanted to be sure, just in case anything beyond a blowjob happened.
When Aaron came back to the store, I told Yardley I needed to assist a customer with a return in the office. Usually we completed returns at the register, but I told her this was a return from weeks ago and that I needed to authorize it with paperwork. Total bullshit. I think she knew it, too, because a big grin appeared on her face when I asked her to watch after the store, as I would probably be in the office for a bit.
Yes, the office. The store featured a room for managers to complete paperwork among other things. It wasn't meant for promiscuous acts. However, that is where I walked into with Aaron before I closed and locked the door.
Aaron sat down in the office chair and whipped his cock out. "I can't believe this is happening," I emitted. "I really shouldn't do this." I don't know why I said that, as if I were expecting him to talk me out of it and remind me that I had a loving white boyfriend who took care of me. All he said was, "This is what every snow bunny wants. Every white girl should suck a black cock at least once in their lives." He was so masculine and dominant. Again, if I didn't find him as physically attractive as I did, this would have creeped me out, but my overwhelming sexual attraction to him was overriding any contrary thoughts.
As I prepared myself to kneel in front of his dark meat, he told me to take off my top. He didn't ask me; he told me. I was under his spell, so I followed his order. I have small boobs, which I have never been a fan of despite making up for it in the backdoor side of things. Once again, before I could proceed to suck his cock, he stopped me and told me to take off my pants, and being veritably under his control, I removed my shoes and subsequently my work pants. I was nervous, being this intimate so quickly. I had never done anything like this so 'early' before. I stood in front of him with nothing but a pink thong separating me from complete nudity.
"Goddamn! I love a blonde slut wearing pink panties! Sit on my lap, girl." Mind you, he was wearing sweatpants, but before I could sit on his lap, he removed them and tossed them over to the side before I plopped my fat white ass down on his right leg. He pulled me closer to him, cupped my left breast, the one closer to his mouth and sucked on my nipple. It felt so good. In moments, he moved the hand that was previously cupping my left breast and wondered down my body to my crotch, sliding into my panties touching my pussy. "This is why we should have done this a long time ago. I knew you were wet for me." Even in my overwhelming horniness, I teased him and told him that it was only sweat.
He didn't reply when I told him that it was 'only sweat' because he knew otherwise, all the while he gently worked two of his fingers into my cunt. I let out an uncontrollable moan. At the store, we always left a fan running in the office, because again, with the air conditioning issues it stayed fucking hot in there. I couldn't believe Aaron was actually fingering my pussy. I couldn't believe I let it go this far. In moments, I had rendered myself into a cheating slut. In my mind, I fantasized about this happening in so many ways, but not this type of scenario. Not in this way.
I was going crazy. It felt so good feeling his fingers move in and out of my cunt. Then he said it. Again. What did he say? "Let me be your boyfriend."
In all the other times, I wasn't 95% naked when he told me that. "Let me be your boyfriend." In those other instances, I wasn't having either of my nipples sucked or nor did I have a pair of black fingers buried in my gushing wet cunt.
At first, I didn't say anything when he blurted out his quasi-catchphrase, but then I just said, "OK.. OK." He stopped sucking my nipple for a moment and said with a grin, "Oh? But what about your white boyfriend?" When he asked about my boyfriend, it is like my arousal heightened in a bittersweet sense. It was the way he said it, almost in a demeaning way as if to say, 'Heh, your attraction to me is more powerful than the status of your inferior boyfriend' which was the truth, if he happened to be thinking that way.
"He doesn't matter," I said. Heartless and cruel, sure, but in that moment, in the throes of passion, my white boyfriend did not matter to me. I was succumbing to my black fantasy featuring something bigger and better.
"That's right, baby girl. That's right. Now take those panties off and climb up on this desk for me. If I'm your boyfriend, then let's do what couples do." I followed his orders, but not without worrying that I would be unfit for sex given the circumstances I mentioned earlier. I also nervously asked if he had a condom, and he said, "Of course I do. I carry them with me all the time." I previously thought men who carried condoms with them in their wallets were sleazy, but in this case, I was appreciative for it.
When I perched myself on top of the desk, arching my back and offering my fat white ass in the air for him, he grabbed my hips and buried his face in my pussy, eating it with gusto. I was worried that he would potentially recoil because I wasn't freshly showered, but he lapped away on my lips with his tongue, going from running his tongue up my slit to my clit and back down to the entrance of my cunt, tasting my juices and driving it into me. He stopped momentarily and said, "I love the smell and taste of white women like you" before returning to this oral wonderland.
I was supposed to give him a blowjob, finish him and return to work. I didn't think it would lead to this. I was in heaven.
After another minute, he said he couldn't help himself as he stood up and I heard him open the condom wrapper, as I turned and watched him apply it to his monster black cock. He easily had the biggest cock I had ever seen in person up to that point. He put my boyfriend to shame.
When he began entering me, I had to beg him to slow down so that my pussy could acclimate to his size. It wasn't used to cocks of his stature, at the time. When he finally buried his big black cock into me, all the way to the hilt, I told him to wait a minute before continuing. I was breathing heavily. "Oh my God," I said. I think I uttered, "Oh my God" at least five or six times! "What? Is it too much?" he asked in reply. "No, no, no... it feels wonderful, but I just need a minute."
"Your boyfriend ain't have shit like this, does he?" he asked in the guise of a rhetorical question. "No, oh fuck no," I answered emphatically.
I needed to feel him pump me. I gave him the go-ahead and that is when he started. He had his hands on my hips but he intermittently ran them all over my pale, white ass cheeks. When he started to pump me, I could feel his cock seemingly exit my cunt before he thrusted back inside. Uncontainable moans left my mouth as it felt so good to be fully filled. I could feel my pussy stretched out on his cock. It was a wild feeling, because I had never felt that way before — I mean, so stretched that I could feel everything. With every thrust, I could feel Aaron's cock against the walls of my cunt. It was the perfect amount of pressure.
The color contrast of our interracial moment increased the hotness factor of this moment. My pale skin versus his dark skin. I loved it.
From a slow buildup, he worked himself into a rhythm. I mentioned that I was breathing heavily, but I could hear his labored breath, too. I wondered, in that moment, if he had ever fucked a cunt that was quite as tight as mine. Maybe that is the competitive side of me. I wanted to be his favorite white woman. His favorite queen of spades.
He slowed down for a minute while buried inside of me, and I pondered the possibility that he was close to cumming and needed a break. I used this time to tease him the same way he teased me, and I said, "You've always wanted this fat white ass, haven't you, Aaron? You have wanted to fuck me since day one. So fuck me. Make my big, white ass bounce on you. Fuck me like I'm the last white woman you will ever fuck!" This perked him up as he started to pick up the pace. "Yeah, bitch, yeeeaaa.." he uttered while in rhythm. I was in ecstasy.
I wondered what it sounded like from outside the office, if we could be heard. My ass cheeks were clapping off his thighs quite loudly. If anybody had been listening with their ears against the door, they would be hearing the noise of our sexual communion. He was fucking me so hard, his balls were clapping against my sensitive clit and sending me into overdrive.
Before long, he straight up told me, "I'm not gonna fuckin' last" and removed his beautiful black meat from my cunt and instructed me to get down on my knees. It was uncomfortable being on the desk like that, so it took me a second to straighten up my freshly fucked self and get down on the floor to my knees for him. By the time I did so, he had removed the condom and was stroking his cock in front of me, eye level all over again just like over an hour prior.
I egged him on and told him that I wanted to fuck him since the first time I ever saw him. I told him how much better black cock is than white cock. This must have been too much auditory stimulation, hearing these words, as he stroked his fat cock as fast as he could and emphatically said, "Oh fuck, OH FUCK, OH FUCK!! HERE IT COMES!!" I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out. He held the head of his cock on my tongue while he stroked it and ensuingly blurted out the first rope of his viscous seed into my mouth. "Taaaaake itttt, little fucking girl..." he stressed in his voice as he drained the remainder of his seed into my mouth, completing our interracial rendezvous. I swallowed it whole and opened my mouth to proudly show him, giggling as I did so.



I had no idea what was going to happen in the future, if anything. Was it going to be our first and only time together? Regardless, for a first time encounter, it was beyond anything I could have expected. I had to get myself together and remove the evidence. For the remainder of the day, I could feel the consequences of the aftermath, from having my pussy stretched open like it had never been before. I feared that it would never be the same.
What would I tell my boyfriend at home, if anything? I felt guilt, but I was still aroused over what had happened. I didn't want to stop. I couldn't stop. I needed more.
To be continued...
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It was a gorgeous Saturday afternoon. I had just finished a ham sandwich and was returning to my recliner to watch some college football when an idea hit me. It would be a great day for the beach and my wife Pat still had not worn the new bikini that we had bought a few weeks ago.
In my mind I could picture my lovely blond wife wearing the skimpy red bikini. The top barely contained her firm full breasts. What I had really liked about the top was that it was low enough to partially reveal the tattoos that were on her breasts. On the slope of her right breast just above the nipple was a tattoo of the word "Black". At the same location on the slope of her left breast was the work "Owned".
You could not easily read the words but if my wife stopped paying attention for even a moment the top would inevitably slip lower clearly revealing the text and telling the world that she had been and still was a whore for black cock.
The side straps of the bikini bottom arched up over her hips and then met and became a single narrow strip of cloth as they dipped between the cheeks of her ass. Passing between her legs the cloth widened again as it rose upward to embrace the lips of her shaved pussy and widened still more as it spread and rose up to cup her mound. At the top the cloth dipped deeply down in the front almost to the top of her pussy lips. In the process the red cloth made a beautiful frame for the "Queen of Spades" tattoo inked into her milk white flesh just above her pussy.
When I made her buy the bikini Pat had sworn that she would never be seen wearing it in public but I knew that secretly she enjoyed her status as a black whore and even though she would whine and moan she would eventually agree to wear the bikini. I could hardly wait.
I suppose that I am not what would be called a "normal" husband and clearly the husband wife relationship between Pat and I was not "traditional". We both had unusual sexual tastes but it was fortunate that our tastes meshed well. I enjoyed watching my wife having sex with other men. I am not a selfish or possessive person so sharing my most cherished possession seemed a natural thing. Watching other men enjoy it when my wife sucked their cock or seeing the joy on Pat's face as a strange cock was being pumped into her pussy or ass was a turn on for me. If watching my wife with one man was a turn on then seeing her servicing a group of men was like the winning the lottery.
Only one thing gave me more of a hard on and that was when the man or men were black. The darker the men were the better. The contrast between my wife's milk white skin and the black skin of her lovers would often be sufficient to cause me to cum. Watching as a long black cock slid between my wife's pink lips and plunged down her throat until her nose was firmly pressed against her lover's crotch drove me wild. In addition I really enjoyed helping a large black cock slip between the lips of her pussy and plunge deep into the warm welcoming grasp of her vagina. Her rosebud ass hole had entertained a number of different black cocks also and the ultimate turn on for both of us was when all of her holes were filled with black meat at the same time.
Walking past my recliner I went hunting for my wife. "Pat!" I yelled as I headed to the back of the house. I finally found her in the den working on the computer. "Sweetheart it is so pretty outside we should go out and get some sun."
She looked up at me and smiled saying "I think that would be nice. What did you have in mind?"
"I think that it would be a great day to head out to the beach. You could wear your new bikini." I watched as the smile slowly left her face to be replaced by a frown as she realized what I had in mind.
"Steve you know that I told you I would not wear that skimpy thing in public. For heaven's sake you know that my Queen of Spades tattoo is clearly visible and you can almost see the tattoos on my breasts. What in the world are you thinking about wanting your wife to go out like that?"
"Come on Pat. We're just going to the beach. Nothing is going to happen there in public."
"Steve you won't be the one on that beach broadcasting your availability for any black cock in the area."
"Sweetheart we both know that you are proud of that tattoo. You worked hard for it."
"You're damned right I did. I took a lot of black cock and cum in all my holes to earn that. I had three guys fucking me at once and then, after we put on a good show for the gang the Boss had the nerve to have his men hold me down while the tattoos that I never asked for were inked into my skin. Being proud of it does not mean that I want to broadcast my availability to any black guy in the area. You know that tattoo means that I am available for use by any black."
"Aw come on Pat. Nothing will happen and, even if it does, you know that it will be a turn on for both of us. Go get the suit on. It's getting late and we need to get going." She walked away from me grumbling but I noticed that she headed for the bedroom.
We both put on swim suits under our clothes and headed to the car. Conversation was pretty limited as we drove to the beach each of us wondering what the next few hours would bring.
It was a pretty short drive to the beach and when we arrived we retrieved a small cooler, some towels and a blanket from the trunk and headed down to the beach. You could hear the waves crashing on the shore as we walked through a series of dunes covered with some sort of beach grass. When we got to the beach there were quite a few people there but it wasn't too crowded since it was late in the summer.
We spread the blanket and Pat proceeded to lie down on her stomach and asked me to rub some lotion on her back and the back of her legs to keep her pale skin from burning. After completing my rather enjoyable task I reached into the cooler and pulled out a Coors and popped the top and got comfortable myself.
As I sat there a few people wandered past and enjoyed the view of my wife laying there with her legs slightly parted. For the most part the traffic was made up of couples and families. At one point two young men wandered past and slowed for a good look. They appeared to be eighteen or nineteen years old. I noted that one was white and one was black. A short time later they came back going in the other direction. Once again they paused to enjoy the view and then walked on and I thought no more of it.
It occurred to me that this might be a good opportunity to stir things up a bit. I told Pat, who remained unaware of the young men, that she was beginning to look a little pink despite the sun tan lotion and suggested that it would be a good time for her to turn over. By now she was already a little drowsy and relaxed so she readily complied and once again I lathered her sweet pale skin with lotion.
She was in a semi drowsy state so, when in the process of applying the lotion, I applied a little pressure between her legs she obligingly spread them wider. As she did so I manipulated the skimpy cloth covering her pussy to the side exposing her pussy lips.
I did much the same thing when I lathered her chest making sure to push the top lower completely exposing the "Black Owned" tattoo on her breasts.
Then I sat back to wait and see if the two young men came back. About fifteen minutes later I noticed a group of men walking up the beach. The two young men were returning and had brought two more black men with them. As they came closer I noticed that the two new men were considerably older than the two teens that I had been expecting.
As they reached us they all stopped to enjoy the view of my wife's exposed charms. Nothing was said but they clearly took note of the Queen of Spades tattoo so beautifully framed by the red bikini bottom. One of the newcomers even walked around Pat taking note of the "Black Owned" tattoos. Finally they wandered on down the shore animatedly chatting among themselves.
I could not tell if my wife was actually asleep or pretending to be asleep. She had on dark sunglasses and with the glare of the sun it was not even possible to tell if her eyes were open. Whether she was aware of it or not she had put on a tantalizing show for the four men.
It wasn't long before I was once again able to see the men returning down the beach. This time, when they reached us, they paused and the older gentleman smiled at me and said "Your wife is very lovely."
I returned his smile nodding and said "Yes she is. I am a very lucky man. My name is Steve and her name is Pat."
The older gentleman held out his hand and said "My name is Hiram, Steve." Motioning to the man next to him he said "This is my son Daryl, my grandson Jerome and our friend Clive."
I shook his proffered hand saying "It's nice to meet you all. What brings you to the beach today?
"We had just been sitting around the house when my wife decided that we should head for the beach since this might just be the last warm sunny day of the year. The ladies are just up the beach a ways doing their thing. My son and I were relaxing when my grandson and Clive decided to take a walk down the beach. Imagine our surprise when they returned after their walk and told us about this lovely blond lady sunning down the beach in a skimpy bikini. Being naturally inquisitive and a connoisseur of female flesh I just had to walk back with the boys to see this beauty for myself and I must admit that their description actually missed the mark. Your wife is even lovelier than they described."
"When we passed the first time I had to ask them why in the hell they had not told us of the tattoos that your wife has. It seems that they were just as surprised as we were because they told us that she had been sunning on her stomach when they came by earlier and they had no idea and had not seen the lovely tattoo work. I cannot help but ask Steve, does your wife sport those tattoos just for fun or are you aware of what they mean to a black man? When we see the Queen of Spades tattoo on a white woman it usually means that she is committed to black cock and is willing to be used as a receptacle for black cum at any time. The tattoos on her breasts would seem to confirm that assumption but I feel obligated to ask."
"Yes we are aware of what they mean. My wife has been used a number of times by black individuals and also in group encounters."
"Well that's really good to hear because the four of us are of a mind to fuck your wife right now. My son, grandson and I have never had the good fortune of using a white woman and it seems as if we have stumbled on the lottery grand prize."
Smiling at the turn of events I replied "I understand your interest but this seems a little more public than I'd like and I am sure that my wife would agree."
"Steve if you and your wife accept the terms of the "Queen of Spades" tattoo I am sure that you realize that we could insist on taking your wife right here and now."
This was the point when Pat finally decided to join the conversation. As she stood up Pat said "Look guys, I may not be able to decide who will do me but the when and where is at my discretion. We need someplace a little more secluded. I must admit that I am intrigued by enjoying cock from the men representing three generations of the same family at the same time."
Hiram looked my wife up and down and reaching forward proceeded to pull down her bikini top completely exposing her breasts. Pat simply stood there as her breasts were mauled by the four men.
Finally convinced that my wife would not resist them he took her hand and headed for the dunes pulling Pat along behind him. He looked over his shoulder and told his grandson to grab the blanket and towels as he disappeared among the dunes. I quickly grabbed the cooler and we all followed him up the beach.
When we reached a reasonably sheltered space Jerome spread the blanket on the ground. Meanwhile we all watched as his grandfather stood there kissing Pat using this tongue to probe between her pink lips.
Not to be outdone his son walked behind Pat and unfastened her bikini top allowing it to fall to the ground. He reached around to cup and fondle her milk white breasts. It took my breath away watching my lovely wife kissing one black man while black hands roamed all over her breasts pinching the nipples and kneading the soft white flesh.
Not to be outdone the grandson Jerome, proceeded to remove Pat's bikini bottom. His grandfather, still kissing Pat, moved aside just enough for Jerome to press his lips to her pussy. That was the point when I took out my cell phone and began snapping photos of my wife being pleasured by three generations of black men.
A few moments later Hiram took Pat's hand and guided her onto the blanket that Jerome had spread on the sand. Resting his hands on her shoulders he gently applied pressure until my wife sank to her knees. As he stepped in front of her Pat looked up at him and without being prompted she began to unzip his fly allowing her to reach in and remove his cock. Taking their cue from the family elder the son and grandson stepped up on either side of Hiram.
As the other two men moved to either side of Hiram my wife unzipped their flies and removed each cock. Now, with the grandson's cock in her left hand and the son's cock in her right Pat parted her lips and took the grandfather's cock between her lips. As his erection reached its maximum Pat moved forward forcing the head and part of the shaft all the way down her throat pushing her nose tight against his slightly rounded belly. She moved from cock to cock lavishing the same attention on each one. Believing that it could not get any better than this I made sure to record the action from all angles as my wife alternated cocks sucking and stroking each in turn.
Satisfied that she had the cocks as hard as they would get I watched with some envy as my wife lay down on the blanket and spread her legs wide in invitation and welcome. With little to no hesitation Hiram knelt between her legs and slipped his black cock between the pink lips of my wife's pussy. After using some of her cunt juice to lube the head of his cock I watched and took photographs as yet another black cock found its way into my wife's sex.
Hiram took up a steady rhythm first shoving his cock as deeply into Pat as possible then pulling back to reveal all but the head of that glistening shaft. Then he would shove it forward and begin the process again. His son and grandson, not to be totally left out had knelt at my wife's head where she was busily sucking first one cock and then the other.
I originally thought that Hiram was going to cum inside Pat's pussy but before he reached that point he pulled out and stepped aside motioning for his son to take his place between my wife's legs. Once again I took photos as a new black cock found its way deep into her pussy. The son Daryl, was much more vigorous as he slammed his cock in and out of my wife's well lubed pussy.
Finally the grandson Jerome got his chance and I watched as he knelt between Pat's widely splayed legs and I took pictures as she took her third black cock of the day.
Shortly the grandfather motioned for his grandson to get off my wife. I guess he had other plans and did not want Jerome to ruin them by ejaculating too soon.
Hiram motioned for Pat to get on her hands and knees. When she was in position he knelt behind her and slid his cock to the hilt into her pussy. Then he took his well lubed cock and placed the head against Pat's rosebud anus and began to push into her. I took several tries before that substantial black shaft was buried as far as it could go into her ass. Then he began the real assault as he rammed his cock into her ass repeatedly. Each time you could hear the slap as his groin met the soft cheeks of her ass. He surprised me by pulling his cock from her ass with a plop before he filled her with cum.
After Hiram had removed his cock my wife got her ass fucked by Hiram's son and grandson each stopping after a modest length of time. At this point all three men had enjoyed the pleasures of Pat's mouth, pussy and asshole.
Finally I think I began to see where Hiram was headed with this. He had admitted that he had never used a white woman and I assumed that his son and grandson had not done so either. Hiram was making sure that they had the opportunity to use my wife in every way possible. If I was correct then there was only one more thing left to do.
I watched as Hiram lay down on the blanket with his erection standing tall and waving in the sea breeze. Then he motioned for my wife to mount him by straddling his legs. At first Pat stepped over his body facing him but he indicated that he wanted her to turn facing his feet. This way she would be placed face up as she laid back on him and her legs would be spread to either side of his body.
As Pat straddled him and squatted down to receive his cock he looked at me and said "Steve get over here. Help me get my cock into your wife." Pat looked at me and I stepped forward to do what I was told. I grabbed his stiff shaft and steadied it as my wife lowered her ass until the head entered her anus. I continued to hold it for a while longer as Pat lowered herself on his shaft slowly forcing it into her asshole.
"Now Steve I want you to help my son. Guide his cock into her pussy. You know that's what you want to see isn't it. You want to see your lovely wife servicing two blacks with a cock in each hole don't you?" Delirious with joy and stimulated beyond belief I quickly nodded and reached to guide Daryl's large black shaft between the lips of my wife's oozing pussy.
Now with a cock buried in each hole, Pat began to moan low in her throat as she rocked back and forth as first one cock and then the other was buried in her body. Without waiting for instructions Jerome stepped up and Pat obediently took his cock all the way down her throat.
I was in heaven as I snapped photo after photo of the grandfather, son and grandson as they all buried their cocks in my wife. Who would have thought that this innocent trip to the beach would result in my wife being the object of a three man triple penetration that was all in the family?
As the pace quickened and Daryl drove his cock faster and faster into Pat's pussy his father said "Go ahead son. Fill that white pussy with cum and he did. He slammed into my wife and held his cock as far inside her as he could go and began to convulse. Pat moaned even louder as she felt that hot black baby semen being pumped into her sex.
When Daryl removed his limp cock from Pat's pussy a glob of cum followed and slowly slid down between the lips of her pussy. Hiram poked his grandson who was still busily shoving his cock down Pat's throat and said "Now boy. It's your turn. Fill that white pussy with black love juice. You may never have an opportunity like this in the rest of your life so take advantage.
Reluctantly Jerome pulled his engorged cock from between Pat's lips and moved between her legs. His cock was the largest of the three and Pat clearly felt a little discomfort as he forced it home. Slowly at first but then with more speed that large round shaft began to travel back and forth spreading the sleeve of my wife's vagina wider and wider until she was once again moaning with pleasure from the fullness.
The young buck did not have the staying power of his dad and it was just a few moments before he shuddered violently as the first spurt of cum was ejected into my wife's pussy. He shoved that battering ram of a cock as deeply as possible into Pat's grasping pussy and shuddered three or four times more pumping semen into her each time. This time when his limp and used cock was removed from Pat's pussy more cum flowed from inside her and made the trip down between the lips of her pussy on its way to her asshole where Nathan's hard cock still rested.



At Nathan's prompting Pat slowly raised her ass off of the hot black poker that had been filling her asshole while the father and son had used her pussy. Now it was grandpa's turn.
Nathan slid out from under my wife who lowered herself to the blanket once again with her ass resting in the puddle of cum that had continued to ooze from her pussy. Now Nathan knelt between her legs and easily slipped his cock deeply into her waiting pussy. Soon he was busily pumping his cock in and out of her pussy. In just a few moments his body convulsed and his balls contracted as he added even more cum to the pool of cum that must be filling her insides by now.
When Nathan had removed his cock and pulled on his pants he turned to me and offered his hand once again. As I took it he said "Thank you Steve for allowing an old black man the experience of using a white woman as his personal cum dump. Beyond that I thank you for allowing my son and grandson to enjoy the same experience. Your wife is lovely and easily the best fuck that I have ever had the pleasure to enjoy. With that he turned and walked away.
I looked down at my lovely wife laying there on the blanket. The puddle of cum under her ass had grown even more as she lay there with her legs thrown wide apart in utter abandon. It was then that I noticed Clive, the lone white boy looking from my wife to his three black friends walking away. I noticed the look of longing on his face as he gazed down at Pat.
Taking pity on him I smiled and said "Go ahead son. You may as well add your contribution. I don't think my wife will even notice and I'm sure that she is too far gone to care about one more load of cum in her pussy." As he quickly removed his pants and began to pump his cock into my wife I popped the top on a beer and stood there enjoying the sunshine. Yes! It had turned out to be a great day.
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In like a Lion
As usual March came in like a lion with raging rain storms full of lightning and thunder and swirling high winds. Today was no exception. Steve was busy with a project so I had gone to see my best friend who lived about a seven hour drive away from our home. Violet and I had been best friends in high school and remained so to this day.
After I arrived we spent a few glorious days together visiting old haunts and even meeting and spending time with some old friends. On the spur of the moment I asked Violet if she would like to come spend a week or two with Steve and I. Violet was excited at the prospect and readily agreed since her husband, who was in the Army, was currently deployed outside the country.
Violet and I had started out early the next morning since we wanted to get a jump on the long trip. Just a few hours later I found myself fighting to keep our SUV on the road in the midst of strong gusting winds and a torrential downpour.
For the past half hour we had been searching for a gas station as I watched the needle on the gas gauge creep slowly toward that big "E". Finally, I spotted what looked like a small country store with a couple of gas pumps out front.
I slowly pulled up next to the pumps as the rain continued to come down at a dreadful rate. We had not bothered to check the weather before we left so naturally I had not packed any rain gear and since the weather was unseasonably warm I had not even packed a jacket for the seven hour drive.
So we sat in the car hoping for the rain to stop or for someone to come out and with rain gear and pump the gas for us. No such luck. After about ten minutes it was clear that no one was going to come out and help us. Violet had not had any more foresight than I did and had come out without any type of jacket too.
I finally decided to bite the bullet and just go pump the gas. We had to get going and two things were clear. The rain was not going to stop any time soon and no one was going to come to our rescue.
Reluctantly I opened the car door and stepped out into utter chaos. I was immediately soaked to the skin, my hair whipping around wildly as I fumbled with the older gas pump. I lost precious time searching for the slot for my credit card before realizing that there was none.
I removed the gas cap and managed to pull the gas hose loose and insert it into the gas tank inlet. I squeezed the handle and nothing happened. No gas! Thankfully I remembered pumping gas for my dad when I was a kid and I vaguely recalled that there was a lever on the side of the pump to turn it on. After some more fumbling around I finally found the lever and flipped it up. This time when I squeezed the handle I was rewarded with the sound of gasoline gurgling down into the gas tank.
A few minutes later I replaced the hose nozzle and opened the car door. Dripping water everywhere I fumbled in my purse for my credit card while Violet simply watched me with her mouth hanging open speechless. Although I did not understand why she was looking me that way I had not time to stop and ask.
Slamming the car door I turned and headed for the front door of the store. When I glanced up I caught sight of a smiling face peering at me through the front glass window. I stomped into the store intending to wipe the smile off of that black face and immediately stopped in my tracks.
The store was just a small place with a glass topped counter with a selection of candy bars underneath. To my right against the wall was a rack holding a selection of chips and other bagged snacks. Behind the counter another rack was mounted on the wall holding a selection of cigarettes, cigars and snuff.
To my left was a small room with a small card table and a heater. Three men were seated there holding cards and staring at me. The fourth seat had apparently been occupied by the man with the smiling face who now stood behind the counter smiling and staring at me like the others. What was the matter with these people? Was it possible that they had never seen a woman who was soaking wet and madder than hell?
Slowly I turned to look at the three men at the table and it seemed like their smiles actually grew wider if that was possible. Shaking my head I stepped up to the counter to pay for my gas. This gave me an opportunity to look into a mirror that had been mounted on the wall between the racks of cigarettes that I had not noticed before.
I had expected to see a bedraggled blond with wet hair, running makeup and a soaking wet blouse. I was somewhat shocked by what I actually saw. I wasn't wearing a bra as usual so my thin tan blouse looked like a second skin. The real shock was that my blouse had turned almost transparent and it almost looked as if I were standing there topless.
Now I knew why Violet had looked at me the way she did and why the proprietor of the store continued to stare at me.
You could clearly see my dark pointy nipples with the heavy circular barbell nipple rings. But that wasn't the worst of it. With the material plastered to my body and nearly transparent anyone who looked at me could clearly make out the words "Black Owned" tattooed over my nipples.
Suddenly I realized what was causing that huge grin on the black proprietor and the other three men at the table. My day was about to get much more interesting whether I wanted it to or not because both my husband and I really took the meaning of those words seriously. In fact we were so serious about it that my husband Steve had been there and held me tightly in place when the words were tattooed into my skin.
I was jolted from my thoughts by the sound of the proprietor's voice as he said "Hello there Honey Pot. What can we do for you today?"
"I . . I need to pay for my gas so that I can get back on my way home" I said hoping to make a quick exit.
"Why Honey Pot you look chilled to the bone" he said reaching for my hand. "Why don't you come over here by the heater and take the chill off?"
He took my hand and led me over to a small heater. He looked me up and down one more time and then stepped behind me. I felt the warmth from the heater and then a different kind of heat as he reached around me and cupped my breasts.
I stood there as his hands caressed and massaged my breasts. My nipples had already been hard and puckered from the chill but his long black fingers made them rise to attention even more as he pinched and tweaked them pulling on them at the same time.
"You really shouldn't be doing that" I said. "I'm a married woman."
He just chuckled as those talented fingers began to unbutton my blouse. "Honey Pot if you are married I'm sure that your husband is well aware of what it means when a woman is tattooed as a Black Owned whore. I bet that he's watched you take a black cock before hasn't he?"
Unable to speak I simply nodded my head as he finished with the last button and pulled the tail of my blouse out of my skirt waist. I trembled as his big black hands wandered freely over the soft white flesh of my breasts.
"You feel pretty warm to me now Honey Pot" he said as he slowly turned me around until we were facing his friends at the table. He continued squeezing my breasts from behind as he held them up so that his friends could see my tattoo. "Boys we got us a little white wife who is a black cock whore."
"She weren't wearing no bra. I'm kinda wondering if she be wearing any panties. What do you say boys? Should we find out?"
The other three black guys simply nodded their heads as if they were afraid that the sound of their voices might break the spell.
I was pulled back against a rock hard chest as he reached down and began to work my skirt up my legs. I shuddered as my skirt began to rise because I knew the answer to his question. I wasn't wearing any panties. But that wasn't the only surprise they were about to get because when my skirt rose above my hips the Queen of Spades tattoo just over the crack of my pussy would be visible.
My skirt continued to slide up my thighs revealing more of my creamy white flesh. It was embarrassing and humiliating to be exposed to these strangers and I was powerless to do anything about it. Actually that was part of the turn on. Yet I knew that unless something unexpected happened I would soon find myself sucking strange black cock once again. In fact it was quite possible that I would return home to Steve with a pussy full of cum from these men.
The moment that my uncovered and shaved pussy mound came into view you could see the change in the look on the faces of the three men being treated to a show. That was nothing compared to the broad smiles that appeared when my skirt rose higher and they saw the Queen of Spades tattoo.
One of the men at the table stood and came over and said "Alonzo you better let me hold her so that you can come around here and get a good look."
With that he stepped behind me holding my arms back with one hand forcing my tits to jut out even more. With the other hand he reached around and grabbed hold of my skirt holding it waist high.
Alonzo stepped around in front of me and turned to get a good look. I don't think that he could believe his luck as he just stood there and stared. Finally he reached behind the counter and took out his cell phone. "Hold her just like that so I can get a few pictures. The boys will never believe this."
With that he proceeded to take several close ups of my tits and pussy along with a number of full figure shots. I shuddered knowing that it would not be long before those pictures would be circulating among his friends and then on the internet.
As his friend held me Alonzo completely removed my blouse and pulled my skirt down to remove it. I stepped out of the skirt and stood there completely naked except for my running shoes and socks.
Alonzo stepped up beside me and pressed his lips to mine. I did not resist when his tongue forced its way between my lips. Not being immune to the sexuality of the situation I have to admit that I was a semi willing participant.
A moment later he took my hand and placed it on his crotch. At first I did nothing and he proceeded to rub my hand over his cock and once again the whore in me won out and I grasped his man meat through his pants. He stepped back and took a good look at what fortune and a rainstorm had brought his way.
Alonzo motioned for one of the other guys to come over and take the camera. When his hands were free he quickly unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He motioned for the guy holding my arms to release me and to stand on my other side.
"Take your cock out like I have" he told him. "We're going to get pictures of this beautiful blonde wife black cock whore as she strokes both of our cocks."
With a black cock in each hand I stood as the third man took a number of pictures. When he was done he asked "What about us?"
"Okay" Alonzo said. Give me the camera and you two get up here and I'll take some pictures of you too."
I immediately found two more strange cocks in my hands. They were both hard and yet soft and they were certainly hot.
Finally satisfied Alonzo put the phone down and turned to me. I was now standing totally naked surrounded by four black strangers. "On your knees" he said. I complied and immediately found his cock pressing against my lips.
As Alonzo continued to push forward I slowly parted my pink lips and allowed his black shaft to enter my warm moist mouth. "Suck it Honey Pot. Show us what you can do."
Without hesitation I began to move my pink lips back and forth along that big black shaft. Each time I took more and more of that cock into my mouth. Finally I looked up at Alonzo and, as he looked into my eyes, I took the whole thing down my throat.
I continued to work on his cock but before I was able to taste his cum the front door of the store opened and Violet walked in. With one quick glance she took in the scene of me naked on my knees with a black cock in my mouth surrounded by three other men with their cocks out waiting their turn.
"Pat what the hell is going on in here" she shrieked. "I was waiting and waiting for you outside and you never came out. Finally the rain stopped and I come in here and find you naked sucking cock. Are you crazy?"
Alonzo's cock pulled out from between my lips with an audible plop and he turned to Violet. "What do we have here? Honey Pot you didn't tell me that you had a friend. And she's such a cute redhead at that."
Pulling me to my feet and dragging me forward Alonzo quickly grabbed Violet's hand and made sure that she did not leave the store. "Come on in" he said. "Your friend Pat was just showing us how good she is at sucking cock. Maybe you could show us how you do it for comparison."
"Oh no!" Violet shrieked. I'm married and even if I wasn't I don't do blacks."
Still holding Violet, Alonzo pointed to my breasts and made sure that Violet saw the tattoos on my breasts. "And look at this" he said as he pulled up my skirt exposing the Queen of Spades tattoo just above the crack of my pussy.
Violet's eyes seemed to bulge out as she looked at me. "I don't have anything like that. I told you. I don't do black men. My husband would divorce me."
"Well now sweetheart I really want to believe you but you know that I'm going to have to take a look for myself."
"What? What do you mean you have to look for yourself? I'm no slut!" As the words came out of her mouth Violet realized her mistake and looked at me with an apology written all over her face.
"And neither is Pat. She is definitely not a slut. However, she is a whore. You see these tattoos clearly show that she prefers black meat and that she is available and agreeable to have sex with any black man who calls on her. So you see she is not a slut."
Alonzo motioned for one of the others to come over and had him pull Violet's arms behind her back thrusting her chest forward. With her restrained Alonzo slowly began the process of undoing the buttons on the front of her dress. When all the buttons were undone the dress was pulled back over her shoulders and it was allowed to slide to the ground and pooled at her feet.
Now Violet stood there in a bra and slip and panties. Alonzo made short work of the slip and then he reached around her to undo the clasp of her bra. But, before he did so, he placed both hands on either side of her face and kissed her deeply. At first Violet struggled but not for long or even too hard. As Alonzo's tongue pushed between Violet's lips Alonzo continued to struggle with her bra. Fortunately the bra was strapless and once undone it fell forward off her breasts.
As Alonzo stood back we were all treated to the sight of her lovely white breasts that were topped with beautiful pink nipples. Her chest rose and fell with her heavy breathing. The nipples were not pierced nor were there any tattoos as she had said.
Violet stared straight ahead as Alonzo pulled down her panties revealing a pussy that was sparsely covered with light red hair. Her pussy lips were full and pink too. She was lovely as she stood there naked.
Violet had not said a word during the whole process as her clothes were removed and her luscious body was exposed the lecherous looks of the four black strangers. Stepping back, Alonzo reached for his cell phone and took several pictures as Violet stood there and stared daggers at him.
At one point he said "Sweetheart I want you to spread your legs apart a little bit wider so that I can see your pussy lips better for the pictures."
"Fuck you!" Violet retorted violently.
Alonzo smiled. "Sweetheart I'm not planning to fuck you since you aren't marked and if we were to fuck you that would be rape. But since you told me the truth I'm going to give you a break. We won't fuck you. After all, we aren't animals."
Finally Violet found her voice. "Good! Then give me my clothes so I can get dressed. I'll wait outside while you finish your business."
"Oh sweetheart, you misunderstood me. When I said that we wouldn't fuck you I meant that we wouldn't fuck your pussy because that would be rape. However, we are going to get a few more pictures and then you are going to take over for Pat and we are going to fuck your face."
"After you take my cock you can suck my friend's cocks and watch as I give the pussy of our good little whore the kind of attention that it deserves.
Alonzo pulled Violet over next to me and stood between us. He draped an arm over each of our shoulders and placed one hand on my tit and the other on Violet's tit. Then he said "Honey Pot I want you to reach down and cup my balls. Be gentle now and don't get any ideas. Sweetheart I want you to grab my dick and stroke it while we get a little video."
We did as instructed and one of Alonzo's friends filmed as Violet stroked her small white hand along his long black shaft and I fondled his balls.
Alonzo, unwilling to leave his friends out, placed one on either side of Violet and one on either side of me. He filmed the six of us as Violet and I busily stroked a cock in each hand.
When he was satisfied he placed the cell phone back on the counter and then turned to Violet and told her to get on her knees. At first she resisted. "I'm not going to suck black cock."
"Sweetheart it is your choice. You can either suck our cocks or we will simply fuck you and fill you with black cum. Then you can explain the black baby to your husband."
"No! You can't do that. You wouldn't."
"Sweetheart I am going to fuck Pat here because she is a black owned whore. I will let you out of here without fucking you but you will suck these cocks and get them good and hard for Pat to enjoy or be fucked yourself. It's your choice."
I watched as my best friend slowly sank to her knees and began to suck her first black cock. I wasn't sure but it looked like she might be enjoying it just a little now that her reluctance had been overcome by Alonzo's demands. Maybe being forced allowed her to do something she really wanted to experience.
Alonzo took my hand and pulled me over to the counter where he forced me to lean over. I looked over my shoulder so that I could continue to watch Violet as she worked on her first black blow job. My observations were interrupted when I felt Alonzo shoving his cock up between my legs. He rubbed it all over my excited pussy getting the head covered with my juice and then he slipped the head between my pussy lips.
It was no surprise to me when his sausage smoothly entered the sheath of my vagina and was buried to the hilt on the first stroke. At first he simply paused and I enjoyed the feel of a strange cock inside me once again.
I turned and tried to check up on Violet and I was just able to see her really working hard on that black cock. I had to admit that she looked lovely. Her skin was pale and the black meat splitting her lips was almost jet black. The contrast was one of the things that I loved the most about having interracial sex.
Reminding me about the black meat buried inside me Alonzo pulled his cock almost all the way out and then he shoved it in again. I sagged against the top of the counter and my nipple rings played a tune on the glass counter top as my body was rocked back and forth with the rhythm.
It wasn't long before the pace began to increase as his cock split my cunt and his groin slammed into my soft round ass. Guessing that it would not be long now I prepared myself for what was coming just as Alonzo slammed his cock into me and held it buried in my pussy. He grunted and I felt the gush of his first load of cum as it was pumped into me. He pulled out and slammed into me three or four more times holding his cock deeply inside me as he pumped me full of his black baby seed.
A moment later his now limp dick slithered out of my pussy. It was soon followed by a string of hot cum that proceeded to hang from my pussy lips. Wasting no time at all Alonzo turned and shouted "Next."



Now that his weight had been removed from me I was able to turn and check up on Violet. I watched as the first cock was pulled from her mouth so the cock's owner could come over and slip it into my slit. As I watched Violet parted her lips and began to work on her second black cock. I think she was enjoying herself.
Not allowing me any more time to think the man Violet had just finished with pulled me from my position leaning over the counter. "Come over here to the table missy and lay down and spread them legs wide for me. I want to get a good look at you and I also want to be able to look down between your legs so I can watch my cock in your pussy and see that Queen of Spades tattoo at the same time. Alonzo get that camera over here and take some pictures for me as I fuck this whore.
I was laid back on the table which was low and long like a coffee table. I spread my legs wide and another string of cum leaked between my pussy lips. For a few moments he simply stood there enjoying the view which allowed me the time to take one more glance at Violet.
Alonzo was saying something to the man currently having his cock sucked by my friend Violet. As I watched he shoved his cock into her mouth a couple more times and then pulled out and shot a load of cum onto Violet's pretty face. He unloaded three more times with one actually streaming all the way across her face and into her red hair. The last two loads were dumped into her waiting mouth and I watched somewhat surprised as she swallowed the last two loads.
Meanwhile my new found friend was working to shove his cock into me. I looked down to see what the problem was and saw one of the largest dicks that I had ever seen. It was huge. It must have been six to seven inches around and seven to eight inches long. I could hardly wait to feel that thing inside me.
This bull was not as gentle as Alonzo had been and I heard him whisper in my ear "I ain't never had no white pussy before and I'm really going to enjoy this" and he meant it.
Slowly my pussy expanded to receive the bulbous black head and then the first inch. It felt like I was being split apart. Alonzo used his cell phone camera to record the action as inch after inch slowly worked its way into my cunt. Finally the whole thing was buried in me all the way. It felt like I was having a baby as he began to work that black monster dick in and out of my pussy.
Once he got it in it was a glorious feeling as he slammed that pile driver back and forth in my tight sheath. But it wasn't long before the erotic feelings about having his first white pussy drove him to explode inside me. A couple loads of cum were pumped between my legs and into my cunt. Then he pulled that monster out and shot a few more loads onto my pussy and belly.
As I lay there totally spent Alonzo brought Violet over and had her lay down beside me. I looked over at her and her face was covered in milky white cum. We both obeyed when Alonzo told us to spread our legs apart so the camera would have a good view. Then he proceeded to take several pictures. First he took pictures of us as we lay there spread wide open and well used. Then he placed his three friends behind us with their limp dicks and took some more pictures. Finally he took close ups of the cum on Violet's face and in her hair and several of my obscenely wide spread pussy lips with cum oozing out between them.
When he was done he carried our clothes over to us and told us to get out before he called more of his friends over. He shoved us out the door completely naked carrying our clothes. We both rushed to the car and got inside.
It took several minutes for us to clean all of the cum off ourselves and get dressed. During the whole time the silence between us dragged on. Finally just as I was about to insert the key in the ignition I turned to Violet and said "I'm so sorry" just as she blurted out "That was awesome"
We looked at each other in shock and surprise and then burst out laughing. Finally I got myself under control enough to say "We need to talk."
I started the SUV and headed down the road. Quiet had descended between us once again as we both processed our individual thoughts. A few moments later I noticed a small diner and pulled into the parking lot.
"Violet let's clean up and make ourselves presentable. Then we'll talk."
As we entered Violet headed directly for the ladies room to fix her makeup that had been ruined when they guys shot cum onto her face. I went to a booth in a back corner as far away from the kitchen as possible so that we could have some privacy. I needed to make a phone call.
The phone was answered after the third ring. "Hello. You've reached Officer Smith."
"Officer Smith this is Pat."
"Well hello there Pat. I know that we haven't had any fun lately and we still have a lot to do on the calendar but I did not expect you to call me."
"We've just come from an enjoyable but unsettling experience that I think you should look into."
"We? You and Steve?"
"No! My best friend from high school and I."
"Pat maybe you should expand on that. I seem to be missing something."
"Officer Smith we were on our way home and stopped for gas at this small station a few hours drive from home. When I went inside I was sexually used by four black men because of my tattoos. When they saw them they exercised their right to use my body and that is okay. But then my friend came in and even though they didn't fuck her she was forced to pose nude along with me and to suck two of them off."
At that moment Violet returned from the ladies room and slid into the booth. I held up my index finger letting her know that I would be with her in a moment.
"I'm thinking that you might want to pay them a visit and have a few words with a man named Alonzo. I don't have the names of the others. If you can get your hands on copies of the films and pictures you may be able to use them for the March page of the calendar."
"Okay Pat now I understand what you are suggesting. I'll use my police credentials to encourage their cooperation. I'll also discourage them from sharing them so that it won't mess up our sales. I'll let you know how things go. Where are you headed now?"
"My friend Violet and I are headed to my place. She will be staying with Steve and I for a week or two."
"Okay. I'll get back in touch and let you know how things go."
"All right Officer Smith. Thank you."
I ended the call and turned to Violet who was looking at me with a questioning look on her face. Before I could speak the waitress walked up. "Can I help you?"
"I'd like a cup of coffee" Violet said. Smiling, the waitress looked at me and said "Coffee for me also please. Do you have any pie?"
It seems that they did have pie. I ordered a piece of apple pie and Violet decided on banana cream pie.
As the waitress walked away I stood and headed for the bathroom leaving Violet to wonder about all of her questions for a while longer.
When I returned to the booth the waitress had been back with our pie and coffee. We dug in not realizing just how hungry we were.
Finally the pie was all gone and we were left with our coffee. The waitress had taken our empty pie plates away and refilled our cups and it was time for us to talk.
Before I could say a word Violet burst out with "That was the most intense sexual experience that I have ever had. Who would have thought that I would have been so turned on by a black man? Pat you really need to tell me what just happened and who the hell is Officer Smith."
"Violet it's a very long story. I'll fill in the details later but for now I will try to satisfy your curiosity by covering the broad strokes."
"Some time ago I did a stupid thing and, as a result, the Boss of a gang of black hoods forced Steve and I to participate in a number of sexual encounters all involving first a few and then a number of black men. Pictures and videos were made and even offered for sale."
"During one of those encounters the Boss had the words black owned tattooed on my tits and the Queen of Spades symbol was tattooed on me just above my pussy. Eventually the Boss got in trouble with the law and his gang has disbanded and he is in prison."
"Pat, that's an amazing story. It's almost unbelievable. Were you forced or what?"
Chuckling I said "Well that's where part of the problem comes into play. Steve really enjoys watching other men have sex with me and as far as I am concerned I am turned on at the prospect of being the center of attention when other men use me for sex. When its black men it is always better. So, even though we were sort of forced we were being forced to do something we subconsciously wanted to do."
At this point Violet said "I can really see the allure. To tell the truth I am a bit disappointed that I didn't get fucked. The thought of black cock in me was such a turn on. I can really understand how you were drawn in by it all."
"I'm sorry that you got involved in all of this. It may be hard to understand but if you wear the Queen of Spades tattoo it means that you are a willing whore to any black man that demands your service. I worked hard to earn that tattoo and I was used by so many black men that I lost count of how many different men have used my ass, mouth and pussy. They were often all used at the same time."
"Okay now I understand how you got caught up in all of this but you said that the Boss had gone to prison. Why are you still doing things like this and who is this Officer Smith?"
"Officer Smith had seen some of the pictures and video that the Boss had taken of Steve and I. Then he just happened to make a traffic stop on Steve and I and he recognized us. He contacted us that night and he took over where the Boss left off."
Right now he wants to make a calendar for next year. We have completed the first two months and I was thinking that the video and pictures Alonzo took of me would be good for the March page. March is known for coming in like a lion with storms just like yesterday."
"Wait a minute. You weren't the only one there. They took pictures and video of me too. They have me totally naked holding two black and then sucking two different men."
"I know Violet. I'll talk to Officer Smith and make sure that he doesn't use any of the stuff that has you in it if you are recognizable. How's that."
"Are you kidding Pat? That was easily the most erotic sex that I have ever had. Leave my pictures in. I'll be a porn star. Maybe I'll even qualify for a Queen of Spades tattoo of my own."
Taking a sip of her coffee Violet said "I actually envy you. Al and I love each other as much as we ever did but with the passage of time a little of the shine has worn off the sex. What happened in that store today just showed that I could use some strange meat."
While I walked to the counter to pay the bill Violet left a generous tip for the waitress. As we headed out the door to finish the drive to my home I smiled at Violet. "I think that we can arrange for a little diversion while you visit with us if you like."
A huge grin found a home on Violet's face and she said "Oh I like."
After dinner Steve, Violet and I were enjoying a glass of wine in the living room. The storms had let up earlier and we were doing some catching up when the phone rang.
Steve answered and a familiar voice said "Steve tell Pat that I made arrangements with Alonzo and got copies of everything he had. He agreed to not spread the pictures and videos around when I told him that I would be back if he did. It looks like this will work very well for the Mrs March page. I'll see to it that you get a copy of everything. I want to get my hands on that lovely red headed friend of Pats. Oh, he also asked me to remind Pat that she never paid for the gas that she got."
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Part 5: Dan sees his ex again
Roughly another year passed, Dan of course kept up his daily routines, feeding his addiction. Time flies when having fun!
Tracy kept growing on instagram, by now she had over 400k followers. She kept the posts coming. The original mystery black man was replaced multiple times with new black men. Dan could count at least 7 different black men over just the past year. Some of them were tagged so Dan could stalk them, some were mysterious like the original. When Dan could find their profiles, Dan would discover that they were always very successful men. One was a Music Producer, One was a NBA player, and another was a Banker from New York. Everytime without fail, they always had large athletic builds and were very tall. All of this content on Tracy's instagram had given Dan plenty to imagine and solo-cuck himself with.
It now marked 4 years since Dan and Tracy divorced. Of course he had always sent her a birthday message and they always caught up a little bit once per year at that time. Tracy has done well for herself and by now, she had found a director level job for a large headhunting company. Whenever they did catch up, these were the things they talked about. So I guess you could say their relationship was professional. Tracy always seemed like she wanted the best for Dan.
Dan's firm went under 6 months ago, eventually leading to a layoff. For whatever reason, he had been having trouble finding a new job. Luckily because he's quite good with his finances, he had been able to keep afloat so far with his emergency fund. Dan actually enjoyed the time off. Of course, he spent most of the time dressed up in lingerie and jerking off to all of his porn interests. But now after 1/2 of a year the emergency fund didn't have much room left so he became absolutely desperate to find employment. This lead Dan to do exactly what he was hoping to avoid, because he was embarrassed. Dan had no choice. Dan contacted his Ex-Wife Tracy looking for a job.
He messaged her and tried to be as professional as possible. He kept it simple, but mentioned he had been without employment for 6 months. He hoped that would motivate her to help. He knew her position at a headhunting company would be of serious value to him.
A couple days passed, and Tracy finally answered, "Dan, I am sorry to hear you are going through such a tough time. Luckily, the timing is great. Usually I would help you apply to other companies, but I am actually recommending you for an open Accounting position at the company I work for. It's no guarantee of course, you will need to interview, but with my recommendation, you will be first in line. Call me today and let's work out a game plan."
Dan was flabbergasted. His heart raced as he read her message. Then his heart fell when she wanted him to call her. He hadn't heard her voice in 4 years. He waited a couple hours to play it cool and then he gave her a ring.
She answered with such confidence, "Hello Dan."
Dan was silent and speechless
She repeated herself, "hello?"
Hearing her voice was sending shockwaves through Dan's body.
Finally Dan said "Hello Tracy."
They had a little awkward small talk back and forth, all of the awkwardness coming from Dan's side of the conversation.
Eventually Tracy hit him with, "your interview is Monday, why don't you come up Friday to DC and stay in my guest room, we can catch up!"
Dan couldn't believe it. She invited him to stay at her house. He accepted and asked her why she was so nice. She said she felt like she owed him one after abandoning him 4 years ago, even though she had to change her life, she still knew it was tough on Dan. She said she looked forward to seeing Dan and told him to show up at 7ish for dinner time. With that, they said goodbye and hung up.
Dan was ecstatic, nervous as fuck, but very excited. He would get to see his lost queen, the now Nylon Queen of his dreams, Tracy. He hadn't really even had a real conversation with any women at all for 4 years and he was going to see the one and only Tracy in 3 days!
With that, he ended up having the most normal fantasy he has had in a long time. He did dress up in some lingerie and stockings of course, but other than that he imagined having sex with Tracy again. He imagined she would be wearing sexy lingerie and stockings. He didn't imagine any black cock for the first time in a while. He imagined his own cock fucking her, he could last longer than he used to back when they were married because he had so much practice alone. Maybe, just maybe, he could give her a hint of pleasure that she had not had from the Dan of 4 years ago. He knew he couldn't compete with BBC, but maybe he could compete with his younger and more novice self. Maybe he could make sweet love to his long lost Tracy once again. He knew it was a long shot, but he had a little hope.
Friday came and Dan packed his bags. He brought some lingerie and stockings just in case he didn't get lucky and had to jerk it in the guest room. He honestly hadn't gone a day off of masturbation in 4 years, he wasn't going to start now, even if it was at Tracy's house. He got in the car and drove up to DC, making sure he would arrive at 7pm for dinner. He couldn't believe she was making dinner for him as well! It was as if she wanted to treat her lost King, Dan dreamingly imagined.
He could hear his own heart pounding as he pulled up to the address. The house was stunning and in a nice neighborhood. The garage was open and there were two cars inside. "She even has two cars, wow" Dan thought. He had to take a moment to breathe before getting out of the car to walk to the door. Luckily he was smart enough to bring a bottle of wine and a thank you card. He was dressed in his best clothes and had a nice vest over his button up shirt.
Dan walked up to the large front doors and rang the doorbell. A few silent seconds passed, but then his ears perked as he heard her heels clacking on the hardwood floors as she walked to open the door, getting closer and closer. Was she all dressed up for him? Dan was very pleased thinking she was. He saw a hint of her figure through the purposefully foggy glass around the door. And then she opened the door and Dan had to try his hardest to not let his jaw drop to the floor.
She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his entire life. He knew she would be from her Instagram, but in person, it was next level. She had on a black and white plaid pencil skirt extending to an inch or two above the knees, and a black lacy blouse that showed ample amounts of cleavage and was tight at her waist-line. Her beautiful blonde hair was long down to her mid back, and she had on large hoop earrings. Her makeup was light and perfect as she didn't need much because she was naturally perfect. And on her legs were black nylons and on her feet were black stilettos.
The stilettos were about 5 inches long which made her tower over Dan. This was something Dan had not witnessed in real life. She made him feel so short. Her heels made her legs appear to be a mile long. He saw that on her right ankle was a thin silver anklet. It had a little black charm on it but he couldn't quite get a glimpse of exactly what it was. It was on her ankle but under the nylon layer. He had not seen this anklet before in her Instagram posts. "It must be new", Dan thought.
Dan realized too many seconds had passed while he was taking her all in, he said, "I'm sorry you just look so beautiful!"
He thought to himself, "wow Dan that was actually smooth".
She responded with a thank you and asked him to come in and thanked him for the wine and card.
They shared some small talk about the drive at the door and then she said "let me show you your room so you can put your stuff down".
Dan followed her up the stairs. As he followed her he got an incredible look at her backside. On the black nylons he saw seams, he followed the seams to the top, but the skirt was too long and only allowed him to get so far. Her ass was perfectly formed in her skirt and her waist-line was nice and tight. He followed the seams down to the back of the ankle and he saw what he would recognize anywhere, she was wearing fully fashioned stockings. He could tell by the squared off cuban style reinforced heel. "Oh my goodness, she really is a Nylon Queen", Dan thought. On the right ankle he still couldn't get a good visual of her black anklet charm as she moved too quickly up the stairs.
She let him put his stuff down in the guest room and then gave him a little tour of the upstairs. There were 3 bedrooms upstairs, the guest room had its own bathroom and the other two rooms were connected by a bathroom. She mentioned that she bought this house for the bedrooms as the two connected by a bathroom would be great for a future family. Dan mentioned how awesome of an idea that was. Even though it struck a little jealousy in him knowing of what that would mean if he couldn't get her back.
She said "dinner will be ready in 30, go ahead and settle in and I'll see you down in the kitchen soon." He watched as she walked away so beautifully, staring at her legs and those beautiful seams as she walked.
Dan cleaned his face and rubbed a little cologne on his balls just in case he got lucky. He was getting hard just thinking about possibly unwrapping her skirt and revealing her garters and stocking tops. He gave his cock minor strokes as he imagined it. But he knew not to go too far as he needed to save himself for later just in case he got the chance to pleasure Tracy. He figured he had a 50/50 chance of getting some. "After all, why did she really let me stay here?" Dan questioned.
After 15 minutes he decided he could go downstairs to the kitchen a little early and talk to Tracy. He gave himself some time to let the little boy in the pants settle back down.
He walked downstairs, turned, and walked to where he heard noise coming from the kitchen. "Did she have a TV on?" Dan asked himself as he thought he heard a Man's voice. He walked into the kitchen and reality hit him like a bag of bricks. There sitting at the head of the kitchen table was a man. Not just any man, the Banker from NYC, from her Instagram post from about 2 months ago.
The man stood up and walked toward Dan with an open hand for a hand shake. As he approached Dan, he towered over Dan even more than Tracy did. He had to be 6'6". He was built like a machine. His voice was so deep and powerful the neighbors could probably hear it. He shook Dan's hand while he thanked him for the wine and introduced himself as Jeffrey. Even his hands were huge and belittled Dan's hands during the handshake. He asked Dan if he wanted a beer and Dan gladly accepted. He would need a little alcohol to get through this evening.
Jeffrey was one of those people that could carry on a conversation with anyone. He was super charismatic which really helped out Dan. Dan was surprisingly able to hold a decent conversation with Jeffrey, and it was mostly due to Jeffrey's charisma. They talked about what Tracy was like back in the day. Tracy would chime in cracking jokes about Dan loving his video games or how Dan talked in his sleep.
Overall the conversation between the three flowed well, and so did the alcohol. Dan finished his beer quickly and Jeffrey noticed and commented on how a long drive can make a man thirsty. "let's bring out the good stuff" Jeffrey followed up, bringing out a brand new blue label Johnnie Walker and a bottle of Grey Goose. He took 3 shot glasses and poured the vodka in all 3. With that, Jeffrey raised his glass and said "to old friends" and they all drank. And then the oven alarm went off, lasagna was ready.
Jeffrey shared the blue label during dinner served neat in a sipping glass. Dan matched his drinking speed with Jeffrey, and when they finished, Jeffrey filled the glasses again. Dan commented to Tracy on how great the dinner was, Jeffrey mentioned that Tracy always had something good to eat and then him and Tracy shared a little stare smiling at the innuendo. Dan pretended to not notice even though it most certainly gave him a little tingle downstairs. Dan shifted his mind to move on from it. By now Dan was certainly feeling a little tipsy as he had two glasses of scotch, the shot of vodka, and a beer.
Jeffrey mentioned that the three of them should get in the hot tub out back and continue drinking and chatting, "after all it's Friday night" he finished his suggestion with.
Dan showed a little hesitation mentioning that he didn't bring a swim suit.
Jeffrey replied, "non-sense, I hottub in my boxer briefs, you can too."
Luckily Dan was wearing briefs instead of some panties like he likes to do sometimes. He originally wore the briefs for when he would get with Tracy, but now he knew that wouldn't be happening.
Tracy said, "well you boys can wear your briefs, I'm going to go put on my suit." She left to go to her room.
Jeffrey poured some vodka cranberry drinks for the three of them. He told Dan to come with him to the hottub, "we can get in while Trace gets ready". Dan noticed that he called Tracy by a nickname.
They walked to the hottub and Jeffrey set the drinks down and started stripping leaving his clothes on the lounge chairs near by. He looked up at Dan who was like a deer in headlights witnessing this massive man strip down to his underwear. Jeffrey said, "well come on man, the water is hot!" And then Jeffrey jumped in. Dan stripped to his briefs and joined him.
They were drinking and chatting for about 5 minutes and then Tracy appeared. She walked to the hottub in a tiny pink bikini. The top barely contained her breasts and as she hopped over the edge of the hottub, Dan got a glimpse of her ass in the pink thong bottom. This view inspired an instant erection hidden under the bubbles of the hottub.
The three chatted, and Jeffrey kept the drinks coming. Tracy had brought the vodka bottle and cranberry juice to the hottub on her way out. Eventually they were all pretty drunk, Dan definitely the most as he's a light weight and Tracy didn't have scotch like the boys did at dinner.
The more drunk they got, the more hands on Tracy became with Jeffrey. Eventually she was whispering in his ear saying God knows what. Dan tried to pretend like he wasn't watching them, but he was. Tracy was all over Jeffrey and Dan couldn't help his curiosity. Dan had never seen so much lust in Tracy's eyes before. The contrast was so apparent with Tracy's white skin over Jeffrey's dark complexion.
She leaned back on Jeffrey's chest and put her feet out on the side of the hottub out of the water. There, Dan got a perfect view of her anklet charm on her right ankle. It was a black spade with a capital Q on it written in white. Dan's cock and balls instantly tingled and this finding only helped to maintain the erection he already had. He knew exactly what the anklet charm meant.
Dan looked at the anklet for too long and then he made eye contact with Tracy. She knew Dan had seen the anklet just then and Dan knew she caught him looking at it. Tracy could tell by Dan's facial expression that Dan knew what it meant. While they shared eye contact for a few seconds, Dan's mind thought, "I don't deserve her". Tracy gave Dan a devious little smile.
In that moment they both thought the same thing:
Tracy is a Queen of Spades.
Tracy is for black cock only.
End Part 5
(the next part gets fun!)
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Part 6: Dan Listens In
Another 10 minutes in the hot tub passed. Dan finished his last vodka cranberry. Dan was feeling quite drunk and also quite horny from seeing Tracy all over Jeffrey and also the Queen of Spades charm on her anklet. Jeffrey decided for the group that it was time to get out of the hot tub. It was obvious he had something in particular on his mind. Especially after all the attention tipsy Tracy was giving him.
Jeffrey stood up giving Dan and Tracy quite the view. The water had sucked Jeffrey's boxer briefs tight to his body. Not only that, the boxers were white so they had become semi-transparent. Dan saw the outline of Jeffrey's cock. It wasn't even fully hard and it was more than twice the size of Dan's erect penis. It was like a red bull can in Jeffrey's briefs. Dan couldn't help but get lost in a drunk trance while looking at the cock, eventually he snapped out of it and glanced at Tracy. She too was lost in her own big black cock trance. Dan could see her little slutty smile as she looked at Jeffrey's cock and body.
Jeffrey noticed both of them were staring and made a joke, "Impressive I know."
Dan thought Jeffrey was only talking to Tracy but actually he was talking to both of them. Tracy responded, "Yes it is," in a very sexual tone. The two of them shared a laugh. Dan got even more aroused by the little exchange. Tracy stood up to follow Jeffrey out the hot tub. Dan couldn't help but stare at her breasts and ass on her way out. Dan thought she looked incredibly sexy.
Dan's drunk ass what not entirely in-tune with what was going on as with his own body as he stood up to exit the hot tub. He completely forgot he had an erection and was only wearing briefs. Luckily his were black so they weren't see through, but he had certainly pitched a little tent.
Jeffrey and Tracy were drying off with the towels when Jeffrey saw Dan's boner as Dan exited the hot tub. Jeffrey commented, "Tracy has that effect on all men!" He laughed while trying to comfort Dan saying, "Happens to me all the time!"
Dan was a little slow from the alcohol but then looked down and recognized his own erection. He looked up in embarrassment at Jeffrey, who gave him a reassuring smile. Dan glanced over to Tracy and she said, "Don't worry Dan, I've seen it before without the briefs, be proud, it looks so cute!"
Dan replied, "Come-on you guys!" He was so embarrassed as he quickly grabbed his towel to cover up. He couldn't believe Tracy had just called his erection, "cute," infront of Jeffrey. It made Dan feel so small. Especially because it was without a doubt to everyone there that Dan's hard cock was less than half the size of Jeffrey's.
To Dan's relief, Jeffrey changed the subject saying, "Well I think we can call it a night."
Tracy was tipsy and replied, "Yes we can, I need you in the bed ASAP!"
Jeffrey responded, "Don't you worry baby," as Tracy walked off into the house.
Jeffrey turned to Dan and said, "When Trace gets a little tipsy and horny she is unstoppable. I'm sure you remember from back in the day."
Dan replied, "I sure do." He didn't, Tracy was never like this with him.
Jeffrey said good night to Dan as they went into the house. Jeffrey walked into the first floor master and Dan caught a glimpse into the room as Jeffrey walked through the door. Dan saw Tracy's large naked breasts. He could see her attaching a stocking to a garter on her left leg, and he could see on her right leg which didn't have a stocking yet, the anklet that designated her as a queen of spades. The door closed.
Dan knew exactly what was about to happen in that room. His erection was pulsing and on fire. He quickly went upstairs to his own room. He opened his bag and got out his lingerie and stockings. He actually had some black fully fashioned stockings just like the ones Tracy was putting on. He stripped naked and then put his garter belt, stockings, and panties on. He started stroking himself imagining what was going on in the room below him.
Then he recognized that with the shape of the house and his location, that his guest bedroom was directly above the master bedroom. He knew that in some houses when rooms were situated like this, sound from the room below would travel though the AC/heating vents. There was a vent to the left of the bed on the floor. He got down on the floor with his ear on the vent and listened. To his surprise and excitement, the sound was almost as if he was a fly on the ceiling of the master bedroom. Dan wished he was so he could see too, but this would have to do.
He layed on his back with his head next to the vent so that he could stroke his cock while listening. He could hear Jeffrey jokingly say, "It seems like Dan really missed you," obviously referring to Dan's erection at the hottub.
Tracy replied, "Oh my gosh, I know, that was so funny, did you see the size of that little tent he made?"
Jeffrey and Tracy both laughed.
Tracy continued, "Trust me, I've seen it without the briefs, that's as big as it gets, the poor guy...We rarely even had sex when we were married, he was always playing his damn games. Even when we did I had to fake my orgasm everytime and then masturbate when he fell asleep. I was just too naive, but now, things have changed!"
Tracy was revealing information Dan was learning for the first time. It made Dan feel even hornier knowing the truth of his inadequacy. "To think, I thought I had a chance with her before coming here," Dan thought.
Jeffrey followed up, "Well hey baby, you don't have to fake it with that thing anymore, you got all of this to make you happy."
Dan was sure Jeffrey was referring to his BBC and that Jeffrey was probably naked for Tracy. Dan was so ashamed that his little cock was even a topic of conversation for them, even if it was making him hornier.
Tracy agreed to the change of topic by saying, "Oh baby, you are so right, let mommy get some of daddy's big black cock!" She said it in a very sexual manner that took Dan right to the edge, he had to stop stroking to back himself off of it.
He could hear the sounds of stroking and slurping. Dan had watched enough porn to know that Tracy was worshiping Jeffrey's big black cock with her mouth and hands. Every once in a while she would make a dirty comment on how beautiful his black dick was or call her self a big black cock whore. Dan couldn't believe how filthy she was. It aroused Dan so much.
She even at one point said, "I can never go back to little white dick, I'm so obsessed with your big black cock baby!" Dan knew she was talking about his little dick. Then she said, "I need this cock in my pussy!"
Jeffrey replied, "Put your face down, and ass up."
Dan heard shifting around in the bed as he was sure they got in position for doggy style.
Tracy said, "Put that 10 inch black cock in me baby! Fuck me!" Dan was enjoying that audio stimulation and mental picture of the size of Jeffrey's big cock.
Dan heard her moaning so loud, Dan wouldn't have even needed the vent to hear the moans. The sounds bounced off the walls of the entire house. He heard every smack as their bodies collided. Dan knew that meant she was taking the whole big black cock inside her. She was taking a black dick that was surely more than 4 or even 5 times the volume of Dan's little white cock. This fact made Dan shiver with excitement.
Their sex got more and more aggressive as Tracy neared her first orgasm. She yelled out, "Oh my god, fuck me, I'm cumming, fuck me in my stockings with your big black cock!" She screamed. She was clearly orgasming. She moaned sounds Dan had never heard before.
It was so difficult for Dan to not explode too early. It was like everytime Tracy said something so dirty like that it took him right to the edge. The comment about the stockings and comments about the big black cock and it's measurement were just too much. It was so fucking hot.
Another shuffling around in the bed, they had likely changed positions. Jeffrey said "That's it, ride it." Dan figured Tracy was on top now. It didn't take but maybe a minute for Tracy to be nearing another orgasm. She screamed again. This time Dan was sure the whole neighborhood could hear it.
"Oh my god I'm cumming again on that black cock!!" Dan could hear it through the whole house.
Then after, she said, "I want to suck it again, I want to taste my pussy on that cock."
"God, she is dirty!" Dan thought. He could hear her sucking it harder than before. She was really into it. After 10 minutes of the sounds of Tracy worshiping her man's cock, they got right back to fucking. Dan was unsure of the position this time but they were really going at it. Tracy let out a third orgasmic scream. The pounding didn't stop even while she screamed and 15 seconds after her third orgasm subsided, she was ready for a fourth.
"Oh my god my pussy is cuuummmmmm_" She let out a moan, she couldn't finish her sentence.
Their sex continued on for another 20 minutes, Tracy had 3 more orgasms in that time for a total of 7. Then she asked Jeffrey, "Do you want to cum with that big black cock on my face?"
He obviously accepted. Tracy needed to thank Jeffrey for the fucking he had just given her and she would do it the best way she knew how, by sucking him dry.
Dan was getting close as he was imagining Tracy doing her final worship of that big black cock. Dan decided he was going to cum at the same time as the black cock came, just as Dan had done so often when he watched BBC porn.
Dan wanted to get comfortable so he got up in the bed. Tracy and Jeffrey were loud enough Dan could still hear even when not right next to the vent. After about 5 minutes of Tracy's BBC worship, Jeffrey indicated he was close. Dan was impressed with Jeffrey's longevity.
Tracy said, "A big black cock deserves to cum on his big black cock whore's face."
To that Jeffrey called an audible, "Let me cum on those stockinged feet baby."
Tracy responded, "Whatever my black king desires."
Dan heard them change positions.
"Jerk it baby!" Jeffrey said.
"That's it my king, cum on my stockings!" Tracy replied.
Jeffrey grunted as Dan imagined the scene playing out just one floor away below him.
Dan knew Jeffrey was cumming a huge load all over Tracy's fully fashioned nylon stockinged feet.
This image in Dan's head caused him to erupt like a volcano. Cum shot 2 feet into the air and fell back down all over him. The orgasm lasted nearly 20 seconds as Dan's cock pulsed stream after stream after stream of cum on himself, his lingerie, and on his stocking tops.
He basked in his little crossdressing cuckold post orgasm bliss. Then slowly the bliss subsided and Dan's drunk self faded to sleep.
End Part 6.
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Becky and I had been in a hotwife/stag-turned-cuck relationship for just over a year. We had soft swapped, hard swapped, and had a few FMMs as things progressed. Lately, she has gone to clubs on her own, and either stayed the night with someone, or she would return and cuckold me with whoever she picked up.
We were having lots of sex on our own, but Becky definitely preferred other men to me. And on our trip to the seaside for the weekend, we already had planned a club visit for our first evening at the resort. This meant that we had all day to sit on the beach with samosas and beer, under an umbrella.
While we relaxed, a young black guy wearing basketball shorts and a head full of dreadlocks, roamed the beach with a thick book, showing various people what was inside. Becky followed him for quite a while before she caught his eye and signaled him to come over.
At this point, Becky was laying on her tummy in her lime green two-piece speedo, the bottoms tucked into the meaty crevice of her ass cheeks to give them a full tan. Her 36Cs spilled from the bra as she propped herself up on her elbows, smiling sweetly at him.
"Is the lady interested in enhancing this beautiful body with some of my art?" he asked.
"Well, maybe," she replied, "What are you offering?" Even I caught on to her sexy innuendo. He knelt down, set his book on her towel, and extended his hand.
"I'm Richard. These are all my works of art," he said, opening the book to show pictures of women wearing his artwork. The first pages were flowers of all colors, on every body part you could think of, including just above clitorises, and on luscious backsides. Many more pages included Asian writing, sea creatures, statements like 'LIVE LOVE LAUGH' and the such. Richard touched her shoulder to show her where the picture she was looking at could be inked, and Becky didn't flinch.
"Your wonderful ass is a great place to show off my art." I might just as well have been in the water, because he paid no attention to me at all. And then he flipped the page, and the illustrations there were clearly for hotwives and cucks. Pictures of stags, the Queen of Spades, silhouettes of two men and one woman, words like FILL ME UP, SLUT, HOTWIFE and ONLY 8"+ ALLOWED INSIDE, were plastered all over the page.
He knew exactly who he was dealing with when Becky focused on these pages. She pointed to a picture of a skeleton key beside a padlock with the silhouette of a rooster on it, (as in cock locked). Becky turned to me and said, "Wouldn't that look good on my boob, right here?" She drew a circle with her finger just above the fabric of her right cup. Richard caressed her pale breast where she had pointed, his cocoa colored fingers contrasting her whiteness.
"Anything would look good on your boobs, Bec," I offered.
She pointed to another picture at the bottom of the page, which was a set of big, red kissing lips, like the Rolling Stones logo, with the word HOTWIFE scrolled beneath them. Becky rolled onto her back, her head almost touching his knees, and said, "Could you put that one here?" while her one hand lowered the waistband of her bikini bottoms to reveal her trimmed, blond landing strip, her other hand pointed to the smooth white skin just above and to the right.
Richard lowered his hands to the towel on each side of her chest, and stretched to see the area she pointed to, his satin shorts draping over Becky's face like a satin mask. As he held that position, his semi-hard ebony dick appeared between his shorts and his left thigh. It was a monster, probably seven inches long, and wasn't even hard yet.
"Yes", he replied, ignoring her mouth stretching up to taste the precum dribbling from the blue-black helmet. "I think it would look good right there," caressing the tender skin so near her clitoris. He looked back between them, smiling as Becky bathed his dick with long licks. The handsome young man added, "I could put that anywhere you want." Richard looked to me with his cocky smile and lowered his chocolate hose into my wife's waiting mouth. His grin widened as he looked around to see another woman nearby, watching him slowly pump his ample dick down Becky's throat. I doubt that even Bec could handle his thick cock down her throat, once it was fully hard.
When Richard pulled himself off of my wife, I heard the loud 'pop' her lips made as she released his hardening cock. He tucked himself into his shorts again, stood up and said, "My chair awaits you," taking hold of Becky's hand and helping her to her feet. He looked at me and said, "You can wait here, unless you'd rather watch." I've watched lots of guys with Becky, but I was sure this guy would be impressive.
Bec held out her hand to me as she stood, so i gathered up our valuables, leaving her beach bag and our folding chairs behind, and followed them down the beach to a small hut. Inside, the hut was divided in two, with an old style barber chair and a table set up with his ink tools. There was another chair for him, and a small stool in the corner. Through the open doorway, his unmade bed and a small fridge were on display.
"We can do the cuck lock first," he offered, as his hands slipped the tied bow free across the back of Becky's neck. The bra fell, her full breasts cascading from it, puckered pink nipples at full attention. My wife swung the bra around at her hips and undid the other bow, tossing the tiny top towards me as I sat on the stool. Becky stepped toward me and leaned down for a kiss. Her lips still had his salty taste as our tongues danced.
Becky turned to Richard and he guided her to sit in the plush, red leather antique chair, naked from the waist up. "This will be more comfortable," he offered, as the dark man operated a lever that fully reclined the back of the chair. Another lever raised her legs up so that she was lying horizontally now, with him seated just off to the right side of her head. Richard gathered Becky's long hair and laid it on the opposite side, baring the nape of her neck and ear to him.
It wasnt long before his pen began stabbing jet black ink into her pale, right breast; his other hand carefully dabbing away any excess fluids. With his dreadlocks falling along side of her face and his head so near, Becky inhaled his scent, and soon I noticed the darkening of her bikini bottoms as her sexual fluids began to seep through. Not long after, the skeleton key took form, and, as Richard began the outline of the lock on her breast, he turned to me and said, "How about getting us some beers, Bro?"
"Oh, sure. Fridge?" I asked stepping toward the back of the hut.
"No, Bro. At the store. Two blocks up the beach and across the street. Might as well make it a six pack, the lower one will take a while."
Becky was loving this. "Take your time, baby. He knows what he's doing." Her wink and smile stayed with me as i walked along the soft white sand. I gazed at the various beautiful women on the way two and from the store, but my mind could only imagine what Becky was allowing Richard to do while I was away.
As I approached the hut about a half hour later, Richard was just lifting himself up off Becky who was lying flat on her back in the large leather chair. I stood at the doorway watching his flaccid dick flail from side to side as he walked over to the sink and washed his hands. His fat cock had the shimmer of his semen slathered from tip to root, which then drew my attention to Becky's legs which were drawn up and dangling over each upholstered arm. Her vagina oozed his creamy sauce, now frothy from his churning it, after he spent himself inside her.
I gazed at her gaping opening, beer box still in hand, and Becky lowered both hands to toy with her pussy lips, creating tendrils of silvery slime. She watched me drink in her presence, placing the beer on the floor by her feet. Her pink labia were saturated in cum, and a thick pond of semen filled the depth of the very pink interior flesh of Becky's vagina, that Richard's manly dick had just abused. The meaty folds looked weary from his pounding, and her whole vulva was red and inflamed.
Richard snapped on his first rubber glove and called out, "Somebody needs to clean up that whole area so I can ink the tat down there." Becky nodded at me and I lowered myself between her thighs. Richard's other glove snapped as he stood near me and directed me to make sure the leather was cum free as well.
I smelled the heady mixture of semen and Becky's pheromones as I neared the heated and sopping flaps of her pussy. My hands held each of her ankles as I delved into the warm, sloppy slit. Becky guided my head into the parted folds, pulling me deeper into his spent cum, and she whispered, "That's my good boy." Once I had found and consumed his manly deposit, my tongue roamed down along the smoothness of her taint and onto the pucker of her ass.
I lapped at the snug opening, clearly not penetrated by her well endowed lover. After some oral care back there, my nose delved between her labia and dripped with his cum from the bridge and down over my upper lip. I licked the dollop away as I pressed my tongue wide and flat against the cleft of her labia so I could draw upward as though the sensitive folds were scoops of ice cream.
Richard's cum was much more bitter than my own, yet the churned up load slithered easily down my throat, making my cock harder.
Richard stood right next to me and said, "Don't forget to show your appreciation, Bro." His heavy, softening tube dangling still more than eight inches long, radiated heat as it hung next to my cheek.
"He's got a great dick, baby. Clean him up too." I did as told, finding dried flakes of cum near silvery pearls of his load, and I bathed his sour black shaft with long, lapping licks. I turned my head upwards and opened to take in his thick, dark helmet. Another pearl of cum oozed from the opening as my lips sucked in the head and my tongue lapped at it. Richard pulled from me and sat in the chair near Becky's shoulder and slid his wheeled chair closer to the bottom of Becky's chair. I finished mopping up their sexual fluids from her pussy and lower belly.
Richard said, "Grab a towlette and sanitize this area here," pointing toward the smooth skin just to the right side of Becky's landing strip. I found the wipes container and toweled my wife clean for him to begin the hotwife tattoo, also wiping the seepage that covered the lower pad of Becky's chair.
Becky watched as i disposed of the cleaning wipe and called me to her as Richard settled down to work below. She reached down into my shorts and began to jack my cock off as she whispered, "You're such a natural cuck boy, aren't you? He fucked me really, really hard."
I responded with a deep kiss, giving her back their scent and taste from my cleaning. She pulled my cock for less than a minute before I grunted and spilled my seed on the floor. "Such a good boy," she murmured. He looked up at me with disgust but i quickly retrieved another wipe and took care of my mess from his floor boards.
When I returned to Becky's side, in a more normal tone, she asked me to return to the beach and retrieve her cover up from her beach bag, so she wouldn't burn either of her new inkings.
I hadn't thought about that, so I strolled back, taking my time as Richard would be a while detailing the red lips and hotwife lettering. I could hardly wait to show her off on the beach once the swelling receded. I walked with a semi-hard under my shorts as I imagined the looks Becky would get from other hot looking women, knowing that she fucks lots of guys. I also enjoy the humiliation as other guys approach her and try to seduce her. These tattoos would make it much easier for men to approach her and ask her to fuck, even as she held my hand. She always makes up with me after, so I don't mind letting her go to get what she wants.
As I approached the hut with her cover up in hand, Becky was just standing up out of the chair. Richard removed his gloves, and returned to apply more salve to the lock and key tattoo on her breast. Even swollen from all of the punctures, it looked really well done.
I said, "Richard, you really do nice work."
Becky chimed in, "Yes, and not just with your tattoo pen!"
"Thanks Bro," he offered as he bent down and applied salve to Becky's other tattoo. I gasped audibly as his hand moved in slow circles over the raised and tender skin just above the bikini line. I realized that there was no red color at all in the ink. Looking more closely, it wasn't lips and a hotwife tattoo. It was the Queen of Spades tattoo.
I looked at Becky who was waiting to gage my reaction. "Sorry, babe," she said in fake sorrow, "but once Richard fucked me like that, this seemed like a better choice." Her hand softly caressed the oily skin, admiring her homage to the well-endowed black male.
Richard sat back in his chair, and said, "That will be three-hundred dollars, Bro." As I handed him my card, it felt exhilarating to think I was paying him to satisfy Becky, and that he just threw in the tats for free.
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A lot of women who get into the HotWife/cuckold lifestyle ask how obvious it should be to others that she is a HotWife. If you ask me, I say it should be more than just obvious. Men should not doubt that you are a HotWife and that you are an easy lay.
Your actions and the way you dress should make it obvious to anyone and everyone that you are a HotWife. You want men to know that they can have sex with you just because they want to because you know it will please your husband if they do, and in return, you will be pleased by all of the men you will attract.
As a HotWife, you have a responsibility to yourself, your husband, and other men to be attractive, to be alluring. A woman in loose, baggy sweats is not attractive. A woman who wears little to nothing is very attractive. If you do wear loose clothing that does not show your body off, your actions must speak for you. You have to be the aggressor.
If you don't want to have to be that bold, then how you dress will be important. As important as how you dress is how much of you that you let others see. If you wear a dress out in public, then don't wear anything beneath it. Men find women in dresses attractive, but a woman who wears a dress and pulls it up when she sits down allowing others to see that she is not wearing panties is much more attractive and inviting.
In the summertime, sundresses are best to wear, or if you have the body for them, spandex mini dresses. I have worn one of my husband's tank tops as a dress when we have gone out many times. Men seem to like that. If weather permits, a very tight T-shirt with no bra and a mini skirt can work well, too. A HotWife doesn't have to wear fancy clothes to be attractive. A simple short skirt and tight T-shirt with no bra or panties will suffice. The key is NOT to wear anything restrictive or hard to remove. My rule of thumb is to wear something that is easily pulled up, pulled down, or pulled off.
Sex as a HotWife doesn't always have to happen at home. As a HotWife, you want to be available at all times, no matter where you are. Even if you are at the mall, just sitting in the food court, by wearing a short dress with no panties and flashing yourself to a man who has caught your eye, he can sit with you and finger you and no one would ever know. And if other men do see, they will want in on the action as well, which is not a bad thing.
I have gone to the grocery store wearing flip-flops and one of my husband's tank tops for a dress. Men have caught my eye and I have walked up to them, faced them, and told them they could feel me up if they wanted to . . . and it has worked nearly every time. It has even gotten me laid in the grocery store bathroom a few times.
Being accessible is important when you are a HotWife. Even having a man feel you up in public can get your husband off, and excite you as well. Because other men can and will excite you, this will be a good thing for both you and your husband. If other men excite you and get you all heated up, then you will be even more ready to have sex with your husband afterward. This is where being a HotWife can make your connection with your husband even stronger.
A great way to let other men know you are available is to discretely flash other men while in public. Showing men that you have no underwear on is a good attention-getter. It can also get men to approach you. If you can get men to approach you in public, especially if your husband is close by, this could excite you and your husband at the same time. If you are alone and you attract a man and he approaches you, you have the opportunity to let him see or feel more. If he likes what he sees and feels, then you can offer to let him do more.
If a man is bold enough to feel you up in public, then he is bold enough to want to have sex with you, especially if he knows you are married. Grocery stores, shoe stores, the mall, sporting goods stores, anywhere guys hang out, these are all good places to show men what you have to offer and what is available to them if they want it. By being a HotWife, you are like few other women. And men notice that. A lot of women dress sexy, but rare are the few who dress sexy and show off what they have and offer it.
You can't be afraid that a guy is going to want to have sex with you, because that is why you dress the way you do, to attract men, to make them want to have sex with you. That's the whole objective of dressing "slutty," or wearing clothes that are easily removed, pulled up, or pulled down. You want men to have access to those special areas of your body.
You don't always have to have full-on sex with men. Giving a man a blow job is often very fun, as well. If you have the opportunity to not only give a man a blow job but to also allow another man to have intercourse with you at the same time, all the better.
My husband always says I'm a hottie, but it is nice when other men show me attention as well. There is just something about a 20-year-old hard-body guy looking at me and wanting to have sex with me that makes me feel desirable. There is one younger man who I had sex with on his eighteenth birthday. He was very attractive and very well hung. The first time he and I got it on was the first time he'd had sex, with anyone. That was 20 years ago. I have been with him numerous times since then. He is an incredible lover, and he's Catholic.
Remember Stifler's mom, from American Pie? That was me and my Catholic boy. After he made love to me the first time, I felt so young and desirable. He made me feel that way. When I made love with my husband afterward, it felt so amazing. I felt like I was a teenager again. And I like that feeling. Another great thing about sex with younger men is that they get hard quicker after they cum than older men do. Older men often can only cum once or twice and they are done. Younger men are quite the opposite. They cum a lot and get hard again quickly. And they want to have as much sex as they can get. And that is a good thing. The more often and quicker a younger guy can get it up, the more orgasms for you.
Having a younger man want and desire you is a good feeling. It truly does make you feel wanted and attractive. Younger men have less experience which often means that they want to please YOU. They want to be the best lover they can be for you because they want to be able to be with you again. And because they have less experience, they are also easily trained to please you the way you like to be pleased. I have found that younger men may cum quickly at first, but the second and third, and fourth times around they stay hard longer. And for some reason, many are also able to cum just as much the third time around as they do the first time.
Making it obvious to others that you are a HotWife is important if you want to make your husband, yourself, and others happy. By dressing sexy and being available to men, you open yourself to so many possibilities. Catching a man's eye, flirting with him, and letting him know you want him as much as he wants you is the best way to spice up your sex life anywhere you are. Let's say you see a young man or any man, and you find him attractive, you catch his eye, you flash him a little, you might lick your lips and then you have his attention. What happens next is up to you.
I can't count the times when I have seen a guy, flirted with him, and ended up sucking him off. Yes, it was just a blow job, but it was also fun, exciting, and a great way to find out if you want to do more with him. I think that it is better to suck off a guy than to commit to letting him have intercourse with you where you would not be satisfied. By just giving him a blow job, you know if you want to do more with him, or not, without any doubt.
There have been other times when I have been driving and seen a guy I was interested in and gave him a blow job from my car. You sit in your car, he stands next to the car, you suck him, he can look around to make sure no one sees, and during this time you are having a great time, he is getting a blow job, and you can decide while you are sucking him if you want to do more as well. Another perk that giving blow jobs from your car has is that you can do this time and time again in a day and never have to get undressed or have to have a bed to play in. To me, it is a matter of convenience. If you do this while you and your husband are out driving, your husband gets to watch and possibly masturbate while watching you suck guys off.
There is a lot of talk about the HotWife ankle bracelet. It is an ankle bracelet that has the letters H and W on it. I do not wear a HotWife ankle bracelet. I wear a necklace with the letters H and W on it. That way no matter what I am wearing people can see my necklace, and it is obvious to those who know what HW stands for who and what I am.
When people ask me what the H and W stand for, I tell them it means I am a HotWife and that my husband gave it to me. If someone doesn't know what that means, to them it just means that my husband thinks I am hot. To those in the know, it means that I like having sex with men other than my husband. It is my calling card, my invitation to them.
There are many ways to let other men know that, although you are married, you are still available to them for sex. I have found that wearing a necklace that tells everyone what and who you are is and can be very effective. In areas where the weather does not permit you to wear very revealing clothing, then a necklace is and can very effective. You can be wearing jeans or slacks, a sweater, and a jacket, but if your necklace is visible, and it says to others that you are a HotWife, then your chances of attracting other men, without having to try, are much better.
I have even seen other HotWives who wore necklaces that simply had the word YES on them. For those who are into interracial sex with other men, a necklace that has the letter Q and a Spades symbol work. For those in the know, you wearing a Queen of Spades necklace lets Black Men, as well as white men, know you like sex with Black Men. I believe that a necklace that is always visible is far more effective than an ankle bracelet is. And necklaces are more easily noticed.
If you wear an HW necklace, you can complement it with Queen of Spades earrings. Some women wear T-shirts that make who they are obvious to others as well. One I like is the one that says, "It's Not Cheating If My Husband Watches." Another T-shirt I like is the one that says, "My Husband Likes To Watch." Another necklace I recently saw another HotWife wearing has the female symbol in the middle and male symbols on each side of it. I thought that said a lot to others. I knew what it meant right off.
The important thing about being a good HotWife is making sure that others know you are a HotWife. Your husband loves you and has more than likely committed himself to only you. He has committed to remaining faithful to you and taking care of you and supporting you. The least you can do, in return, is to have sex with other men, which in turn will please your husband greatly. And it is not just you having sex with other men that pleases your husband. It is you openly allowing yourself to be feminine, letting your sexual self grow and play.
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I recently had one of my favorite men over and asked him to tell me a fantasy about the two of us that he hadn't shared before. I was highly aroused by this one, and I wrote it down as a story, from his perspective. Hoping to bring this scenario closer to reality in the not-so-distant future... :)
I arrive at your place on a black Wednesday night in November. It's pouring so hard that I took a cab over. I buzz your number and it rings five times.
Finally you answer, your voice hard and mocking: "I'm not buzzing you in tonight. You can go around the back." The line goes dead.
I can feel a kind of throbbing, trance-like heat at the back of my head as I process your words. And obey.
The cuffs of my jeans are wet from wading through your garden as I reach your back patio. The glass door is ajar. I stop for a moment and stare through the glass.
You're reclining on the couch with a glass of red wine in your hand. You've put on big gold hoop earrings, and your delicious, ample breasts are barely restrained in your leopard-print dress. On your right ankle, charms dangle from an anklet, just above a small, freshly inked tattoo.
All of this is on full display for the young, well-muscled black man in a form-fitting red T-shirt with a Portugal soccer logo, who's sitting right next to you. You're smiling, laughing, and flirting. Even outside on the patio, I can feel the physical chemistry, something raw and palpable.
Again, that throbbing, trance-like heat comes over me, flooding down from the back of my head and making my cock stiffen.
I open the door and step over the threshold. Your expression shifts to something new: cold, hard, commanding.
"There you are. I expected you 20 minutes ago," you say flatly.
"There was some road work on Main Street. Bit of a traffic jam."
"Well, that's not my concern. Take off your shoes and get my guest another beer."
The young black man hasn't said a word, just sizing me up, apparently expecting my presence. I can feel two sets of eyes on me as I go to the fridge.
The last can of Emerald Crown Lager is tucked right at the back and I have to move some jars to get it out. I ask: "Would you like a glass?"
There's no reply, but I hear murmurs and a deep sigh of pleasure. I stand up and see you on the couch, passionately and aggressively French-kissing your new partner. His hands cup and squeeze your tits, as your tongues intertwine. As you stick your tongue out fully to slurp and swallow his saliva, your eyes shift to meet mine, commanding the audience that you fully deserve for your exhibitionism.
At length, you pull away. Again, I can feel that intense ambience of arousal.
"He'll take a glass," you tell me. "I suppose it's time for introductions. This is Alex. He's 26. He's completing his Master's degree in public health and policy at UW and will be returning to Barbados in May. So it's a very busy time for him -- but not too busy to connect with me on the app."
"Not at all," Alex tells you with a smile. His Barbados accent is very light, but I can hear the "t's" verging on "d's." "Your ad was the fulfillment of so many fantasies I've had since I was a teenager growing up in Bridgetown."
I place the glass of beer on your coffee table and kneel on the carpet nearby.
"Alex had a summer job handling luggage at the cruise terminal," you inform me. "Our tastes are formed early, aren't they? And there's just something magical about white women with young black men."
"Yes -- when it's the right white woman," Alex says. "I knew from the moment your ad came up on my phone that I had to meet you. I had to find out more. I wanted nothing more than to be with you."
"The feeling was -- and is -- mutual," you tell Alex. "I tell you what: after this, it's going to be hard to go back to some fuckin' white boy."
You laugh with open, vicious contempt and make direct eye contact with me on the floor before leaning in for another passionate kiss with Alex. As your lips meet, you calmly, deliberately, and unambiguously raise your middle finger to me. Your arm is fully outstretched to make sure I absorb the full weight and power of your message: "Fuck you, white boy."
My cock is so hard from the way you own and control the room, taking what you want from Alex physically and forcing me to submit mentally.
You shift to the end of the couch and beckon me to approach. "One thing this white boy does good is foot worship. Want a demonstration?"
Alex nods and moves closer to watch. You extend your right foot for me. I kneel at the end of your couch, cupping and squeezing your heel before working the length of your perfect sole with my firm thumbs. You grunt with fully deserved pleasure. There's something that registers with me as I gaze at your foot and ankle -- although part of me knew it all along.
You hike up your leopard-print dress just enough to give me a glimpse of your hairy cunt. I know you want to control and torment me with thoughts of whether Alex fucked you before I arrived tonight, whether your cunt is full of his cum right now.
My eyes drift back to your foot and ankle. You've gotten a new pedicure -- shiny black nails. And the tattoo -- it's a tiny black spade framed by the letters: "Q, O, S." Queen of Spades.
I continue to massage your foot as I lower my mouth to your toes and obediently take as much of your foot into my mouth as I can. You grimace with satisfaction.
"This motherfucker is addicted to my pedicure," you tell Alex. "Always has been, always will be."
"That's a white boy for you," Alex says. "Exactly how it's got to be."
"And now he's seeing me come into who I really am. I consider myself to be a Queen of Spades. And I deserve more pleasure than any woman has ever had. I want to be the center of attention. I deserve to be treated like the Queen I am, and I'm going to get fucked by real black men. Whenever the fuck I want!"
I can feel pre-cum leaking into my underwear as I submit to the new reality. Worshipping your body and your words as I suck your foot in deep.
"You got that message, right?" you say. "Why don't you repeat that back to me so that me and our guest are real fuckin' clear on where you stand, white boy?"
I carefully slide your foot out of my mouth. "You deserve to be treated like the Queen you are, and you're going to get fucked by real black men. Whenever the fuck you want."
"That's a good boy. Now finish off Mama's foot massage. I've got more work for you."
You turn your attention to Alex as I massage your left foot, giving all the energy and focus I can to your pleasure while you enjoy yourself with your new, young black partner.
"God, I would have fucked you years ago if we'd met in Barbados," you tell him. "I had an overwhelming response to my ad, but I always make sure I get nothing but the best. Which is why I've been enjoying your beautiful body to the full this week before you have exams."
I finish massaging your left foot, and you turn curtly to me. "Take off all your clothes now. I want you naked."
I obey your order. Meanwhile, Alex casually pulls off his red shirt, revealing his hard, defined arms and abs. You lustfully trace your fingertips over his torso.
"I have selfish reasons for what I'm about to do," you tell me. "I want you to give Alex a foot massage as well. Right now."
Alex extends his right foot and I get to work as you watch with unabashed pleasure.
"You weren't kidding," Alex tells you. "This feels good. He's got great hands."
"I make sure he stays busy," you reply. Turning back to me, you say flatly: "You must be wondering about what happened this week. Well, I'm going to tell you."
Alex laughs. "There's a lot to tell!"
"How true," you say. "Monday night might be all this white boy can handle. Alex and I met for dinner at the new Yard House in West Seattle. Very anonymous, booth right back at the back. This fuckin' little 19-year-old waitress was hitting on Alex from the start, but he didn't want to know. After she took our orders, I took him into the nearest toilet stall. You know how much I love toilet sex, don't you? And you know how much I love to suck big black cock."
"That felt fucking unbelievable," Alex says. "What you did to me -- I've never come like that, even when I was a teenager in Bridgetown, just beating off to dreams of women like you."
"I did it all for my own pleasure," you say, watching approvingly as I work Alex's foot. The bulge in his jeans is very apparent. "I love sucking black cock and swallowing black come. But there's just something extra-special when the Queen gets her freak on in a toilet stall, isn't there? You should know."
"Rumor has it toilet sex is a little different when this white boy is involved," Alex says with a smile. "Fuck, keep going. Do my other foot."
You continue caressing Alex's chest, arms, and abs, the contrast of your soft whiteness so visible against his black skin. "I told Alex about your white-boy piss fetish. How I keep you in your place. How does that make you feel?"
"Humiliated," I reply. "And fully ready to serve you."
You pull up your skirt and openly toy with your clit, relishing every moment, the pleasure on your face impossible to mistake.
"I've been thinking about this ever since Alex and I connected for that first coffee. Getting exactly what I want, need, and deserve. The perfect combination of big black cock and white-boy service."
Alex confidently unzips his jeans. "I'm sure glad I laid it all out there when I contacted you on the app."
You explain: "Alex revealed that he enjoys receptive oral bi service. Do you know what that means?"
Alex reaches for your hand as the two of you present a powerful, united front. "It means you're going to suck my big black cock now."
"You do it or you get the fuck out of my house right now," you say. "Got it?"
I nod obediently, the heat throbbing hard through my entire body now and my cock jutting out stiffly between my thighs. I move the coffee table aside so I can have easy access to Alex's hard-on and give you exactly what you want.
You begin rubbing your cunt up and down crudely as I bring my face closer. Alex has a beautiful cock: long, girthy, a big vein running up the side, coarse black pubic hair neatly trimmed. His cock curves slightly upward. He's uncircumcised and his foreskin has retracted fully, a trail of pre-cum trickling from the tip from the combined arousal of French-kissing you and receiving foot service from me.
"Do it," you order me. "Suck that big black cock. Suck Alex's fat hard-on and get it ready for my cunt. I'm going to fuck him right in front of you and you're going to watch."
"Yes," I respond. "I'm going to do it. I need to worship black cock for you."
I open my mouth and take Alex's length in. It feels fucking amazing. So hard, so full, so overwhelming. I can see the look of absolute triumph on your face as you rub your clit and edge yourself, enjoying this moment to the utmost.
"Yeah, fuck, that's good," Alex gasps. "How does it feel to suck my big, black cock, white boy?"
You reach over and grab me by the hair. "This white boy can take more black cock. Can't you, boy?" Without waiting for an answer, you push my head further down Alex's black cock, frigging yourself all the while.
I can feel your power and I just want to please you so much. My cock is dripping from giving you what you want to see, hear, and feel.
I cup Alex's balls with my left hand. Handling an uncircumcised cock is second nature to me. I wrap my right hand around his big, black cock and start to jack him directly into my mouth as I tease the underside of his fat black cockhead with my tongue.
"Motherfucker!" Alex groans. "That feels amazing."
You shift and put your ankle right next to my face so I can see your Queen of Spades tattoo. "Never fuckin' forget, white boy -- this is the reason why you're sucking that big black cock. You're sucking that big black cock for me. You're getting that big black cock ready for the Queen's white cunt. You're making me so fucking wet for the best fuck of my life with a real man from Barbados, a real black man with a big black cock."
I'm submitting to the new reality. I'm hypnotized by the absolute force in your voice, ready to obey and serve you fully. I can feel Alex starting to mount up toward orgasm, but I know all that black cum in his black balls belongs in your perfect cunt.
You can sense it too. You reach out and grab me by the hair again. "Get off that cock. Get the fuck out of my way, white boy. It's time for Mama to get her fuck on."
Obediently, I slide Alex's big black cock out of my mouth. You stand up and pull off your leopard-print dress, standing fully naked in queenly command. Alex stands and removes his jeans and underwear as well. You grab him by the hand and take him to your bedroom. I follow and watch. The light is on in the bathroom, so I can see everything.
Alex lies back on the bed with his curved hard-on standing up. You straddle over him and ease his big black cock into your soaked cunt. You groan loudly with the satisfaction of being filled like that. You look back at me over your shoulder.
"Get close to the bed," you tell me. "Get right in here! You're going to suck my tits while I ride Alex's big black cock."
Your ass slaps loudly against his black skin as you fuck him hard right in front of me. I lean to suck your right nipple and rub your left nipple the way you've trained me.
You're in a state of total arousal from fucking black cock hard and being the center of attention with two men. You deserve all of it. I'm so fucking aroused from serving you and my hard-on is pressing into your stomach.
"Now shoot your come on me, white boy," you gasp.
As you ride Alex hard, using his hard abs to rub your clit on, I take my fuckmeat and beat it for you. I want to worship you with my come. I can feel it welling up from my balls as I focus fully on pleasing you. As the first unexpectedly big jet shoots out, dripping off the side of your tits and on to Alex, you begin to let out the loud, guttural cries that herald your orgasm. I know Alex's big curved black cock is hitting your G-spot and the feeling of my cream is pushing you over.
Alex yells out: "Oh fuck, I'm going to come! I'm going to come inside your cunt!" He lets go as you continue to ride him to the fuckin' finale of your own orgasm. I keep on beating, shooting, and wiping as much white-boy come as I can give you.
In the end, we're all on the bed. You lie in the middle, finally satiated, but only for now. The rain is drumming against the windows in the blackness outside. Through my post-orgasmic fog, I wonder what words will come out of your mouth next.
You stir and turn to me. In this moment, I can sense that all your energy and attention is focused on me, even though Alex is right there. You kiss me on the mouth and smile and whisper: "I'm proud of you."
Then you lie back with a contented sigh.
Two minutes later, you turn to me again. "And now, I think it's about time for your clean-up duty."



        Dan's a Crossdresser Pt. 07

        Dan snoops through Ex's closet.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/dans-a-crossdresser-pt-07

Title: Dan's a Crossdresser Pt. 07

Author: Curtcarls69

Category: Transgender & Crossdressers

Description: Dan snoops through Ex's closet.

Tags: bbc, stockings, crossdresser, crossdressing, lingerie, qos, queen of spades, caught, ex-wife, nylons

Series: Dan's a Crossdresser


(I apologize for taking so long to write this next part of the story, I can offer a short recap here for those who have read the previous chapters but forget exactly what happened. New readers be warned that it is certainly a spoiler and I would recommend starting at part 1.
Recap: Dan and Tracy were high school sweethearts, went to university together and then got married. Eventually they hit a rut and mutually decided, well mostly Tracy decided, that it was good to divorce while still young. Dan wasn't hitting it right, and he also wasn't giving her the lifestyle she was looking for. Dan wanted to chill and play video games, Tracy wanted to pursue her career and experience more of a high life. 
They divorced and Tracy moved to DC with a great job. Tracy completely changed her lifestyle and became what Dan calls a nylon queen. She dressed sexy in nice dresses, high heels, and always nylons. She posted her lifestyle on Instagram which Dan actively followed. She went on dates, but it was always with black men. 
Dan during this time became addicted to porn, and eventually cross dressing. He becomes addicted particularly to BBC porn and recognizes how small his own penis is which further drives him into more submission. Basically, he really messed up his whole mind with his addiction. The loss of Tracy and having to witness her blossom into a nylon queen that only dated black men was the real driver. 
Eventually after 4 years, Dan loses his job and asks Tracy for help. She has him come to DC for an interview on a Monday, but has him come early on Friday to stay at her place and catch up. He thinks he might get lucky or perhaps rekindle a flame with her. 
This doesn't happen of course because she has no interest in Dan. Also she has a man over, Jeffrey, her large black lover. They all end up drinking and hot tubbing where Dan embarrasses himself with a tiny erection. Eventually Tracy and Jeffrey exit to fuck while Dan cross dresses and jerks off while listening in another room and then falls asleep.)
--------------------------
Part 7: Saturday Snooping
Dan woke up to the sound of the garage door Saturday morning around 9am. He woke with his flaccid little cock in hand, his panties, garters, and stockings still on. He was a little sticky as he was covered in his dry semen from his wild orgasm last night. He couldn't help but get a little horny again just at the sight of the aftermath of his little crossdressing cuckold adventure last night. 
"I must have fallen asleep right after I came," Dan thought. 
He noticed that the door to the hallway was a bit cracked. "I got a little too tipsy last night and accidentally left the door open," he thought to himself. 
He hoped nobody had peaked through the door in the morning, or they would have seen the same scene that Dan woke up to see himself. He thought it was unlikely anyone came upstairs, so he moved on.
Dan hid his cum covered lingerie in his bag, showered, and walked downstairs to the kitchen. He found a note on the kitchen counter. It read, "Jeffrey had to go to New York for a client, I went to the gym. There's coffee in the pot and bagels in the pantry, help yourself to anything! - Tracy <3" Dan thought the little heart was a nice touch. 
"Help yourself to anything!?" Dan's mind ran to a naughty place. He figured the sound of the garage at 9 was when Tracy had left. If she went to the gym he figured he had till 11 till she got back. It was 9:30 right now. He wanted to explore Tracy's closet and see what kind of sexy things he could find. After all, Tracy is a nylon queen so she must have a great collection of goodies, Dan figured.
He creeped into the master bedroom. It was large and beautifully decorated and furnished. Through the bathroom was a walk in closet. Dan tip-toed inside to find the most heavenly room he had laid eyes on. The closet was basically a room. It was huge. One whole wall was shelving for Tracy's heel collection. Another wall had racking which hanging from it was a massive collection of her dresses, skirts, blouses, and other clothes. There was also a makeup vanity, and next to it, a large dresser with multiple drawers. That's where he would find the prize, Dan thought. He was right. 
He opened the top drawer to reveal a collection of nylons that greatly outshined his own collection at home. The second drawer had even more nylons. She had over a hundred pairs, either neatly folded because she had worn them or still in their packaging. She had all of the brands you can imagine from all around the world. Cervin, Secrets in Lace, Oroblu, Fiore, Gerbe, Falke, Trasparenze, Girardi, Giulia, Wolford, just to name a few. There were many more than just that. 
Dan moved on to the other drawers to find her lingerie. Sexy lacy panties, bras, corsets, bustiers, girdles, garter belts. You name it, she had it. Dan wished he had all day with this closet. 
He moved to the bottom drawer where he found her toys. She had multiple realistic dildos. They of course shared a common theme, they were all big and black. They came in different shapes and sizes, ranging from 7 inches and up. Dan grabbed an 8 inch one and held it up to his face. It had a strange smell, but it was kind of intoxicating. Dan's cock was hard. He unzipped his pants and let it out. He wanted to compare the dildo to his own penis as he had seen in so many pornos. With no surprise, it dwarfed his little cock. Dan liked it.
Dan looked at the time, it was 9:50. Dan had somehow decided till 11:00 was perfectly safe. He had 70 minutes to enjoy this room, and he did not want to let the opportunity go to waste. He didn't know if he would ever get a chance like this again. He had to wear Tracy's lingerie. He had to feel what it was like to be Tracy, and the best way he knew how was to wear her lingerie. They were about the same height and size as Dan was quite thin, so he was sure it would fit him. He stripped down naked and went through all the choices. 
He selected an 8 strap black garter belt. Something he actually didn't own but always wanted. He selected the sheerest black panties he could find. And for stockings he selected some black deep welt lace top stockings. They looked like they were the ones that Tracy had worn to the ball back with the original mystery man. Dan strapped on the garter belt, slid on the stockings. He felt as if he was about to explode right then and there without even touching his cock. Just the excitement of dressing in Tracy's lingerie, in her closet, with the chance of getting caught was so exciting. 
It was a lot of work connecting all 8 straps of the garter belt. It took some serious time away from masturbating. Dan thought he might have selected the wrong garter belt for the task at hand, but it was so sexy he forgot quickly. He slipped on the black sheer panties. They were so sheer, his cock was easily seen through the material, while pitching it's 4 inch tent. 
Dan was loving this experience. He stroked his cock as he looked at himself in Tracy's full length mirror. He went over to her collection of heels and selected some high platform 6 inch stripper heels. Luckily Dan and Tracy had roughly the same size feet, it was a little bit of a squeeze for Dan but it worked out well enough. He went back to the mirror to admire the shape the heels gave him. They made his legs long, and his ass looked so good and feminine. The whole time he kept stroking his cock while admiring his feminine figure in Tracy's beautiful lingerie. He felt like such a naughty slut, for sneaking in here and doing this. His little cock was getting closer and closer to it's edge. 
After looking at himself for quite a while in the mirror, he thought it would be hot to play with that 8 inch BBC dildo he was looking at earlier. It had a suction cup on the base of it. Dan fell to his knees and attached the BBC to the mirror, it stuck out right at Dan's mouth level. Dan wanted to worship it as he had listened to Tracy do with Jeffrey's BBC last night. Dan was pretending he was Tracy, after all he was dressed up in her lingerie and nylons. Dan looked at the black dildo and verbally said out loud, "I need your big black cock in my mouth." 
Keeping one hand stroking his own penis, and the other on the shaft of the BBC in front of him, Dan slowly opened his mouth. He took the BBC dildo into his mouth. It was quite large, it's girth demanded an appreciation from Dan. Dan sucked it back and forth as he imagined Tracy would do the same. He felt a rush from the base of his little balls up through his spine as he sucked the big black cock. Dan's balls were tight and his cock was hard. It was a euphoria he had never felt before. Serving, honoring and worshiping big black cock was truly overwhelming even if it was just a dildo. It's sheer size had a power over Dan. It gave him a feeling of true submission that made him even hornier. He understood that this must be how Tracy feels when she too is locked into worshiping a giant black cock. Dan kept stroking his cock, and sucking the BBC. Falling deeper and deeper into a black cock and lingerie induced trance, Dan lost all track of time. 
...
Dan was really getting into it, making sucking and slurping sounds. Dan's cock aching to reach an orgasm, it approached near the edge. There in Tracy's lingerie, sucking her big black cock dildo, Dan was about to cum. 
...
"OH ... MY ... GOD... WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING!?" Tracy stood in the doorway, shocked at what she had found.
Dan had been caught, with the sound of Tracy's voice, Dan snapped back into reality. Dan turned to see Tracy in the doorway, he stared into her eyes like a deer caught in the headlights. Tracy took in the scene before her. Her ex-husband in her own lingerie had been caught red handed enjoying her black cock dildo. It was dripping in saliva. Dan's cock bobbed up and down begging for the job to be finished, but of course Dan couldn't now. Tracy's face showed Dan her astonishment, but also a slightly twisted smile.
Dan had completely lost track of time, he looked at the clock above the doorway where Tracy stood, it was 11:10. He couldn't believe it, he couldn't believe that much time had gotten away from him. He looked at Tracy as she stood there in her workout clothes, with her arms crossed.
"Well!?" She demanded an explanation even though she knew there was nothing to explain. She wanted to tease him, give him an opportunity just to see what he would come up with. 
Dan was speechless. He couldn't even make a sound. He just stayed there on his knees looking at Tracy with eyes wide open. His little cock poking out the side of the panties looking at Tracy as well. 
"You fucking sissy slut, you are going to ruin my lingerie!" Tracy yelled. 
"I'm sorry," Dan finally managed to say, "I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to do this, I got carried away, I don't know what happened!"
"You know exactly what happened you fucking little dick sissy, stand up, follow me," Tracy commanded. 
Her words stabbed Dan's heart. She grabbed him by his little dick and led him to the bed. She pushed him onto it. She commanded him to lay in the middle on his back and spread his legs and arms. Her bed had bondage straps at each corner, which Dan found arousing that she even had that. She strapped each of Dan's limbs to the bed, he wasn't going anywhere. 
She began to explain the situation of his predicament to him, "I had a suspicion last night that you were a little bit of a wanna-be-cuckold. Last night, I saw that you recognized the little queen of spades charm on my anklet. When we made eye contact after you saw it, I saw the lust in your eyes. When I saw your little erection in your briefs, it confirmed my hypothesis. Jeffrey and I saw you looking at Jeffrey's big black dick. You just stared for a few seconds too long. Either you are dumb, or it's just too attractive for you to look away. Of course, I figured your attraction was really the thought of your ex-wife, the one whom you were never able to truly satisfy with your little dick...or should we call it a clit? I mean compared to BBC, it really is a clit isn't it?" 
No answer from Dan.
She continued, "the thought of your ex-wife fucking a big beautiful black man's cock, a real man's dick, turns you on. That's the only way you would recognize a queen of spades charm, because that's what is all over the internet. It's all the rage with white boys these days. I knew you were drunk and horny, I knew you would go upstairs and jerk yourself. I knew you would listen to us, I am sure you could hear us through the vents, I am sure you were cucking yourself with the audible sound of pure pleasure of a big black cock fucking a little white black cock whore like me. You fucking loved it. Please, at any point, jump in and tell me I'm fucking wrong!"
Dan had nothing to say, she was right on the mark.
"That's what I thought," Tracy continued, "This morning, I remembered how you used to fall asleep after a drunk orgasm back in the day. My curiosity led me to quietly walk upstairs and peek in to see if that happened again last night. Lo and behold, I was right. But to my surprise, it was so much more than that. I expected to find you naked on the bed or on the floor next to the vent. What I found was a sissy bitch dressed up in lingerie and stockings, covered in dried cum. It was then I knew that not only were you a wanna-be-cuck but also a wanna-be-sissy. I had struck gold! So what did I do?...I came in and took a picture and then snuck out leaving the door cracked to keep you on your toes. Then I came up with a devious plan. We are going to have fun today!" 
Dan was very curious, but Tracy told him she would finish the story soon. She wanted to take a shower and get into an outfit that would set the mood. With that, she walked into the bathroom, shutting the door, leaving Dan on the bed, still in lingerie, strapped to the bed, and his little cock still standing straight up towards the ceiling. 
An hour later, Tracy returned. She had done her full makeup, she was wearing a black corset that made her breasts look gigantic. Connected to the corset were wide garter straps. Connected to the garter straps were black lace top Cervin RHT stockings. She had on 6 Inch heels that had straps that went around the ankles. Hanging off the straps were black spades. She had on thong panties that had printing in white letters on the front side stating "BBC Only" and then an arrow pointing towards her pussy. It was especially slutty. In her hand she had a little box. 
Dan's cock which had gone flaccid during the wait, sprang instantly back to life at the sight of Tracy. 
Tracy resumed explaining her plan, "I wanted to use the photo that I had taken of you to my advantage. After going to the gym, I bought a little gift for you and I was going to use the picture to blackmail you into wearing it." 
Dan knew exactly what it was. 
Tracy opened the box revealing a CB6000-S chastity device. She continued, "but then I came home and found you dressed like a bitch sucking a black cock dildo in my lingerie. Now you are strapped to my bed, and you have no choice but to wear the device." She took a couple more photos of Dan's predicament. "I could use these photos to ruin your life, but, I won't if you agree to be my sissy slave, what say you?" 
Dan paused, he tried thinking of a way out, but really he was loving this, surely it wouldn't last forever he thought. 
"Yes," Dan said.
"Yes Mistress, you mean?" Tracy insisted.
"Yes Mistress," Dan said it right.
Tracy left the room and came back with a bag of frozen peas. Dan could hear her heels clacking around the house and it was such a hot sound. The frozen peas sent a painful shock wave of coldness through Dan's body as Tracy put it on his penis and balls. His cock went limp, his balls pulled in close. Tracy attached the chastity device using the smallest ring of course. Then she slid in the lock, and
...Click...
"My little clit is locked away," Tracy said. The cage looked perfect under the sheer black panties. 
Tracy calling it her little clit made Dan squirm. Dan was so fucking horny, he hadn't gone a day without cumming in forever, he sometimes even came twice or three times in a day. Now he was locked in chastity. He had seen many photos and videos of sissies locked up, but he loved to cum, it wasn't in his interest to go without cumming, so he had never played with a chastity device. He hoped Tracy would have her fun today and then eventually she would let him out tonight. 
"Okay, now let's make you a real sissy! Not this half ass from the waist down bullshit," Tracy untied the bondage straps, she told him to go upstairs and shave his face and then come back and meet her in the closet where the makeup vanity was. Dan's body was already shaved as he always kept it that way to make his lingerie look feminine.
Dan did as he was told and then came back and sat down facing away from the mirror towards Tracy, she was so beautiful up close. He saw that around her neck hung a necklace with the key to his chastity device nestled in her cleavage. She worked some concealer, eye shadow, blush, lipstick, applied some shading here and there and everything necessary to give him a feminine look. She strapped a corset around his stomach real right. She gave him some jewelry to wear around his neck and some fake hoop earrings. She even had a couple wigs, she took a brunette one and put it on his head adjusting it's position to make it look proper. Her artwork was finished. 
Dan turned around and was shocked to see what he saw in the mirror. He looked so hot. He looked like a passable sexy woman. He couldn't believe it. "Wow you look sexy Danielle," Tracy said. Dan was surprised she knew his sissy name, but then again it's pretty obvious. Dan told her that he loved it. She said, "great, I will pick out a dress for you, we are going to lunch!"
Dan's heart fell, "what! like this!?" 
"Yes like this, I will wear a dress too, I love showing off, you will too," Tracy said. 
Tracy chose a tight fitting dark blue dress for Dan that had a high neckline, "thank god," but a short hemline, "oh no," Dan thought. The bottom of the stocking welts would show when he walked in the dress. When he sat down almost the whole lace stocking top would be revealed. Tracy added one final touch, an anklet with some charms on it that read "BBC Slut". Dan freaked out, what if someone saw it? Tracy insisted, no one will and that was the end of discussion.
Tracy's dress was black, showed off cleavage and was tight fitting past the knees where it had some ruffles. They got in her car and went to a fancy italian bistro. As they walked in everyone's head turned to see the two hot women that walked in. Dan could feel everyone staring, Tracy was used to it and thought nothing of it. "Does everyone really think I'm a woman?" Dan wondered, but then Dan had to order a drink. Tracy wanted to see what he would do. Dan had practiced a female voice when he had sissy sessions multiple times in the past. He spoke, and to his surprise, the waiter was unphased. Tracy let Dan know that she was impressed. 
They finished lunch and on the way out they ran into one of Tracy's girlfriends as she was walking by. Tracy introduced Danielle to Amber and vice versa. Dan recognized Amber from Tracy's instagram. Amber was a sexy brunette, with proportions similar to Tracy. Dan remembered multiple photos with Amber getting cozy with black men. He looked her up and down, she had on a simple white V neck tucked into a wavy blue skirt. She was wearing nude nylons underneath and blue pumps to match the skirt. Then Dan saw it, an anklet under the nylons matching the one Tracy wore. Amber too was a nylon queen and also a queen of spades. The two girls kept chatting until eventually Tracy told her to keep her Sunday afternoon open. Then everyone said goodbye. 



When they got home Tracy said, "that was so much fun! You were like my girlfriend. Amber texted me that you looked so hot. She has no clue, but she'll find out." Dan had no idea what Tracy meant by that.
Tracy required hours of service for the rest of the day. She had sissy Danielle doing all the chores and massaging her and cooking dinner. After Dinner, Tracy rewarded Dan with a glass of wine. They sat and talked about how Dan was feeling and how he was adjusting to the chastity device. Tracy told Dan that they still had a little fun to have tonight. Dan hoped she meant he would be unlocked and she would possibly even suck his dick.
An hour later, Tracy led Dan to the bedroom. She told him to take off his dress and get on his knees and wait. He followed orders. She went to the closet and removed her own dress. Now they were both wearing the same lingerie from earlier in the day. She added one piece to her ensemble. She came back and Dan saw it. She was wearing a strap on with the same BBC dildo that he had been sucking on the mirror. Tracy told Dan, "a good sissy must know how to properly suck a black cock, black cocks deserve the best and a good sissy must give them just that."
She instructed him to suck and Dan did it. His little cock switched in it's cage. Dan tried stroking his little dick but received no pleasure. Tracy commanded him to use his mouth and two hands to stroke the BBC. Dan followed orders once more. Dan was Tracy's bitch. She continued to give him pointers on how to properly worship a big black cock. Dan took mental notes as if it was his duty. He started getting really into it. He started getting into a trance without even stroking his own cock which surprised him. He was getting a little bit big black cock drunk. Tracy calling him a sissy slut and a black cock whore helped get him to the zone.
Then Tracy took the BBC away, and like a baby's bottle, Dan had the facial expression of "where's my bottle?" But in this case it was, "where's my big black cock!?" Tracy saw this and laughed, "oh my god you sissy bitch, you love the black cock that much!? Trust me I know the feeling."
Tracy took off the strap on and tied it around Dan and told him that now it was her turn. She commanded him to lay on his back on the bed. He did it and she soon straddled Dan's face. He saw the printing on her BBC Only panties once more and it made his cock attempt to get hard. Of course it couldn't get hard in it's cage.
Tracy pulled her thong to the side and lowered her pussy onto Dan's mouth. Dan was completely unskilled. Tracy said, "a good sissy can pleasure a goddess's pussy." Just like the BBC dildo, Tracy gave Dan multiple pointers. Dan felt honored for the opportunity to eat Tracy's pussy. He had only ever done it once a long time ago on their wedding night. After about an hour, Dan had become quite the pussy eater. Tracy was proud of her training. She told Dan to thank her for letting him eat her pussy. Dan correctly said, "thank you mistress." Tracy had actually gotten very close to cumming but she didn't want to cum from oral sex, she wanted penetration. She backed off Dan's face and Dan took a deep breath. He loved the smell and taste of her in the air around him.
She backed up to the big black cock, she said, "oh Jeffrey, thank you for your big black cock," as she started sucking the dildo. It was like a ritual for her. It was like she had to worship it before she could take it in her pussy. She worshipped it for 5 minutes even though it's not even a real cock. She was enjoying servicing the cock, Dan saw the lust in her eyes as he took in the scene, his little cock twitching in it's cage below the balls of the dildo.
Tracy made eye contact with Dan and said, "God dammit Dan, I love black cock. During our marriage, when you played your video games, I used to watch bbc porn on my phone and finger myself, imagining getting fucked by a bbc. I never cheated on you, but after we got a divorce, I found a black man in a nightclub. I went home with him, and when I saw his 8 inch black cock, It rocked my world. I mentally compared it to your cock. It was glorious. I became cock drunk right then and there and worshipped his cock for an hour before I took it in my pussy. Then I had my first orgasm from a penis. Not first orgasm from a black penis, first orgasm from any penis."
Dan stared into Tracy's eyes as she told him this. Dan has never to this day, made a woman cum. He was 29 years old, and has never made a woman cum.
Tracy continued, "tell me Dan, have you ever made a woman cum?"
Dan was shocked like she was sucking his thoughts right out of his brain, "No mistress."
Tracy burst out laughing, "I shouldn't laugh because I was the poor girl that you once never made cum, but have you been with a woman since our divorce 4 years ago?"
Dan was embarrassed again, "no mistress."
Tracy put it together, "so I am the only woman you have ever been with!? And you never made me cum once. Wow you are a failure of a man, or rather a failure of a boy." Tracy's words hurt like daggers but Dan's cock started shaking. Tracy saw it, "oh seems like someone likes the humiliation, what a submissive little sissy, god I need to fuck this black cock."
Tracy hopped onto the BBC dildo and slid it in her pussy, she was so wet, it went in easily. She moaned as she took it's full length. She started bouncing on it up and down shaking Dan and the whole bed. She screamed, "oh fuck Dan, don't you wish you had a big black cock!" She said other dirty things like, "oh my god Dan, it's touching places you never will!" Then she moaned a final time, "ahhhhhh shiiitttt I'm cummiingggggggg!" She came hard.
She took a minute or two to get her breath back and then got off the dildo. She took Dan to the bathroom and told him to strip. She did the same. She took his bbc slut anklet which was over the nylons previously and put it on his bare ankle. That way they wouldn't have to move it around when he put on nylons later. She smacked his ass and told him to take a shower and go to bed. She had a big plan in store for tomorrow.
Dan replied, "yes mistress." Dan, having no choice did as he was commanded, disappointed that he didn't get to cum.
End Part 7
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The rule whereby my wife Liz is allowed to be 'a naughty girl' on holiday began on our honeymoon.
After all the exertions of the wedding I was tired. There had been wedding preparations, the early start on the big day, having to drink prosecco and shake hands, speeches, cakes and dancing, a sleepless night attempting to perform my obligatory husband bedroom duties followed by a day travelling to the honeymoon resort. I was very tired and bad tempered.
For the rest of the honeymoon I just wanted to rest, sunbathe, drink and read while Liz wanted to do all the activities the resort offered: sailing, canoeing, surfing, rock climbing, golfing, archery, snorkelling, water polo, Brazilian dancing, tennis, yoga, heavens knows.
The Spanish guys who ran the events loved her. Liz is a fun, sporty, adventurous, flirty woman with a great figure; large breasts, big bum, narrow waist, powerful arms and thighs, long legs. The guys took every opportunity to hold her in their arms as they taught her how to sail a dinghy, hold a golf club, shoot a bow and arrow, dance the tango, do the downward dog. They didn't pay the same attention to the other holidaymakers.
I pointed this out but she told me off and said I was just being jealous.
She sometimes came back late as the guys took customers to bars, beach parties and barbecues after activities.
The guys all wore tight speedos. They were tanned, muscular and well endowed. Mary kept looking at them. In a very obvious and lascivious way.
When I asked her what was so interesting she told me that she really liked their tight trunks and if it bothered me that I should get a pair.
"Actually I want you to get a pair of those trunks and stop wearing those big baggy shorts." she told me.
I refused. She asked me why.
I was reluctant to admit what was worrying me:
"They're all more..."
"More what? Fit? Thin? Brown? Oh... you mean they're all bigger down there! Are they? I haven't noticed. I wasn't looking at their cocks. Unlike you! Oh you silly man. You'll look great."
We went to the shop and she made me try the speedos on in the changing rooms and come out and show her in the shop.
I was so self-conscious. Where all the other guys seemed to fill their speedos with their big dicks mine just jutted forward like a little pointy acorn.
Liz told me I looked fine and seemed to be totally unaware of how the other women in the shop laughed and stared at me.
She insisted on taking pictures of me next to the guys who worked at the resort.
Towards the end of our honeymoon Liz was invited to a party in the town where the resort workers lived, away from the tourist areas.
She didn't come home that night. Nor was she there when I woke up in the morning.
I waited all day for her. I asked some of the guys who had gone to the party and they told me not to worry.
She finally returned late that night after I'd gone to bed. She turned the light on and woke me. She looked a state, her hair was a mess, her make up smeared and she was still wearing the same clothes which were ripped and stained.
She kissed me, told me to go back to sleep. Then she showered, changed into another tarty outfit, put make up and went out again.
When she came back the next afternoon she went straight to bed and slept.
I sat on the balcony and drank gin and tonics and thought about all the things she might have been up to.
Liz was quiet when she woke. I asked her what she'd been doing while she was away. She told me about the parties and the dancing and all the people she'd met. She kept mentioning Raul. I was jealous.
"So, did you sleep with this Raul guy?"
She looked sheepish and nodded.
"Yes. We had sex. I'm sorry."
I had been very turned on all the time she'd been away, thinking of her with another man. I was very confused about my feelings.
I decided to be grown up about it.
"Well, I guess these things happen in the heat of the moment. That's okay."
She laughed and looked at me with a sneer.
"For fucks sake Dave. It wasn't like that. He's been fucking me all holiday. I went and stayed at his brother's apartment. We did it like 100 times. We'll do it again."
I gulped and my mouth dropped open.
"But..it's our honeymoon..."
She came over and hugged me.
"I know honey. And I didn't plan this. it's just...you don't seem to be very interested in me and I'm really horny. It's just a holiday thing, I promise. When we get home I'll be totally faithful. The perfect wife. But you must let me sleep with Raul while we're here."
I nodded.
That evening we met Raul at the bar. He danced with Liz and they made no attempt to hide the fact that they were lovers. After a dance she came to me while he went to the toilet. She sat next to me and thanked me. She told me she loved me and we kissed. Raul came back and sat at her other side. He put an arm round her and a hand on her thigh. Liz squirmed and let out a groan of pleasure while stil kissing me. Then they returned to the dance floor.
At the end of the evening Liz turned to me and said it was time for bed.
"Raul's coming back with me tonight."
I didn't know where I should go.
"You can come too. Just don't get in the way."
That was the first time I saw my wife with another man.
It wasn't the last time but it was the only time I saw Raul fuck her.
The following night was the last night of our honeymoon and Liz wanted it to be special - just her and her lover. So I had to stay out all night.
.
Back home she was as good as her word. She was faithful. She was also moody and bad tempered. She pined for her lover and took it out on me. When we had sex she became angry and frustrated complaining that I wasn't big enough and didn't make her feel like a woman. She showed everyone our holiday pictures; they all made comments about my tight speedos and teased me. That cheered Liz up.
We were trying for a baby so we had lots of sex. She said that if only I had a big dick like Raul I'd have knocked her up straight away.
When our moms and sisters and aunts asked why it was taking so long she told them the same thing.
"Oh don't worry, if he hasn't knocked me up by the time we go on vacation in April somebody else will. I'm not going back on the pill and there's no way i'm getting those guys to wear a condom."
She teased me that I had a deadline.
A month before we left for Jamaica Liz found out she was carrying my baby.
Being pregnant didn't stop her from fucking other guys.
In fact she started the minute we arrived. It was like that was the only reason we were there!
I watched her dress up to pick up men. In the bars and clubs I got the drinks and watched as men danced with her, kissed her, groped her. I drove while they undressed her on the backseat. I waited while they fucked her somewhere, or drove them back to ours. I waited on them. sometimes I watched as they fucked. Sometimes I had to wait outside.
We met other white women who were there for sex. They had Queen of Spades tattoos. So Liz had to get them. She had one on her ankle, one on the back of her neck and one on each breast. All prominent. I paid. I wore my speedos and women laughed at me.
Back at home the queen of spades tattoos meant that everyone knew. Black guys propositioned her all the time.
She insisted on us returning to the same resort 6 months later. Once a year was too long to wait for a decent fuck she said.
By the time of the next vacation Liz was 8 months pregnant and we knew that she was going to have a girl. Her bump was very prominent, her tits had swelled and she had blossommed. She looked sexy being pregnant and she felt it; after the morning sickness had gone she was constantly horny.
This time, despite every man wanting to fuck a pregnant white married slut covered in queen of spade ink, she was owned by one guy; Leon, a big, young, handsome tough man who marked her as his territory on day one. Liz totally fell in love with him. She said that the vulnerability of being pregnant made her need the comfort and safety of being faithful and looked after by one lover, a real man. And Leon was a real gentleman. He fucked her like a slut and treated her like a queen. He made everyone show her the same respect. If I failed to obey her, if I made her cross or disappointed he gave me a dressing down, in public. He even punished me.
On one occasion he got so cross he made me take off my trunks and bend over his knee while he thrashed my bare bottom as though I were a child. Liz sat by his side while I cried and begged him to stop. When he was done she put her arms around him and thanked him. He told me to kiss her feet and say sorry. Then they kissed and almost made love there in the shopping centre as the crowd who had gathered cheered.
He made her promise to come back when she'd given birth to our daughter.
"I want to see your beautiful white baby girl who will grow up to be just like her mother. I want to fill you with my seed and give you a strong black baby boy - a brother for the girl."
In Part Two I'll tell you what happened when we came back.



        The Challenge

        Guy pisses off his pro-dom GF, has to bear the consequences.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-challenge-24

Title: The Challenge

Author: MikeChemnitz

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Guy pisses off his pro-dom GF, has to bear the consequences.

Tags: bi-sexual, queen of spades, domination, bbc, black bull, femdom, sissy, forced gay, forced bi, bdsm




Mike felt like a little pupil who was criticized by his head teacher.
Completely nude.
Berry-red flushed face.
In front of two gorgeous woman.
One of them his spouse. Lara. She was dressed, of course. The second lady as well. Ok, dressed may be a bit misleading: the body, completely made of genuine leather laces presented more than it hided. Her big breasts framed by the smelling leather, accentuated by the red colour of the piece. Which was a nice contrast to her ebony coloured skin. Very dark skin. Mike felt aroused. Obviously aroused. The look in front of him: about 1,80m high, towering on high-heeled calf boots. Red, shiny leather - what else to be expected. Long, dark hair and a smooth face. Friendly at first sight. If one would look deeper, he might have recognized some severity. In the current context this could be renamed as sadism. But she was smiling. Listening. To what Lara said and explained.
'It might be a bit exhausted. We've spent 3 days in a wellness hotel. It had to exercise twice every day. Plus, its balls might be a bit dry. it had to 'exercise' at least three times a day. And, its skin -- especially its soles of foot -- might be a bit sensitive. We enjoyed a lot of softening skin related treatments and it had to get rid of a lot of his calloused skin. So, whatever you do to him, just remember its sensitivity now.'
The smile, the two exchanged, was loaded with dark, common understanding.
'After the last days, I call him rather an 'it', because it pissed me off so much! Although we have been there to relax, to fuck and to enjoy each other; this puppy here made a big thing of the fact, that I'm going on tour. One week of work in Leipzig, one week in Dresden. A lot of well-paying customers and a lot of fun for me after all. And thing piece of shit did ruin the whole time! Even the sex wasn't as good as expected. Definitely no he anymore!' With every word, Lara sounded more pissed. If possible, Mike would have tried to hide somewhere. He knew his beloved temper and according to his assessment she was well on her road to fury.
'I see. Let me think about it. Be ensured, we'll do something against your pets' bad behaviour.' A calm, dark voice. Relaxed. Not at all angry or offensive. She was speaking like it was a matter of fact.
Mike started to breath deeper. Audible. Maybe this had to do with the position he had to maintain for some time already. He was trapped in a ball-pillory, he constructed himself. And, the bad part, he knew that this tool was simply escape-proof. A heavy and stable basis, built of a square formed piece of solid steel. He felt the coolness of the material at the now very sensitive base of his feet. A strong steel pole, welded to the basis, were standing in front of him. Attached to the pole: a metal-made collar, fitted to pinch and hold his balls somewhat separated. His crazy mind initially had created many functions to make life of the captive as miserable as possible. It was ... irony of fate, to have him now trapped in this devilish device. Luckily the two ladies in charge did not really use all the possible functionalities (yet). His balls were kept securely, but even the pressure of the ball-holding-steel-collar wasn't unbearable as of now. He indeed felt a bit exhausted, because of the activities, Lara just had explained. His muscles were aching, but this was still ok. It was more the kind of hard-boiled talk, the two ladies had, which made him nervous.
'Lara, tell me what you did with his fists. This looks interesting -- and very uncomfortable.'
'Indeed, it is.' responded Lara laughing.
'But I could not care less. This piece of shit deserves it.'
Pointing at the black covered fists she started to explain:
'Firstly, I had it taking its thumbs inside the fist. Closing the fingers around it. That way it can't really use the fists. Assuming it would hit anything or would need to stand on the fists -- that would hurt. Would really hurt! Once the thumbs have been folded in its fingers, I started to wrap the black tape around it. Overlapping, only a centimetre or so with each turn. The beauty of this tape: it is self-welding just after a minute or so. Finally, it looks like there was no tape, its looking like this pet put its fists into liquid plastic. And now, its fists are safely stored, and it can't touch any breasts, or even its little pecker here.' Evil laughs, combined with a snap of her fingers at Mikes penis. An initial cry of pain trickled through the room.
'Nice. Mel will be happy to hear that this pet is useless by any means.' Laughing again. The two ladies obviously understood each other. Further talking, the beautiful black woman started to turn the large knob at the pole, Mikes balls were trapped.
'What exactly is this for?' she was asking in her dark voice, slowly turning the wheel further.
'Oh, Serena, you will see in a second. This is extending the pole and the ball-collar. With every turn, it will move a bit higher. See, the pig here is starting to move on its tip-toes.'
'Uh, that's nice! So well-engineered. Who created this?' Laras laughs flooded the room.
'You wouldn't believe it: this useless piece of meat built this. Nice, isn't it? And now it is trapped there. As deserved.' Serena nodded, when the doorbell rang.
'Oh, this will be Mel. From now on, this will be fun! She always has some issues with ... males.'
'Well, this shit-piece isn't particular male, but I understand what she means.'
Lara left the two and opened the door. Mikes beetroot red face turned white when he saw the new arrival.
The doorframe went dark, when it was completely filled by well over 180kg of pure wifely flesh. Deep black skin covered flesh. The new lady was THE acme of a big black lady. And like everyone would expect, she was overtaking the scene right away.
'Hey my dear Lara. So nice to see you again.' Mikes eyes almost popped out of his head, when he saw how arms, thicker than his thighs, were embracing his spouse. Although Lara was not small or even slim at all, she nearly disappeared in the massive mountain of meat.
'And where's my little toy for this evening?' Within seconds, Mel approached the defenceless victim in his display-stand.
'Uh. That's some nice meat. Not really a match for me, but it will hopefully survive for some time.' Mel was sending a devilish grin to Mike.
'You know, I'm a big girl. And big girls tend to break their toys. I can't guarantee another outcome for you.' With a broad smile she twisted Mikes nipple and turned to Serena.
'Hey sweetheart. Hope you already had the chance to get known to each other?'
'Of course, my dear. Although I didn't explain the rules yet. But let's first get some more information from our host. Lara, what exactly can we do with this useless piece of your very private property?'
Another laugher burst through the room.
'I'm gone for two full weeks. I give a shit, what it is up for the next hours. To be crystal clear: for the next two week I have no use for it. Tonight, you can do, whatever you like. Even if it means, that the thing might be out of order for two weeks. Well, actually I would prefer it that way: if my puppy would be a bit 'disjointed' for about two weeks, it would not annoy me by calling every two hours or so. So, please have your fun with it and don't be shy: I've got someone to look after it, once it is a bit 'broken'. Just make sure, you let me know the result by sending me pictures or even a video.'
'You bet! You'll get all of this documented in high definition. And just to make it clear: when I play and might break this toy, then it would be ok as long it would be somewhat 'repaired' after your return?'
'Well, not even repaired, I'd say. Just to let it somehow 'autonomously exist' after the two weeks. I don't care about tracks and traces. As long as I don't need to feed it or help him to breathe or shit ... then all is good. I don't care about its physical integrity. Oh, and I don't care either about its psychical integrity.'
'Uh, nice to hear ...'
'This has to stop! Right now. Let me go. I demand ...' Mike had no chance to finish his sentence.
Smack! Smack!
The two hardest slaps of his entire life hit his checks. A vision of stars started to flow through his sight.
'Shut. The. Fuck. Up.' Lara's eyes started to sparkle. Slowly, very slowly Mike came back to consciousness.
The enormous body of Mel blocked his view. Not, that he would have seen a lot -- tears started to stream from his eyes, and he still was seeing dancing stars around his head.
'Let me tell you the rules, my toy. Although you're not a human, I want to be as fair as I can. We -- Serena and I -- loves to use males our way. Whereas I am very easy to please. You get one hour, and I expect 4 orgasms in this time. If you manage this, Serena will be your price. If not, you, my little toy, will be Serenas price. You might be interested in the fact, that Serena is sometimes sadistic and with the 'card blanche' from your owner I'm not sure for what you're up to ...' Mel's voice, although deep and somewhat sexy, hit Mike like a hammer.
Lara smiled her broad smile.
'That's even better than I imagined. I bet, you ladies will have fun. And the guy who will take care of the leftover of little shithead here, will have fun too. He's a bit bi-sexual oriented and might link his helping hand service with some ugly sexual performance with a defenceless victim ... nice time for little pet, I assume.'
'Argh ... I don't want ...'
This time, Lara's fists were crashing in Mikes open mouth. His upper lip was ripped, and blood started to flow.
'Are you stupid, or what? What did you do not understand in 'Shut up'?' Lara started to get really upset.
'Well, I better leave you alone with this shithead. Otherwise I might even kill it before you ladies have fun with it.'
Laugher all around the room. Well, except the cries of the immobilized boy, who's balls slowly started to turn blue.
'Oh, and you might be interested in the 'hard taboos' it always mentioned when we started to play. As I have no use for this useless pig, please go ahead and make good use of the 'don't do's' of it: it hates permanent marks, it hates games involving its vulnerable anus and it absolutely goes mad if anyone plays with its piss-hole. For the rear-end play I have the guy looking after it, once you're done, but please do me a favour and address the other no-go-areas!' There's no word for the devilish grin, Lara issued before she left.
The big black lady positioned itself right in front of the crying man.
'Well, it seems you pissed off your owner quite a lot. Tsss. You stupid pig. You should know better than to piss off a lady like Lara.' Slowly she turned the handle further and stretched Mikes balls further in the air -- he couldn't move himself even higher on his tiptoes. A mixture of cries and screams started to fill the room.
'What about your nipples? Are they as sensible, as the rest of your body?' Mel attached the crocodile clamps to both of his nipples. The serious ones. The ones with really sharp teeth's, the pair which immediately bite through his skin. Blood started to dripple from both nipples. Quite casually Serena walked by and added two heavy weights to every clamp. Mikes body started to shake, his screams becoming intensive. He started to beg, combined, and extended with his screams. His dark coloured nipples started to stretch rather extreme. No chance that the clamps would fall off, to deep they penetrated his skin.
'Let's equip this thing with some more useful collars. We may need them later, assuming it will be your turn, Serena' The named smiled and walked back to her Queens chair, draping herself in a very sexy way. Mike had a perfect view at the beautiful lady with her red leather body. What a view! Just for a second, he forgot the pain and enjoyed the sight, his lower body responding - although his nipples now already have been extended by at least two centimetres.
Mel attached a strong leather dog-collar and added similar collars to his ankles, his foots and right above his knees. She tied his useless hands behind his body.
'At least Lara prepared you a bit and provided you some advantage by feeding you the two Viagras plus the shot in your pecker. That should provide you a nice erection and should allow me four climaxes. Let's go to work.'
Slowly she opened the ball-collar, without turning it down first. This led to further screams from Mike and when his balls were free, he felt to his knees. Breathing hard.
The massive shape of Mel towered over his small body. Like a crane her hand reached out to his dog-collar and lifted him up, dragging him over to the large play-bed of Lara's Dungeon. Meanwhile naked, Mells body was formed by enormous masses of deep black flesh, skin bulges and -- well hided under her fat -- a lot of strength. Her massive, melon sized breasts did somehow fight gravity. A little bit groaning she laid down herself at the mattress and pulled defenceless Mike on top of her body.
'Start your work, my dear -- let your magic wand work as expected. Time's running now -- you have one hour!'
Poor Mike tried to position himself. That was a tough thing: to be in reach of Mel's beefy labium, but at the same time to have a good view at the sexy vixen Serena, who sprawled at the throne and spread her legs to provide him a better and motivating view. Somehow it worked. Imagining what he would do with this dream of a leather-net-body covered beauty afterwards, he managed to get a fair erection. The next minutes were ... straining. He had to maintain a good mix between his phantasy and the physical work to mount the large woman underneath him. That was one of his rather negative imaginations: to be forced to have sex with a really big, fat woman. And now his 'dream' came true. Or should he rather call this a nightmare? Whenever he opened his eyes to get another glimpse of the beauty in her chair, he also recognized the massive body he was making love to. But that was somehow manageable. The smell was the thing, he wasn't able to mitigate. Mel's massive body was covered with sweat. Although the scent wasn't particularly bad, it reminded him always on the situation he was in. The only positive thing: Mel seemed to enjoy his attempts to fuck her meaty cunt. After about 10 minutes she got more and more vocal, pressing the little man against her voluptuous body, let Mike almost sink in her plenty of black fat. When she came, her strong arms pulled poor Mike even closer to her, covering him completely and squeezing most of the air from his lungs. He started to wriggle in pain and panic, trying to escape the firm hold. But he had no chance, Mel kept him firm and close and when she reached the climax, her voice filled the room and Mikes head. Once she was done the first time, she kept the grip and used the next seconds to cuddle.
'Well done, little toy. I like the way you move. Let's see, how you behave, when you eat me out.'
Mike started to object, but other than Lara before, Mel did not punish him for backtalking. She simply used her exorbitant strength to simply overpower Mike. Pulling him off her body, placing him at the mattress, was a matter of seconds. Her naked body was filling the frame of the play-bed completely. She started to enter the bed, holding herself at the upper bed-frame. From Mikes perspective the look was ... incredible. Looking at the massive women, standing atop of his slender body was ...frightening, at least. His hands still bound at his back; he wasn't able to even apply the slightest resistance against Mel's plan. As uncomfortably as he lay flat at the bed, he had no voice in improving his position. Mel simply stood -- legs spread as wide as she could manage -- above his aching body, moved slowly up to his head and started to lower herself down on him. Like a centipede, Mike tried to crawl away from her, but in his position the best he managed was just a distance of few centimetres.
When Serenas picture slowly disappeared from Mikes view, he felt completely alone. Right before it went completely black, his panic filled eyes recognized the sweating skin of Mel, slowly progressing her descent to his face. Millimetre by millimetre her thighs were bending more and in slow-motion Mikes visual field was becoming smaller. Very soon, the only thing on earth were her thighs, muscular and fat at the same time. This time, the skin covering her muscle strands was firm, tense and stretched, displaying her real strength. Mike's scream suddenly was blocked by dozens of kilograms of black, womanly, meat. Mel started to find the right position, moving slightly back and forth. Mike felt like some gigantic jellyfish was covering his face. No room to manoeuvre, no room to move and even no room to breathe. He knew, what this meant, and he stopped his silly attempts to cry for help. Instead of this, he tried to get every single atom of oxygen he was able to inhale. Focussing completely on breathing. The mountain of meat above him, and his respiration was all he could think of. Mel's fist reached between her thighs and found his scalp hair. With no hesitation, she guided Mike to the place she wanted him to be. Gigantic, salty tasting, swollen labium was put in place, started to cover Mike's face like a meat-mask. Under several layers of skin and flesh, no room for air anymore.
Mikes thoughts started to flash through his head. Either he would bring her to climax in record time, or he simply would pass out. This way of thinking made him start to lick and suck -- no additional incentive required. Mel's hand guided his attempts by dragging his hair left and right. Hard. With no sympathy for her captive, only focussed on her own pleasure. Mikes head exploded in pain, he wanted to scream, but he also wanted to breathe. The second, Mel lifted some of her 180kg weight just a few centimetres, his brain decided to skip the scream and to focus on breathing. This mean game went on for more than 15 minutes, never let Mike a real chance to regain complete strength by keeping him always under low oxygen. His legs were floundering back and forth, kicking in the air, trying to change his position even slightly. With no effect at all. Serena enjoyed the show, knowing the outcome since the very first beginning.
The two of them were known in a certain community as 'the devils' sisters'. As such, they had already a history of broken men. Many broken men, most of them thrown away by their spouses. When things got sour in a partnership, they would step in and would do the job. Pleasure for them, the desired result for the wife and pure hell for hubby. It worked every time. Hooked with the look of beautiful Serena, with the prospect of getting her to fuck, they introduced Mel as soon as the men were safely positioned. Once that was done, it was always a simple task to torture, rape and break any male. Simple and always successful. Smiling her devilish smile, Serena slowly made her way to the bed. Her strong hands started to touch and hold the kicking feet of the unfortunate male, covered by her sister. Long fake-nails started to scratch over the ultra-sensitive skin of the foot sole. What a welcome fortuity, to have his soles just softened a day ago. Well, not really by accident, rather by professional planning. Certainly, Lara did play along exactly as planned.
The tortured body under her sister started to kick more seriously with his legs, feeling the pain of the needle-sharp nails. Quite easily Serena held his legs firm, applying even more force to press her fingernails into the skin.
Mikes brain changed its mind. Instead of focussing on breathing, it had to focus at the pain at his sole. No idea where this came from, but it was becoming more and more unbearable. Whatever he tried, strong arms kept his legs in an iron grip. His screams were smothered by the big black lady at his face. Mel seemed to enjoy the change. When Mike started to scream, he pressed further air from his lungs, and this stream seemed to arouse Mel. With her fist she started to rock Mikes head back and forth. Hard. Harder. Which implied further pain, which implied further screams. Well, with some air he would have been able to scream, but now his lungs were empty. Bubbling for a second and then he became unconscious. His limbs went weak. That was the second, when Mel came her second time. Loud screams of pleasure filled the room. She pressed her thighs together, burying Mikes face further in her masses of meat. Serena, as usual, had to make sure that Mel let her victim go. Otherwise, he might have been dead when Mel regained her breathe after a couple of minutes.



Mike was done. Unconscious his body laid at the bed, deeply pressed into the mattress. His blue face was covered with Mel's fluids, slowly drying, creating some white coating -- looking almost like crusted powder from a make-up session which went wrong. His breath was barely visible, but -- thanks good! -- it was there.
When Mike came back finally, with a dead rattling and coughing, the hour was long gone. As weak as he was, he was just game for beautiful Serena.
'Tss, tss, tsss -- not good for a big boy like you. Oh, wait -- you're not a boy anymore. In my hands you're just meat. Well, your body will look and feel like raw meat, once I'm done with you!'
Still not fully awake, Mike started to speak, wanted to object. Smash! Smash! This time, Serenas fist crushed into his face. Full power, right at the beginning. With a scruffy sound, his nose broke. Blood started to stream. Tears started to roll. An incredible scream escaped his throat.
'Yeah, that's it. I like them noisy. I like the vocal feedback. Get down on your knees!'
With surprising strong hands Serena grabbed his dog collar and dragged her victim out of the bed. His arms still bound, he felt down the half meter and the body landed at the hard floor with a clunk sound. Groaning he tried to get up, with no support by his hands. When Mike managed to lift his knees a few centimetres, Serenas foot crashed in his balls. Just once. But with full power. Her red boots hit exactly his most sensitive spot; training made her dead on target. No loud noise, this time. With a barely perceivable fizzle, all the air left Mikes lungs. Like a potato sack his body flow back to the ground. It took quite some second, before a barely recognizable whimper started to emerge his blood-filled mouth. Like a baby he started to bend his body, trying to coil up like a caterpillar.
'I said: on your knees.'
The reed boots with its sharp tip started to kick Mikes ribs. Repeatedly Serena hit several points at his body, not letting him regain his breathe. The whimper was long evolved in painful screams. Mike tried to roll over, but his hands stopped that approach. Again, and again the tip hit his body and left another dark mark. This went on for some time, until Serena got tired of kicking poor Mikes body.
'Up now.'
Her fingers reached out to his ears, and she pulled him up. His whole body shaking, he was on his knees, right in front of her. Looking at the red leather-strap body. Swallowing. What a view. Crying. What a pain.
'Those nipples need to be a bit more stretched.'
Serena added further weights to the clamps, although Mikes nipple already were more than two centimetres longer than before. He knew better than to object this time.
'What a brave puppy. Don't go anywhere, I need something from the kitchen.'
Her firm hand under his chin kept an iron grip. She bended down, her face just in front of his.
'It's your decision, whether you will be just damaged for two weeks, or if I have real fun with you -- and then nobody knows, what may happen. Just do as I say, and I will hurt you. If you don't do like I say, I will destroy you. Capito?'
Mikes thoughts went from bad to deadly bad. Instantly he confirmed by a simple nod.
The clicking sound of Serenas boots let him shiver, she's back from the kitchen.
'Over to the pillory! I'd rather like you securely stashed.'
Mikes knees started to redden when he moved slowly through the room. The steel testicle-collar was adjusted, to keep him down and his balls were tightened. This time, Serena started to pull it really tight. Again, Mikes scream filled the room, but he did not move.
'That's it, my dear. Every artist need some feedback. And your voice is mine. Go and scream. I like that. It makes me wet. Wanna try?'
Her forefinger reached down between the tight leather straps of her unique garment. Like a mouse in front of a snake, Mike wasn't able to look anywhere else. And, to make the situation even more weird, his penis begun to stiffen, although his balls have been trapped so earnest. Serenas finger reappeared, and she pushed it in one of Mikes nostrils. Hard and deep. His nose already damaged and broken, this added a new amount of pain. A new, even more intensive, scream swung through the room.
'As I can see, this whole thing makes you horny. At least Mr little pecker is of that opinion. Why not violate one of your limits today?'
She produced a device from Lara's medical equipment. Immediately Mike recognized it, because it was one of the things, he bought her at Whish.
'It works best with a full stiff member, let's see if we can work something out.'
Her fingers slowly reached for Mikes penis. Although he knew what would be next, this thing got somehow an own will. It responded to the slow massage. Her deep red, sharp nails knew exactly how to do it, and the very, very close view of her full breasts so close to his face did not help either. He grew and there was nothing he could do against it. His scream evolved in a low voice whimper, also the Viagra started to work. Not long and he was rock hard.
The device itself was already ugly looking. Composed of a middle stainless-steel pole of at least 15cm length and smaller steel clips positioned around the middle pole. The smaller clips could be move away from the mid-pole by just turning a small wheel. Arranged in a circle, they would extend the diameter of the device with every turn.
With no word and no hesitation, Serena pushed the shuttered tool into Mike's pee-hole. This time his scream sounded like a pig. A pig on its way to sausage. Deeper and deeper her hands pushed the devilish thing. His head started to bang from one side to the other. He couldn't move away; he wasn't able to use his hands ... he was completely at her mercy. And she showed none. When all the length was buried in his hole, Serena let him take breathe.
'Not bad, my pet. It looks, like you like it, still. Look at your hard member. Are you a pain sucker, or what?'
This time, her laughter filled the room. A river of tears started to stream from his red eyes. Sniffling he was shaking his head.
'Let's see, let's see.'
Slowly Serena walked to his backside. He heard it coming, the sound was unforgettable. With full power the huge wooden spoon hit his bare soles. Another scream. Another strike. And another.
This time, Serena thoroughly hit every square millimetre of his sensible soles. More than thirty minutes of pure agony. After that, his foots were raw and bloody. No chance to walk on them for a long time. His voice was long gone, all of his tears dried out. His state of mind was ... very short before madness. Serena examined her work. Obviously, she was happy with what she's done to him.
'Let's focus on the real sensitive parts now.'
Her fake smile killed any hope, Mike may have had. Bending down to him, she looked him in the eyes. The panic expression she recognized there made her wet.
She crouched down in front of his immobilized body. Her legs widespread, providing him a good view. And yes, although he just went through hell, he reacted. Again. Even the mean instrument inserted in his penis did not stop him from becoming hard again. This time, her laugher was real.
'I told you. You're a pain sucker. And believe me: you will get more than you can chew!'
Red nails started to turn the wheel at the retractor. Small steel clips started to move away from the centre pole and begun to stretch Mikes urethra. This time it was probably bacon, the pig was going to be processed to -- at least it sounded like this. Slowly Serena added one turn after the other. With every millimetre, Mike's voice became less and less noticeable. His sound was as high as any vocal cord could pitch it. His eyes were already deep red and wet. No one knew wherefrom the flood of tears was coming, but it was streaming like a river. What was new was the terrified view in his eyes. They almost popped out of his head. This look of horror was exactly what Serena was looking for. With deep pleasure she turned the wheel further. Mikes body started to arche as much as it was possible in his bonds. No chance, she had him literally on his balls ... and she would not let him go for a long time. When his pee hole was as stretched as it could be, she stopped.
'Let's pause for a minute, Mel wanted to say hello and goodbye for today.'
Her huge body obfuscated the door frame. She was naked, except of a pair of underpants. Two steel bars in her hands provided another shock to poor Mike. The ends of these bars did smoulder in the dark room.
'Her goodbye might make you a bit noisy. But with her gift she will take care of that. Open your mouth, my pet.'
Mike hesitated. No, he would not do as told. With his last energy he was shaking his head.
'Uh, I was hoping you would do this. Mel, darling, please hand me over your panties.'
With a moan, the big lady took off her briefs. Soaked of her fluids, sweat and dirt - they did smell quite a bit.
'Thank you, sweetheart. Let's see, how much his piss hole can take.'
Again, Serena positioned herself in front of poor Mike and started another turn of the small wheel. Although he thought that no worse pain could exist, his already up to the limit stretched hole was feeling like it was filled with fire. He clearly felt that it would break every second. Another turn. And one more. His sound came from very deep. It started as a growl and developed to something he never has heard before. Serena stopped it with a quick movement of her hand -- she pushed Mel's sticky panties deep in Mikes mouth. The sheer size of the briefs made it hard for him, to not puke. The fabric filled his mouth completely and was even pushed down his throat a bit. Expertly Serena secured the gag with a long stripe of duct tape.
'That should do it. No feedback this time, but I will enjoy your song later. Mel, let's get to work and show my toy what gift you brought with you.'
Mel presented the two glowing bars.
'Look at this, you piece of shit. Only two orgasms ... now you get the bill for that. We'll mark your soles with our initials. A nice, old branding with S and M ... oh what a coincident that you're such a pain sucker. S/M as branding ... nice and very well fitting, I'd say.'
As a confirmation of her words, her palm hit Mikes broken nose. His voice was indeed muffled by the bitter tasting panties in his mouth. Another stream of blood run out of his nostrils.
Without further words the two ladies stepped behind poor Mike. Since his legs were already well secured, he had no choice than to accept his fate. Serena took his left foot and pressed the branding iron against his bloody sole. Although muffled, his scream still was audible. She held the iron there for at least 10 seconds, a time the hot material entrenched deep in his raw flesh. When Mel did the same, the voice got even more hearable. Then, his body collapsed.
'Oh my dear, now you broke your toy.' Serena just laughed.
'As you perfectly know from experience, the fun part with him starts right after he's back at consciousness. When I'm done with him, he will have every reason to pass out. But not now. This little branding only lasts if we renew it once a quarter or so.'
'You perfectly know that exactly this will happen. Lara already invited us to make his marking permanent.'
'Its not only a marking. It will teach him a lesson and it will make him stay with his beloved Lara. ... well, maybe not as beloved as before.'
'Either way, I'm off. I always get tired when you start to beat the crap out of them. They are always so weak and foreseeable ... boring. See you, dear!'
The big woman left the room and a few minutes later the door was shut.
Serena looked at her prey. The rather small body of Mike hung uncomfortable in his bonds, his unconscious body held by strong leather straps. She started to grope his thighs and calf. Not many muscles. Almost regretful she reached for her tool. This would become just a short ordeal. With so little meat at his legs, her job would be done in an hour or so.
When the poor man came back, everything was ready.
'Welcome back my toy. Let's move straight to the grand finale. This will be the main actor.'
She displayed a nasty looking device, obviously built to hit somebody. A thin, but strong looking rod of stainless steel, with a solid grip.
'Looking nice, don't you agree? This little tool can provide as much harm as I want. It can tear skin apart, it can squish the flesh underneath and, applied with the right force, it can even brake bones. What would you want to experience?'
Naturally, Mike couldn't say a word -- with Mel's panties still stuffed in his mouth. Selina smiled down at her terrified victim.
'This time I will just apply level two. I know, it's a pity! Maybe -- and hopefully -- Lara will be tired of you anytime soon and might call me again for level three. That would be real fun!'
Her smile was everything but nice. Sadism was weeping from every word she said.
'But since Mel is gone, I'd like to hear your song again. Feedback is soo much worth, nowadays. Let the fun begin, my little toy!'
With a single movement she released the tape from Mikes mouth. Somehow and after some time he managed to get Mel's soaked panty out. Serena slowly moved to his legs. With no other word, she started the beating. Calf first. Methodically she applied strike after strike. Already the first strike let Mikes skin burst. The steel rod dug in his flesh. Not very deep, but because of the small spot the steel bar touched his leg, it forwarded all the power deep in his flesh. The effect was dramatically: small muscle-strings got seriously damaged. Within seconds his voice broke. Blood started to stream right away, but not as much as expected. The baton was a nasty device: no sharp edges, no cuts. The steel just destroyed Mikes small muscle fibres, like a rupture of a muscle fibre you can get playing football. Such an effect applied at a larger area of Mikes body would leave him unable to move. For weeks, or even months. And that was exactly, what Serena was after: every hit would destroy a small muscle string and applied to his thighs and calf, he would just be helpless. Plus, it would imply enormous pain: Now, with every strike, and later, when he would try to move his body. She was grinning when she methodically applied hit after hit.
Mikes ordeal took almost an hour. He passed out several times, Serena made sure he would be awakened before she proceeded. After her job was done, the backside of Mikes legs were looking more than hamburger meat, than anything else. His voice long gone, all the blood drained from his face, he was destroyed.
'Well, my once-toy, you made it. We'll probably never see again -- but just in case: next time your fate will be much worse! I'm afraid, I need to leave you like this for now. But I'm sure, your Mistress setup something for you. If not ... well, then you might not survive the two weeks. Bye now!'
Serena blew a kiss to the crushed body in front of her. Without a look back, she left the dungeon -- but switched on the TV before. The movie played in an infinite loop was quite special: featuring poor Mike's day of pain, humiliation and breaking. Sound included.
Mikes weeping was heard by no one. The night was long and lonely. With no movement possible, his body went from spasm to spasm. His crying only interrupted by loud screams of pain when another wave of cramp rushed through the rest of his body. He lost time and was rather surprised when the door was opened.
A slender, tall black guy entered the room. Not very muscular, rather delicate built. No fat. Mike was surprised, when he identified somewhat female movements in the way, the new guy walked towards him.
'Oh gosh, what did they do to you?! They almost broke you. That would have been a shame! You look nice, as far as I can see this under all the blood. Ah, how did you get along with these titty stretchers? Seems the vixens added quite some load. Look at these lovely dugs. Like goat udder. Very nice, I can work with that! Uh, oh -- and what's up with your member, bro? So stretched out, your little hole there. That must be uncomfortable. But it's great, it's so large in diameter now! Anything done to the rear end already? No, they saved this for me. Cute. Let me help you out of this nasty device.'
He opened the pincers of the ball-pillory, released all the other bonds and supported Mike's body, when he just sunk down to the floor. The cold and hard floor provided support, something he could lean on. Like a baby he started to coil up ...
'No, no my dear. Not here. Let's move to the bed. This will be your place for the next time. And it's way more comfortable.'
The voice of the black guy was somewhat ... squeaky.
Mike tried to crawl to the bed. But he didn't even made a few centimetres. His legs felt like burning fire, he wasn't sure whether they have been broken or anything. With his arms still bound at his back, he wasn't even able to snail his way to the bed.
'I see. Very efficient, the two ladies. I may have to drag you. But, and that's the positive part, you won't be a big fight for me. As weak, as I am.'
His behaviour became a bit ... sissyish, flirtish. With some effort he pulled Mike to the bed and put him down to rest, not before he secured his dog-collar with a heavy chain at one of the solid steel bed-posts.
'We don't want to see any nasty surprises, don't we?! Let me get my stuff and we can start to pimp your body a bit.'
He rushed out of the room, with his hips swinging. Mike got the picture. This black guy was gay. Shit. When he recognized that, he tried to move, tried to get rid of the chain. The only effect was a burning pain in his legs. Gasping he sunk down to the mattress again.
Back in the door frame, the black guy appeared again. In his palm a large case. Apart from that, he carried nothing. With shock, Mike's eyes widened. As anticipated, the guy's body was slender, not very muscular. No fat at all. What really surprises the broken man at the bed, was the view at the horse size penis, the guy owned. Not verry womanish, Mike thought.
'Let's start with the lovely titties of you. They are already so nicely stretched, the perfect basis to double them. You know these African ladies, who put one metal ring on top of the other around their neck? Over the years, their neck becomes way longer, even the bones will follow this stretch approach. With no bones in your sweet titties, we'll make a nice udder in just about two weeks. Let's start with the first dozen rings or so.'
He walked over to Mike and opened the large bag he carried. It was filled with a lot of piercing devices, all looking really nasty! Mike tried to speak, but from the night before, his voice still was not working. Shaking his head was all, what he was able to do.
'Don't fight, dear. Otherwise, it might become even mor uncomfortable. And to be honest: compared to what you experienced yesterday; this is nothing.'
With real professionalism he pierced both nipples with a strong iron-bar. Then he started to apply the metal rings right after the piercing. Ring after ring he applied, each new ring slightly larger in Diameter. When he had the dozen done, Mikes nipple felt like they would be teared away every second.
'Uh, that looks nice! And it wasn't that uncomfortable, wasn't it? Let's move on with this broken nose. I feel, that with large udders the pet may need a ring there as well, don't you agree?'
With a strong pincer he applied a metal tunnel in Mikes septum. This was accompanied by Mikes screams, raw and throaty, but clearly hearable. Which didn't stop the guy at all. A large ring went through the tunnel and was welded together.
'Ok, that looks really cute, for a pet. Let's do the final improvement for today and then we can move to the cosy part.'



He produced a long metal tube, which fitted perfectly Mike widened pee hole. Another strong ring went around the base of his member, again welded -- this time with a lot of noisy resistance. Finally, Mike quit, because of the treat to damage his balls and penis even more. The catheter and the cockring were connected by a steel penis cage, mounted securely with a massive padlock.
Manipulating and decorating Mike obviously aroused the black guy. His huge member already got swollen and hard. He pushed the bag away, knelt in front of poor Mike.
'Oh, I'm so rude. I never introduced myself to you. I strongly believe, that before fucking, we should introduce to each other, don't you agree? Well, I'm Barbie. At least for my big guys. I'm their fuck-meat, and I enjoy that. Most of the time. Sometimes I'd like to do the same things, they do to me, to others. Well, this is, when you come into the picture. Lara asked me to look at you. Luckily, she gave me 'card blanche'. Believe it or not, I will take good care of you, but I also will use you. Hard. Dirty. And reckless. Because I can, and because you can't do anything against it. And now, I want to fuck. Let me turn you around.'
With just a little effort, Barbie turned Mikes weak body around, positioned him flat on his belly.
'You better relax. It seems, the ladies forgot your back hole ... But I will take care of that. Don't you worry, my dear.'
Mike wasn't even able to close his legs when Barbie pulled them apart. A little bit of spit was all, Barbie was willing to give ... and when his huge penis made his entry, Mikes head started to bang around. Squeaking sounds were raised by his throat, his whole body shivering. Barbie did not care. He took Mikes bound arms and pushed them up, towards his shoulders. That further damaged his shoulder joints and added some more days of inability to use them. With a firm hold of his arms, Barbie seriously started to fuck his victim. About fifteen minutes he was pounding the so far virgin asshole of the guy beneath him. When he came, he pushed Mikes arms further up and forced his head deep into the mattress. Mike felt every small thrust of semen, pumped in his arse.
It took a while, until the black guy caught his breath. His member still deep buried in Mikes backyard, Barbie made sure he would not touch Mikes damaged legs. With a 'plop' he withdraws his penis. Mikes back hole felt like a gigantic tunnel, as open as it was stretched now.
'Uh, that was a nice fuck, my pet. We definitely need to repeat this. Maybe I bring some friends ... But for now, let me help you with your spoiled skin.'
With very tender hands he applied some lotion at Mikes skin, wherever it was destroyed. Which was the case at a large part of his body. Barbies final task was to feed the poor guy some liquid power food. As thirsty as Mike was, he gulped down the whole bottle.
'Nice pet! Lara provided me this food. It contains everything you need for the next weeks. No solid food for you, since your back-entry might be a bit ... stressed. But according to her, she even prepared it with some interesting drugs to keep you dizzy but horny at the same time. And it will make the cramps of your unused limbs somewhat bearable. Let's see, how this works. See you tomorrow, dear -- we'll have a lot of fun the next weeks.'
The catheter was linked to an empty plastic bag, Barbie dressed and left poor Mike at his soaked bed. Soundless tears were running from Mikes eyes during a very long night.
The next day started lonely. Mikes thoughts did focus on this situation, on Lara and how the whole thing would evolve. Just with a little part of his mind, he felt some lust -- or rather curiosity -- with the question what the future would bring. Surprising enough, he felt this also deep in his groin. With the complete irrational effect, that his member started to stiff. Well, it would have been hard, but with the constricting penis cage in place, there was no room for that. His mind was running circles, with all the conflicting messages. He felt vulnerable and inferior since Lara obviously decided to let him go through this. Did she still love him? He would find out, but slowly he came to the conclusion, that this may be a test. And he started to develop a will to pass this test.
The door to the dungeon was pushed open, and Barbie entered the room. What a view: today he (she?) was wearing a dress. Quite short, showing a lot of his long legs. The high heels were matching his apparel.
'Good morning, my love! How was your night? I couldn't sleep very well, our encounter from last night was rushing trough my brain all the time! That was so sexy. How do you feel?'
With his high voice, Barbie started to help Mike with his skin. He applied another good dose of solution to it. Casually he exchanged the full bag of Mikes catheter.
'Thirsty? I'm afraid, you have to start with my morning piss. Just after this, you may have your bottle of power food. Lara left clear orders. Open your mouth, dear. Please. I don't wanna hurt you.' Mike had no choice. With some hesitation, he opened wide, and Barbie started to insert his large member between his lips. The flow of piss started, and Mike tried to manage every drop. He was accustomed to drinking piss, but he never did from a man before. Nevertheless, he managed every drop and was rewarded with the large bottle of milky looking fluid. He emptied this bottle like nothing.
Barbie was patting Mikes head.
'Good pet! Lara will be happy how you evolve.'
He moved away from the body at the bed and came back just after a second. In his hand he held a lot of white clothes.
'Come on, my dear, we need to make you as pretty as we can. In a short time you will be centre of a nice party. A party, featuring a lot of big black bulls. And they all expect a little white sissy-fag! And as you perfectly know, a white sissy-fag in white lingerie makes a real difference.'
Mike felt dizzy ... the drink ...
Barbie started to help Mike with the corset. Since he wasn't able to move at all, Barbie had to do all the hard work. But the result was just stunning: Mikes middle body was reduced to a diameter like a supermodel. Not that he would have had a word to it ... Barbie just tightened the laces as much as he could. In his state of Mind, Mike wasn't really getting a lot of this ... but from the outside it was clearly visible, that he had problems to breathe. Barbie smiled.
'Nice. What a tiny waist. I'd love to have one like this ... and the plus in regard to the missing breath: you won't become too vocal later on ...' He adored the view of Mike and started to cream his damaged legs again, making sure it would not infect. Once the legs were taken care of, Barbie equipped Mike with white stockings, completed with a white suspender belt.
'Yeah, that's it! Look at this white wore. You'll make an impression, I'm absolutely sure. And you'll find a lot of new friends, my dear. They will come back, I promise!'
The doorbell rung and Barbie was gone to welcome the arrivals. A crowd of five tall guys rushed in, talking loudly to each other. All black, all built rather strong and all looking like at the search of a prey.
'May I introduce you to Michelle.'
Barbie was almost ignored by the black guys.
'Ok, I see you find her as attractive as I do. That's great. But before we start the fun, did you bring your equipment with you?'
'Shut up you brat! Of course, we have our equipment with us. We always come well equipped!'
The tallest guy unzipped his trousers and pushed his enormous member towards Barbie. In no time Barbie was on his knees and started to suck.
'This is, how we like you. Take it all! Ah, and of course Lara instructed us to bring our tattoo gear with us. Let's do this first before we take advantage of the small ass of her ... what a nice little white whore she is!'
Mike's brain did not even get half of the conversation, in his dizzy state. Two of the large black mans pulled him to the edge of the bed. His knees were touching the floor.
The tattoo needle started to rattle its typical sound. The pain finally reached Mikes brain, he started to scream. Smack! Smack! Again, two hard slaps hit his cheeks.
'Shut up, you white whore! To receive the 'Queen of Spades' tattoo should be an honour to you. It will be a nice sign at your higher thighs, right above your stockings, and it will demonstrate your dedication to black cock whenever you wear shorties.'
The needle and the tint slowly created the well known 'Q' picture, covering the whole backside of his higher thigh. Second leg followed, adding the same picture. The crowed adored the work done and moved the crying body back to the bed.
Barbie was moving in front of Mike.
'Dear, just to let you know: we've finalized the 'Queen of Spades' now, but there's still the 'tramp stamp' to be done. I expect you to hold still, otherwise Lara legitimated me to let your sweet face tattooed as well. And trust me, you don't want a 'big black cock lover' tattooed across your face. So, please, keep motionless.'
With such words Barbie went back and watched the action from some distance. The needle sprung back to life. Centimetre by centimetre Mikes whole lower back and ass cheeks were decorated with large, baroque looking letters, forming the slogan: big black cock cum dump.
Once all work was done, the crowed started to undress. Barbie's job was quite delicate: he had to fluff all cocks and make sure they stay are as hard as they could. One guy after the other took its turn and started to bang poor Mike. Like a worm, his body tried to move away, but with no effect at all. Already after the first big cock, Mike was halfway unconscious. A huge amount of semen was dripping from his back opening, used as lubrication by the next cock. One after the other the bulls pumped their victim, leaving after almost two hours with his anus wide open. The white stockings only exist in tatters, the bed was soaked by enormous amounts of sticky jizz, as well as Mikes butt was. His weeping did become permanent, sobbing all the time. Barbie slowly patted his head.
'Well done, Michelle. I'll let you rest now. Tomorrow you'll have another hard day, there will be at least double the number of cocks to be served. But you'll manage! Oh, hey, just to keep the spirit -- all the action of today is at TV now. Exclusively for you this will run in an infinity loop again. Have fun, watching your sex party! Bye, dear.'
He blew a kiss and left. Mike lay in agony. No chance to escape, no chance to ease his fate. He had no choice, then to watch the video with him as porn star. Another mad part of his mind felt apart, and that part started to slightly enjoy the action at the screen. If only the damn cock cage wouldn't be there ...
The next morning brought back some routine. Barbie arrived, again wearing a nice dress. It still looked strange for Mike, to see the black men wearing this. But somehow it felt right, now ...
He gulped down the full load coming from Barbie's bladder, followed by his usual power food. When the drug kicked in, Barbie started to release Mike.
'We need to clean your body. Let's take a shower.'
He started to pull immobile Mike the short way to the bathroom. Luckily the shower was on grade, he just had to carry the body in it. With some hot water and a generous amount of soap he made sure, every part of Mike was a clean as possible. He even released the catheter and added some disinfecting solution. When Mike was smelling as fresh as he could, he was dragged back to the bed. A new catheter was applied (with a lot of screaming), the cock cage went back into place. A new corsage, garter belt and stockings completed Mikes appearance. They still had some time to kill before the new party guests would arrive. Barbie positioned himself in front of Mikes face.
'You need to learn to suck cocks, my dear. Let's start with mine and we might extend the practicing later today. Just don't forget: one wrong movement with your mouth, and your face will be beautified with some lovely tattoos. Understood?'
Mike nodded in agreement, his own will long given away.
With a swift movement, Barbie lifted her dress up and presented her already half erected penis. Mike opened his mouth and with a seamless hip swing Barbie mounted Mikes mouth. With one hand he held the backside of his head, pressing the penis in until his base. Mike was choking, he tried to move his head away. But Barbie held his head tightly. His ineffective movements made Barbie come in no time. Squirt after squirt of his semen was landing deep down in Mikes throat. He started to cough.
'Nice, you're learning. I think, you're ready to fluff your own cocks today!'
Barbie smiled down at the bending body.
'Ready to party, dear? Ready or not -- here are your guests!'
He opened the door and let in a dozen guys. It looked like a day tour of a rugby team. All black, all tall, all strong men. Mikes face was displaying pure shock and panic. But since he had no saying in this, the party started. He was used by all cocks, in all holes, several times. Very soon he was sounding like a pig on its way to the butcher. The worst thing for him was the fact, that -- although his head was still dizzy from the drugs -- he felt every contact with one of the bulls burning like fire. And he wasn't just unable to do anything against it. More than three hours Mike run through hell. Once his ordeal was over, Barbie added the best video parts to the loop, and left him in his miserable situation.
The days went on, filled with Mike used as a sex doll all the time. As weird as it was, his mind slowly accepted the situation. Whenever he looked on the screen to watch his latest video addition, he felt more and more grateful to become such a desirable bitch. He even started to try to move his body the way, the camera would have the best view. Two days before Lara was supposed to be back, he had his first anal orgasm. When one of the younger studs was pounding his arse, he felt it building up. Not long, and he started to scream in a high voice, shooting load after load of his jizz. His penis cage was completely stained.
'Uh, what a bitch. Our little white whore is starting to really enjoy how we handle her! That's nice and exactly the way we'd like to have you. Bitch!'
With this assessment, the remaining two days were filled by abusing Mike every way imaginable. And the more he was degraded, the more he enjoyed.
He still couldn't move a single extremity, when Lara was back. Worthless she overlooked the scene when Mike was again be used by a handful of bulls. His body was obviously more than willing to take every cocksize, his ass cheeks were beet red from the hits the black guys delivered with every thrust of their hips.
'What a worthless piece of fuckmeat you are! This is exactly, how I keep you in the future. No need for your brain, or your arms, fingers, and legs. Just the two holes of you are enough, to make me money. Go back to work and stop starring at me, you white whore!'
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I wasn't sure what I was doing there if I was quite honest. I was naked under the sheets while Trevor hovered around the bed in expectation. We were in a large hotel room in the middle of a sunny day, light streaming through the plate glass windows. Maybe a half an hour away from our house. I don't remember fully how I managed to agree to this or what the exact rationale for it was.
Trevor and I had been going through a long extended bad patch. We hadn't had sex in over six months and in truth the rot had set in a long time before that. It had petered to a halt over a longer period. I couldn't remember the last time Trevor and I had mutually enjoyable sex such that I would want to repeat the experience in a timely manner. In the parlance we had a "Dead Bedroom" and perhaps Trevor, the frequent masturbator, considered himself the HLM, the "High Libido" partner which left me the LLF, the "Low Libido" partner.
I didn't want to walk away from the relationship which still offered so much for both of us but it was true I never really felt in the mood for sex with him and I was aware how much strain that was causing the relationship. I did want to work with him but every time he gave me the impression that he had some sort of "right" to sex with me that I was "unfairly" denying him it just made my pussy shrivel up. Something about that neediness and entitlement that was never far from the surface just turned me right off.
The irony was, even though this was a slightly unusual, definitely unnerving situation filled with trepidation, I wasn't actually turned off. Some part of me was aroused even for the first time in Trevor's presence for quite a while. Probably because I wasn't about to have sex with Trevor.
There was a knock on the door. He was here. My heart started pounding. How did it come to the stage that this was the solution, this was the Hail Mary pass we were going to use to try and rebuild our relationship, our physical connection. I guess going to therapy was one step on the way and probably the therapist seeing us separately as well allowed both of us to get certain things off our chest that neither of us felt comfortable saying directly to the other.
For my part, I couldn't find the words to explain to Trevor, whom I loved, that for the longest time, my fondest sexual memories had been with sexual partners for whom I felt no greater bond than the physical act. One of my exes was a genuine waste of space. We had nothing to say to each other, nothing in common and pretty much didn't like spending time together. But the sex was fantastic.
I've been lucky to have enjoyed a handful of absolutely amazing one night stands with men who were and remain strangers to me. Men whose names I literally have forgotten. Trevor was someone I really loved spending time with. We had common interests, we had so many great memories, we always got on with each other, so long as the subject wasn't our sex life.
The sex life really was the one massive deficit in our relationship and had potential to poison all the good stuff that we had together. The bald fact was that after our honeymoon period had passed, after the New Relationship Energy had faded, Trevor did not satisfy me sexually. It wasn't quite fair to say it in such stark terms as it takes two to tango and I played my part consciously and subconsciously but we did not enjoy mutually pleasurable sexual experiences together.
Whether it was premature ejaculation, erectile dysfunction, whether it was bad timing, not reading the room, or whether there was a sense some times that Trevor wasn't quite there with me but maybe replaying some scenario in his head, it just didn't work the way it should. For my part, my therapist made me realise that this was not just Trevor's issue, that in the event that Trevor and I couldn't make it work, it was likely I would be doomed to repeat this experience with a new partner because I probably preferred sex with someone I didn't love. This was hard to hear but it did ring a bell and it was somewhat of a wakeup call for me. I had always put our problems down to Trevor but it sunk in that there was something deeper going on.
For Trevor's part, I wasn't quite so far off the mark about him replaying scenarios. I knew he liked porn and masturbation. I wasn't so familiar with his extensive fantasies and the extent to which he would cope with the denial in our sex life by eroticising it. Just as Trevor was about to learn via the therapist, that I was more turned on by sex with strangers than with someone I loved, I was to learn that Trevor was drawn to fantasy scenarios where a dutiful wife would cheat on her husband, particularly if there was a racial aspect to it.
I guess the therapist made Trevor realise that underneath all this, with his voyeuristic take on this, was a desire to play the part of the husband in such a scenario. I can only imagine he had a similar reaction to me when the therapist made clear to me something I should have understood myself but had not fully acknowledged. And so, armed with these confessions and consent to reveal the outcome of these confessions Trevor and I had some headway in understanding our impasse and between our therapist, Trevor and I, somehow the suggestion was mooted that perhaps it might be fruitful for us to arrange an encounter that might satisfy both of our impulses and offer a way forward.
I don't remember whose idea it was in the first place. I was certainly involved in the discussion but if anyone brought anything up, it was surely at the prompting of our therapist. Nonetheless once the die was cast, it was Trevor who took on the responsibility of arranging this encounter. I was still not quite comfortable acknowledging all of this and Trevor and I had only the briefest discussions absent the therapist. It was easier for me not to go into detail.
Trevor answered the door to a rather handsome Black man. He had smiling eyes and seemed to have the sort of personality that drew people to him. he shook Trevor's hand and approached the bed to kiss my hand. He was courteous and diligent of Trevor's feelings, addressing him first without making me feel like I was some spare part.
"So, we are ready?"
"I guess."
"How would you like me to start?"
"Perhaps, you could join Lisa on the bed Marcus, and, Oh I don't know. Maybe pretend I'm not here is the best?"
"No problem at all, is that ok with you Lisa?"
"Sure Marcus."
Trevor sat down on an armchair that offered a decent view of the bed and I waited with bated breath as Marcus first lifted off his t-shirt to reveal an impressively sculpted set of abs, he slipped off his shoes, joggers and then his boxers and this absolutely massive cock sprung out. I actually smiled when I saw it, though I wasn't sure quite how I would manage to take it.
He slid into bed beside me and his body was cool from the air-con. I liked it though. He was strong, muscled and his body felt good alongside mine. He grazed his hand on my abdomen, up to my breasts as he kissed my neck, then my lips. As we kissed, I got extremely turned on. It had been a long time since I was as ready to go as this. His hand roved down between my legs and he seemed happy with what he found. He whispered in my ear.
"I love your pussy, love to discover no hair down there. It feels so soft, smooth and wet."
Just hearing his voice made me even wetter, I had taken the liberty of getting a really thorough waxing the day before and was delighted that my instincts had been justified. I don't think Trevor had noticed yet. He would probably see soon enough. Marcus climbed over me and put a condom on, then rubbed his cock against my pussy lips. I was so ready for him and he could tell.
He was inside me, ever so slowly but it felt incredible. I moaned in pleasure as he inched into me. Whenever Trevor and I made love, the foreplay was interminable and, if I'm honest, boring and counterproductive. Marcus was pretty much fucking me straight away which is the way it should be. Something stirred as Marcus began to slowly fuck me. Trevor stood by the bed.
"Maybe we should, I don't know, take a break, take it slow."
"Should I stop, should I pull out?"
I held Marcus close to me
"Don't fucking pull out, ok?"
"Sure thing."
Over Marcus's shoulder, I looked directly at my husband.
"Trevor, this was your thing, it's happening now. It's ok. Just sit back down, jerk off and enjoy it, ok?"
"But"
"But nothing, come on, let's do this, ok?"
"Ok"
Trevor was a little sheepish but he did as I asked and I think once his cock was out maybe it made it better for him. I completely tuned him out though. Marcus was in me and it felt amazing but I just wanted something else. I reached down and held his thick cock which had not been all the way inside me yet. I pulled it out and he had a slightly puzzled look on his face.
"It's ok, just a minute"
I rolled the condom off his cock and threw it away to Trevor's mild alarm and then guided Marcus's cock as he slid right back into me. I just moaned.
"Oh yeah, Marcus, that feels so good"
And it did. Finally, a real cock inside me. Flesh touching mine. It was heavenly. He worked his way up and up and I tilted my pelvis, willing him into me. I couldn't believe how much I could take, he touched places no man had reached before. He plunged all the way inside me and I gripped him with my pussy, I was kissing his lower abdomen with my clit. He held me firm, tight, I couldn't escape and just fucked me with abandon. The bed was squeaking, the headboard banging but this was it, this was what I've longed for all those years.
Finally someone was actually fucking me. He lifted me up and flipped me round like a rag doll. He looped my hair in his fist and pounded me from behind like a bitch in heat. He made me quiver in pleasure and knocked an orgasm out of me almost as soon as we started fucking doggie style. I don't remember how long it had been since I had an orgasm from being fucked. The best sort there is.
My cheeks were flushed and I was panting as I came down from my orgasm and he just relentlessly fucked me regardless. I looked up and realised I was facing Trevor, his face agog, precum dripping from his cock. I smiled at him and motioned my head as if to say, go ahead, finish yourself off.
Marcus kept fucking me and I locked eye contact with Trevor as he brought himself off. I was happy for him to jerk off, to associate his orgasm and pleasure with watching me being fucked. I didn't want him coming to bed for sloppy seconds. I don't know why not but it became very clear to me in that instant. Marcus was fucking with more intent and I turned my head back to him.
"Can you come in my mouth?"
Trevor was shocked, no doubt, but I just had an instinct, and in that moment I wanted to taste Marcus's cum. He flipped me around again so that I kneeled in front of him. His body was worthy of worship but especially his glistening cock, slick with my juices. I took him deep down my throat and it was enough, he pulsed and pulsed, shooting rope after rope of thick semen down my throat.
I swallowed it all greedily and savoured the sexy, salty taste. I didn't take his cock out until I had cleaned him dry of that load. We collapsed on the bed side by side and cuddled, all sweaty and post-coitally buzzing. Trevor seemed a little shell shocked but he also exuded a pleasant post-orgasmic haze. I just idly played with Marcus's cock as we took a moment to recharge.
"Wow!"
"Right?"
"Lisa, that was wonderful. I hope that we will do this again and often."
Trevor was about to interject but I cut him off
"I would like that very much Marcus."
Marcus got dressed and left and Trevor and I looked at each other for a moment.
"Ok?"
"Definitely. You ok?
"Definitely"
And that was enough conversation for me at that moment. I had a clearer idea of what I wanted and where I thought things could go. I showered, dressed and we drove home and had a lovely evening. I was pleased that we were able to cuddle in bed without Trevor trying anything. I had enjoyed a truly lovely sexual encounter with Marcus and didn't want to return to the bad sex I had had with Trevor. the fact that he seemed content gave me hope.
Perhaps jerking off while watching me was sufficient for him. I certainly hoped so. I had had a taste of real sex and I wanted more and more. I knew then that I didn't want to have sex with Trevor again and I felt good about the prospect of him going along with that.
Marcus texted me the next day and we began an occasional intermittent and flirtatious conversation over the following days. He told me how much he liked fucking me and I texted him pictures of my pussy. He made me go commando at work and send him proof. He invited me to call to his place on the way home from work and without hesitation I agreed. I texted Trevor, told him I was going to be late home as I was dropping by Marcus's place on the way. I think I fell in love with Trevor all over again when he simply answered with a thumbs up emoji, "have fun" and a kiss emoji.
Marcus undressed me the minute I came through the door and by the next minute I was on my knees sucking his massive cock. He fucked me in his kitchen, fed me first his load, then cooked up some pasta for me, insisting I stay nude even though he got dressed, fed me the pasta and one glass of wine and then we netflix-and-chilled and he fucked me again while some European crime drama played in the background. I took his second load as dessert and had him text a photo of his cum in my mouth to Trevor to let him know I was on my way home shortly. I arrived home to Trevor who had huge smile on his face, we kissed, shared a glass of wine and chatted about our day.
Marcus wasn't the jealous type and with my consent, shared my details and nudes with a couple of friends. Pretty soon I had a stable of four guys I could call on for booty calls. I set up a little whatsapp group for them to arrange any encounters. Everything changed for me. Trevor and I were getting on better and better. We weren't yet comfortable enough for deep conversations but through our therapist, I learned that he considered himself to be living the dream, that the idea of his wife having regular sex with her Black lovers was like something out of his wildest fantasies.
I wasn't yet ready to say it directly to him but was happy to let our therapist know that it was hugely important to me that Trevor and I didn't have sex. I realised that I only wanted sex with other guys. I realised that it was also a turn on to me that they were all black. It turned out that this sentiment was something Trevor shared. He was turned on by the denial and was eroticising being "pussy free".
Over the next few months life was amazing. I had gone from having no sex for six months, but in reality very little sex over the previous years, to having fantastic, fulfilling satisfying sessions several times a week. It seems that I was not the "LLF", "Low Libido" partner at all. My actual libido was sky high, for my lovers anyway. I was only low libido for my husband.
And Trevor and I were getting closer to being comfortable communicating directly about all of this to the stage that I worked out the date of the last time we had had sex and to mark the one year anniversary I baked a cake for him and emblazoned on it the words "Pussy Free" with a candle to mark one year. He was genuinely moved and I kissed him and said
"And here's to many more years to come!"
"Let's drink to that."
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Part 8 (The Finale): BBC Sunday with the Girls
Dan had a rough first night in his chastity device. He was so horny his cock tried getting hard all night and it was extremely painful. Miraculously, he did get some sleep and slept in until 10am. Tracy came into his room without knocking. She told him he had an hour to eat breakfast, clean up, and join her in her closet.
An hour later Dan was there and ready. Tracy told Dan to strip naked, at 12:30 Amber would be coming over and Jeffrey was on his way back from New York and would probably arrive at 1:00. Dan was a little disappointed at the thought of people coming over. He thought he would have Tracy all to himself today. Tracy then proceeded to tell Dan that everyone was going to meet Danielle today. Dan's nerves were signalling hard and he became so scared. Tracy noticed and reassured him that he looked so good as a woman, he would blend right in.
Dan asked, "Won't Jeffrey be able to tell? He has met me as Dan."
Tracy responded, "We'll have him so distracted he won't even think about Dan." Dan wasn't sure what Tracy even meant. Tracy continued, "regardless, you don't really have a choice remember," as she jingled the key that was around her neck.
Pink was the theme today for Dan. Tracy had it all. Everything she gave him to wear was completely pink. She handed Dan a waist cinching corset with a built in bra with an A-cup that would fit Dan tightly and perfectly.
"Did she buy it this morning?" Dan wondered.
She slid a pink thong with white polka dots up over his caged cock. The thong was sheer, allowing a see through view of Dan's tiny cage nestled in the panties. She had him put on arm length pink gloves and had him roll fully fashioned pink nylons up his legs. She helped him fasten the 4 garter straps connected to the corset to the stockings. Tracy noticed that the pink sheer nylon did very little to hide Dan's "BBC Slut" anklet.
She gave him some pink heels that were 5 inches high and had ankle straps. She gave him a tight light pink dress that had spaghetti straps around the shoulders. The dress was tight fitting and had a mini skirt. There was no chance in hell of hiding the stocking tops and garters. Not only that, the garters had big black bows where they connected to the stocking tops. The black bows really contrasted the pink outfit and really stood out. At least Dan's caged cock was hidden behind the skirt, he would have to be very careful to make sure it didn't get seen. Luckily the pink thong held it in place.
Tracy did Dan's makeup turning him into Danielle, she even added pink lipstick. She gave him some jewelry and gave him a tight black choker necklace that had a black Queen of Spades charm on it. She topped it all off with the brunette wig. Dan looked into the mirror to get a look at Danielle. The image staring back at him was all he needed to enter the persona of Danielle. Danielle was looking like a true BBC sissy slut!
(Dan will be referred to as Danielle now)
Tracy decided to wear mostly black with little pink accents for her own personal outfit. She had a black bustier that had pink bows on the black garters in contrast to black bows on the pink garters Danielle was wearing. She wore a black sheer panty that allowed a visual of her landing strip. She put on stockings that were black in the leg, but the reinforced heel and toe and the welt were pink. She wore black 6 inch mule heels with pink fur over the toes. She wore a black leather mini skirt that allowed a visual of her pink stocking tops and a pink sheer see through blouse on top that exposed her bustier underneath. She too wore a tight black choker with the same queen of spades symbol. Her makeup and jewelry was perfect as usual. Tracy and Danielle looked stunning.
Ding Dong
The doorbell rang, it was 12:30, Amber was at the door. Tracy told Danielle to answer the door and let Amber inside. Danielle answered the door, Amber screamed that high pitched, "hiiiii," that girls do when they see each other, and then went in for kisses on both cheeks like the french.
"You look so good Danielle, wow!" Amber complemented.
Danielle responded in her female voice, "Well thank you. Tracy has great style and helped me out, you look so good too!"
Apparently Amber had got some sort of memo from Tracy and had come wearing a similar theme of outfit. Danielle, at this time, couldn't see what Danielle was wearing underneath, but Amber had on a pink silky blouse. It revealed her ample cleavage, revealing a pink lace bra. It was tucked into a black mini skirt. Her garter straps were sticking out the bottom and were pink and had pink bows. She had vintage dotted black nylon stockings on, and black stilettos. Her makeup was gorgeous and her jewelry was too. She also had the same choker queen of spades necklace as Tracy and Danielle.
After a few minutes of Tracy and Amber catching up, Amber asked Tracy when Jeffrey was coming over. Tracy replied that she just got a text from Jeffrey saying that he just picked up Mike and would be there in 15 minutes. The mention of another man's name caught Danielle's attention.
Danielle asked the girls, "Who is Mike!?"
Amber spoke, "Oh Tracy, you bad girl, you wanted to surprise Danielle didn't you!?"
Tracy gave her a sexy smile.
Amber told Danielle, "Mike is my plaything."
Tracy corrected her, "Oh please girl, we all know you are his plaything."
Amber replied, "Oh you are so right, you are Jeffrey's and I am Mike's, but that doesn't mean we can't share Danielle with the boys!"
Danielle was very nervous to meet another person and especially nervous to be "shared" with the boys. Danielle wondered if she would be sucking some big black cock today but for real this time. Her cock twitched at the thought of it.
Danielle was sure Mike would be the guy from Amber's instagram photos. If Danielle was right, then he would be a big black man just like Jeffrey. Danielle saw through a front window, a big Range Rover pulled into the driveway. The driver was Jeffrey, and Danielle got a glimpse of Mike. Yep, Danielle was right. Mike was exactly who Danielle thought he would be. Danielle's little clit was pulsating in its cage. She didn't know what she felt, nervous and aroused at the exact same time.
The men didn't even bother ringing the doorbell. They came right in and Tracy and Amber ran up to their men and gave them a hug and a kiss. Mike grabbed Amber's big ass and squeezed. She made a face of approval. Then the girls swapped men and gave the same exact greeting to them as well. Danielle stood just a couple feet away watching the whole thing, until Mike said, "Who's little miss sexy new bitch?" Jeffrey perked up with a similar interest.
Tracy signaled with her eyes to Danielle to introduce herself. Danielle somehow conjured up the strength to say "Hi, I'm Danielle."
The men were pleased as they came over and each took their turn to hug Danielle and squeeze/smack her ass. Jeffrey said, "love me some new pussy." Danielle was shocked that Jeffrey didn't recognize the truth. Maybe Tracy was right, Jeffrey was too distracted to care.
Mike said, "Let's get this party started."
They all went to the living room where Tracy had put out some liquor and chasers. Danielle knew exactly what the men were here for. Danielle prepared for the event of her life. Jeffrey put some hip hop on the speakers and it changed the mood. It wasn't too loud to make sure everyone could hear each other talk. Everyone was drinking fast, the men started to unbutton their shirts while drinking one button at a time. It seemed like every 5 minutes and another drink another button was undone.
Tracy and Amber were doing most of the attention giving. Occasionally Mike or Jeffrey would ask Daniele to take a drink with them. They would make small talk telling her how fucking sexy her outfit was and asked her if she had even hung out with brothers before. They were pleased to find out that Danielle had not. They mentioned that Tracy had introduced them to Amber just two years ago and it was her first time. They told Danielle that Amber wasn't the only girl that Tracy had converted to black cock only. Apparently she had done it with all of her friends.
Mike added, "All these white bitches ain't ever gonna be fucking white dudes again!"
"That's right, you know the saying don't ya Danielle?" Jeffrey inquired.
Tracy and Amber spoke together in unison, "Once you go black, you never go back!"
Amber asked Tracy, "How many of your friends have you converted to black cock only?"
Tracy thought for a second, "Has to be over 20 girls now that I think of it! Honestly it's an easy sell, every white girl I know has fantasized about it. I see it more and more everyday. Beautiful women are finally recognizing what they deserve and are finally getting it! No more mediocre white dick!"
The boys laughed.
Danielle stood bright eyed.
Amber agreed and held up her glass, "To big black cock satisfying beautiful women everywhere!"
Everyone held up their glasses and cheered.
After about an hour everyone was feeling tipsy and ready, Jeffrey suggested moving the party to the bedroom. The two men's shirts were completely unbuttoned by now. In the bedroom there is a couch with plenty of space in front of it before getting to the bed. The men each took a spot on the couch and Jeffrey asked Tracy to sit on his lap, and Amber sat on Mikes.
"Okay new girl, let's see you strip!" Mike yelled out.
The music was still coming from the living room, it was not very loud from here but it was enough to keep the mood going. Danielle had practiced dancing and feminine walking multiple times while prancing around like a girl at home. Now was her chance to show it off. The drinking gave her a little confidence and helped her to dig into her girly persona as Danielle. She walked back and forth across the room, one leg directly in front of the other, shaking her ass. Her eyes made contact with everyone one after another.
The men were loving it, and the girls were cheering Danielle on. Danielle had just enough liquor to even do the dance she just gave. She was a little surprised she was able to pull it off so well. Tracy popped up to help Danielle get out of her pink dress. Danielle faced her ass side towards the men. Tracy helped to unzip the back of Danielle's dress. Amber got up to help. The men cheered and whistled as the zipper reached Danielle's thong. The zipper continued its way down and the women helped pull the dress until it fell down to Danielle's ankles. Danielle had a bubble butt, and now it was in full show for the men. They cheered.
Then Amber saw it! Danielle had completely forgotten about her cock cage as she was all caught up in putting on a show for the men. "Is that what I think it is in your panties!? A clitty cage!?" Amber yelled with excitement for the men to hear what she said, "Oh my gosh a real life sissy, this is amazing!"
The Men were curious as to what was going on so Tracy spun Danielle around and yelled, "Surprise! My ex-husband Danielle!" The black men looked at eachother, and started laughing their asses off.
"Tracy you have really outdone yourself this time," Jeffrey said, "and to think just two days ago I poured this bitch two glasses of blue label."
Mike continued laughing and then interjected, "So Tracy, did you teach her how to suck a mean black dick?" Tracy looked at Mike and gave him a wink, Jeffrey saw the response.
"Get over here," the men demanded of Danielle. They touched Danielle all over, the girls sat on the edge of the bed and watched. The men grabbed Danielle's ass cheeks and ran their hands up and down Danielle's pink nylons. "These are some sexy stockings you got there Danielle," Jeffrey said.
Danielle couldn't speak, she was shocked by becoming a piece of sissy meat. They laughed with the girls talking about Danielle's tiny little clitty in it's cage. Tracy told everyone the story of how she had found Dan on Saturday morning dressed in his own stockings, covered in cum, from listening to Jeffrey fuck Tracy on Friday night and how she caught him later dressing up in Tracy's own lingerie and sucking a BBC dildo. She explained how she then decided to turn Dan into Danielle. Everyone absolutely loved the story. Tracy was so enthusiastic the way she told it as well.
"I think she's ready to suck some real big black cock for the first time. Danielle needs to get those cocks nice and hard for Amber and Me," Tracy said for the men and Danielle to hear.
Danielle's clit twitched with excitement and nervousness.
Amber came back from a quick exit to Tracy's closet, and brought back something and gave it to Jeffrey. It was a chain leash. Jeffrey attached it to the metal loop on Danielle's choker necklace. The same loop the queen of spades charm hung down from.
"This will come in handy, I'm sure," Jeffrey commented as everyone agreed.
The men stood up from the couch and pushed Danielle down to her knees. They were both rubbing their cocks on the outside of their pants. Each of them went to unbuckle their belts and unbutton the top of their pants. "The zippers are for you Danielle," Mike said.
Danielle looked up at the men gazing at her with lust. Danielle looked back at Tracy and Amber, and they both gave her a sign of encouragement, "get them big black cocks out!" Amber said.
Danielle had Mike on her left, and Jeffrey on her right. Simultaneously she took a zipper in each hand and unzipped them both. Jeffrey told her to start with Mike. Danielle took both hands to pull down Mike's pants, pulling his briefs along with it. Danielle's cock was squirming in it's cage, begging for the same freedom these men have. The base of Mike's hard cock revealed itself slowly. It was very thick. Danielle kept slowly pulling the pants down revealing 3, 4, 5 inches so far. Danielle's eyes were growing as her present was being unwrapped. Tracy called out, "Get it girl! Set that big black cock free like it deserves!" It was like she was trying to contrast black cock freedom with Danielle's locked up clitty.
6,7,8 inches revealed themselves. Was there seriously more? Danielle had never seen such beauty. 9 inches. BOING!!!
It stood straight up smacking Danielle in the face. Danielle was shocked by it's spring-like response. Danielle felt a rush as she took in it's beautiful shape. It was perfectly straight and circumcised. Its length and girth were astonishing. It was a thing of true beauty.
"Suck it!" Amber demanded.
Mike put his hand on the back of Danielle's head and brought her closer. Danielle opened her mouth and got her first taste of big black cock. It was with that first taste, and instantaneously Danielle was cock drunk. Liquor drunk combined with cock drunk was a great feeling for Danielle as she started to suck up and down Mike's shaft. Danielle closed her eyes as she was in a bbc sissy hypnosis while sucking the beautiful black cock. It tasted so good.
Then she felt something press on her cheek. She opened her eyes and saw Jeffrey's huge cock right in front of her face. No instruction needed, she popped out one dick, and popped in the other. Jeffrey tasted just as good. Jeffrey's cock was the same thickness as Mike's. Danielle backed off just so she could see it. He appeared to be just a little longer than 10 inches, his cock was circumcised as well but had a very slight curl upwards at the tip. The underside of the mushroom head was very pronounced and Danielle wondered if this was Jeffery's extra special treat for women.
Danielle switched back and forth from cock to cock she got more and more cock drunk. She was in big black cock heaven.
The girls told Danielle to turn around so they could see her face while she sucked the cocks. Danielle obeyed. Then the girls told Danielle to suck with her eyes open and watch them strip. They both removed their blouses revealing Tracy's tits in her black bustier, and Ambers even larger tits in her pink lace bra. Then they both folded the pads under the breasts to provide a platform for the huge breasts to rest on. The titties were a beautiful sight. Amber's nipples were pierced. The guys wanted to touch so the girls came closer. Danielle was left on her knees under all of them still sucking the black cocks and looking up seeing the large black hands squeezing the two pairs of large white titties. Danielle took the opportunity to take in the sight of two black cocks and 2 pairs of long legs in beautiful nylon stockings. Tracy's black garters with pink bows, black stockings with pink accents were beautiful. Amber's pink garters with pink bows connected to vintage dot stockings were just as nice. What a place to be Danielle thought.
After the men were done with the boobs they wanted to see ass. The girls stepped back and faced their asses towards the Men and Danielle. Danielle's pink gloves were getting all wet so she took them off to use her bare hands on the cocks. The girls dropped their skirts to the floor revealing their thong panties. Tracy's were black and sheer, Amber's were pink and sheer. They both had put them on over their garters for easy removal. They continued their little show by pulling their panties down to their ankles. The men cheered, as the ladies turned around and got down on their knees to join Danielle. The Men sat down on the couch and let the 3 girls get to work.
Tracy took Danielle's leash and used it to make sure Danielle was sharing Jeffrey's cock with her. They stared each other in the eyes as they both basked in their BBC drunkenness.
"Remember listening to me suck and fuck this cock the other night?" Tracy asked Danielle as Danielle nodded. "Now look at you, ya little sissy cuck," Tracy was talking dirty. "You're just as drunk off a big black cock as I have been for the past 4 years. God, I hated your useless clit, see this cock?! This is what I needed!" Tracy added. "I always needed a Big Black Cock." Danielle understood her need for a big black cock. Danielle now had acquired that same need.
Tracy took the cock from Danielle and told Danielle to go stand against the wall and watch. Danielle upsettingly did as she was told. Danielle watched Amber and Tracy worship those big black cocks.
Tracy asked Amber, "How could any woman fuck white boys after going black?"
Amber replied, "I haven't ever since my first black cock, and I never will!"
Danielle watched as the two beautiful women, goddesses unparalleled, women that should be praised on the highest pedestal were down on their knees, wearing sexy lingerie and nylon stockings, worshipping big black cock. Danielle realized the significance and understood the pecking order of the room. Danielle always considered Tracy to be of the highest position, but not here, here black cock is king.
The two girls decided to swap cocks and continued honoring the black cocks for another 20 minutes as Danielle watched. Danielle's cock was aching to break it's cage.
The men indicated they were ready for pussy. Tracy told Danielle, "Get over here and help guide this black cock in my little white pussy."
Danielle, excited to get back into some action, ran right over taking little sissy steps in her high heels. She grabbed Mike's shaft and placed it right at the entrance of Tracy's pussy. Tracy slid down taking all 9 inches into her hole. Tracy tugged on Danielle's leash, putting her face in a position to see the action up close. Amber was still worshiping Jeffrey's cock. Tracy let go of the leash and commanded Danielle to help guide Jeffrey's cock into Amber. Danielle did as he had done for Tracy.
Tracy commanded Danielle to suck Jeffrey's big ball sack. It was all covered in a combination of all 3 of their salivas. Danielle popped a ball in her mouth. It was such a strange feeling, but quickly Danielle learned to enjoy it. Amber was bouncing up and down on the big cock, her ass smacking Danielle's face on the way down. Jeffrey gave Danielle a little push and told Danielle to just sit on her knees and watch.



On her knees in front of the couch she watched as the goddesses jumped up and down on their big black cocks right next to each other. Danielle imagined what those cocks must be feeling right now. Danielle can't even feel her own cock. She looked down at her clit cage and wished she could be free.
Tracy's moans got louder and louder. Danielle knew these sounds, Tracy was nearing orgasm. Tracy moaned, "oh my godddddddd I'm cummiingggggggg on your BBC!!!"
The screaming must have sent Amber over the edge because she began to scream as well, "ohhhhhh I'm cumming for your black cock!!!!"
The girls looked at eachother and instinctively knew it was time to swap cocks. Amber went to Mike and Tracy went to Jeffrey. Danielle knew he needed to help each of them get into position. The next position was reverse cowgirl. The girls wanted to give Danielle a show. Danielle guided each of the cocks into their respective pussys and then went back to her position on her knees. From this position Danielle could see how those big black cocks were stretching out the pussy lips. It was an amazing sight to see. Tracy ripped off the chain around her neck that had Danielle's chasity key in it and threw it at Danielle saying, "now you get to enjoy, but you better not fucking cum." The girls continued fucking and moaning.
Danielle became so excited to unlock her sissy dick. She unlocked the lock and took the device off of her dick and balls. Everyone was looking while they fucked to see. Danielle's sissy dick was standing at full attention.
Amber said, "Awwwhhhhh look at that little thing."
Everyone laughed and got right back to fucking.
Tracy pointed to a pink scrunchie on the nightstand with a pink bow on it and told Danielle to get it, telling her to put it around her cock and balls.
Danielle did so and put it on and Tracy said, "That's the cutest little clitty in the world!" Danielle had to admit it really did complete the look with the pink bow above the tiny cock sticking out as hard as rock.
Danielle started stroking her little cock and watching the show while back on her knees. It felt so good, she could barely contain herself. It took only 10 seconds to get to the edge that Danielle had to stop stroking it. Danielle waited for the edge to go away and started stroking lightly so as to not approach the edge too close, she did not want to get in trouble for cumming.
The girls were about to cum again. Danielle stroked as he watched their titties bounce up and down. The girls screamed in unison,
"We love fucking big black cock!!!!!"
It was like they had done this before and practiced. Danielle was sure they had done this multiple times. They swapped partners again and this time they faced each other on the couch while the men fucked them from behind. Tracy was on the right getting fucked by Jeffrey, Amber was on the left getting fucked by Mike. Each of their stockinged and heeled feet were in-between their man's legs. Tracy commanded Danielle to take off each of their heels and then kiss the bottom of each of their soles. Danielle went to Tracy first. She removed each heel. It was difficult to get in there because Jeffrey's big body was right above the feet. Danielle loved the look of Tracy stockings. The soles were black and the reinforced heel and toe were pink. It was truly beautiful. Danielle began to kiss each of the soles lightly multiple times. Danielle took in the smell of the nylon stockings mixed with a little bit of Tracy's sweat. It was glorious. Danielle did the same thing for Amber. Her feet were covered in vintage dog stockings, so it was all black, had the reinforced heel and toe, but there were polka dots. Danielle kissed and smelled Amber's soles the same way she had done for Tracy.
Danielle got back on her knees on the ground watching the show and jerking her cock. Amber asked Danielle moaning in-between words, "do you like to watch white girls in stockings get fucked by bbc???" It was a rhetorical question. Everyone knew the answer. The girls started moaning louder. It was time for a third orgasm. Tracy moaned, "fuck me in my stockings!!!" Then Amber joined with a loud moan. They both came for the third time.
The guys were ready to take a break and watch some girl on girl action on the bed. They told the girls to get on the bed and 69. Tracy and Amber looked at each other in excitement. Danielle was excited to see it too. She watched as the girls quickly jumped up onto bed, Tracy laid on bottom and Amber on top. Danielle had never seen or even imagined her ex-wife with another woman. But then Mike made a clearing of the throat sound and Danielle realized what was expected of her. Danielle wouldn't be able to enjoy the stocking clad 69 session of two beautiful women. Danielle would be required to service the black cocks of the men enjoying the show.
Danielle didn't mind at all! She crawled over towards Mike's big cock seductively, licked it from the base to the head. "There ya go sissy," Mile said as he put his hand behind Danielle's head. As soon as Danielle took the top two inches of Mike's big black cock in her mouth. Mike pushed with his hand. Danielle had practiced taking a cock deep with Tracy's dildo the other day and was surprisingly good at it. Danielle was struggling a little with this cock as she could only take 5 inches. Danielle stood up with her legs straight and her body bent over mouth still taking the black cock. This gave her throat a better angle. Then she deep throated the black cock taking all of it down her throat. Jeffrey watched in amazement as Danielle sacrificed her throat to allow it to be fucked by a BBC.
Mike's head was laying back as he moaned towards the edge. Then he pushed Danielle off his cock to prevent cumming. Danielle's throat made a little vacuum-pop sound as the cock exited her throat. "My turn," Jeffrey demanded. Danielle obliged without any hesitation at all. Danielle could hear the girls enjoying themselves as Mike stood up to join them.
Danielle heard the girls and Mike in the background having fun for the next 5 minutes while Danielle was servicing and worshiping Jeffrey's big black cock, until Jeffrey had enough. Danielle was still standing at this point, she turned around to see the bed. The girls laid down on their backs in the bed next to each other, with their heads where the pillows would be. Mike took Tracy and Jeffrey took Amber. Danielle helped guide the black cocks into each of the pussys. Danielle walked around getting different views of the bed, watching the girls moan and scream about their love for black cock and getting fucked by black cock and how they love to wear stockings for black cock. As the men fucked them from in-between their legs the girls pointed their stocking clad feet in the air. Danielle loved the sight of the bare nylon feet without the heels, and the beautiful queen of spades anklets on their ankles. Danielle watched as she stroked her free little dick enjoying every bit of freedom.
The men liked the nylon feet to the left and right of them as they fucked their bitch. They touched and rubbed the legs of the woman they fucked. As Tracy moaned she yelled out to Danielle, "come kiss my feet!" Danielle was surprised it was like she read her mind. She walked to Tracy's side of the bed and worshiped her outside foot. Tracy's moaning got louder, Danielle watched the big black cock pounding Tracy's pussy as she kissed Tracy's foot. "Fuuuuuucccckkkkkkk me in my stockings with you big blaaaaackkkkkk cockkkkkkkkkk!!!!" Tracy came. Amber joined in right after, "I'm a whore for black cock, I'm cumming!!!"
The girls changed positions with their asses facing the edge of the end of the bed. Then men came around standing up to fuck them from behind again. Jeffrey with Tracy and Mike with Amber. "Alright boys one more orgasm for us and then you boys get to cum on the soles of our stockings! But don't you cum Danielle!" Tracy said. The men fucked the woman hard and fast. Loud moaning sounds filled the room as the girl's stockinged feet shook around at the end of the bed. Danielle was there on her knees worshiping the nylon soles of each woman.
The women were getting close to their final orgasm, the men were close behind. Amber yelled out a scream, "Ooooooohhhhhhhhhh mmmyyyyyyy makkkkeee meeee cuuuummmmm!!" Mike moaned right after as he got in a few final pumps, he pulled out his big black cock. Amber made a perfect platform out of her nylon soles for Mike to cum on. Mike came rope after rope after rope onto the nylon soles. It was beautiful to see a black cock cum so much on beautiful nylon feet. Mike brought his semi hard dick over to Danielle for a quick cleaning, she did just that, tasting another man's semen for the first time. Mike walked away.
Then Tracy and Jeffrey would repeat the same thing Amber and Mike just did. Tracy approached her final cum, "Ohhhh my god, black cock makes me cum, make me cuuuummmmm and then cuuummmm on my nylon feet babyyyyyy!!!!!" She came at the end of that sentence. She made a platform for Jeffrey's cum, he popped his cock out of her pussy and came his load rope after rope of cum all over her nylon soles.
Amber had kept her platform in the same shape the whole time as to not lose any of the cum from the bottom of her feet. Jeffrey got a quick cleaning from Danielle and walked away.
The girls put their cummy nylon feet side by side making sure to not lose a drop. There were puddles in the center of the soles. Tracy said "Danielle, eat all of the cum off our beautiful nylon soles, and then I will allow you to cum."
With the prospect of being able to cum, Danielle got right to it. Infact, Danielle loved it, she got right to lapping up the cum of two beautiful black cocks from two pairs of beautiful stockinged feet. It was amazing, Danielle did it while she stroked her little dick. Everyone was so impressed how fast she did it and that she licked every single drop.
"Lay on your back and stroke that clitty," Tracy said.
Danielle laid parallel to the bed and jerked her cock as the ladies rubbed their nylon stockinged feet all in Danielle's face. Danielle was in a euphoric state. Her cock nearing the edge closer and closer. It took maybe 15 seconds to get there, and then she came everywhere. A load shot up in the air 3 feet and landed back down on Danielle. Rope after rope after rope of cum covering Danielle and all of her lingerie and stockings.
There Danielle lay, a sissy cuckold, in her place, covered in her own cum.
CLICK, Tracy locked up Danielle's little clitty.
Tracy then said, "Danielle...I have plans in store for you."
End Part 8 and End Series.
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A cuckold's devotion & sacrifice...by cuckytoher
Chapter One
She was his world. He married her knowing full well she had a penchant for other men, a longing, insatiable appetite for real men, well hung men, and he as her husband, had a choice, he could accept his position and support her, or he could leave. But leaving was never an option to him. He knew how other husbands and other wives looked at him in town, how they whispered behind his back, and snickered when he walked through the grocery story shopping for his BBW wife Freedom and her lover Vince. Even now after five full years of marriage it was humiliating, yet erotic for him to devote his life to her, his cuckoldress.
She reminded him of his mother, big, bold, bleached blonde and brassy. The quintessential Oedipus complex. His mother had been a heavy drinker, very flirtatious and had constantly cheated on his father with his father's boss creating a situation which was impossible for his father to get out of, so he dealt with it. He remembered the embarrassing situations she had put his father in being drunk and openly flirting with his father's boss at company functions and picnics. He also remembered his father's boss stopping by the house frequently and his mother telling him to go outside and play after getting the two of them drinks. It was as if history was repeating itself even the Vince his wife's lover wasn't his boss.
Five years ago, he was a struggling writer living in a one room apartment trying to sell manuscripts to publishing houses and working part time at a liquor store. Freedom had walked into the liquor store one day, she wore a tight spandex leotard with no bra her big boobs prominently bouncing around, nipples erect and a pair of black leggings which outlined her thick thighs and curvaceous ass. He was instantly in love. She batted her beautiful green eyes at him which reminded him of Elizabeth Taylor and motioned for him to come closer. As he leaned in towards her, her perfume was intoxicating, and he was enraptured by her. She whispered, "I have a friend coming over and I really need some alcohol, but I'm embarrassed to say I'm short on funds and I was wondering if you could help me out?" His tiny cock stiffened so it almost made him pass out. He blushed. She wasn't asking for a loan; she was asking him to buy her and her friend liquor. He looked around the store making sure Mr. Rawley the manager wasn't looking and stuttered, "Uh yea sure, I g-g-guess I could help you out." She leaned in and kissed his cheek and said, "I knew I could count on you." And then, she was off, her big, beautiful ass walking up and down the aisles with her shopping cart filling it with expensive liquors, wine, cognac, snacks, and beer. The total was over $300 more than his entire weekly paycheck, but he didn't say a word, he meekly removed his credit card and ran it through as she smiled with those devilish eyes and asked him to help her carry her stuff to the car. In the parking lot, he watched as she leaned into the car, her big tits stretching the spandex of her top and her nipples becoming erect from the arousal. She thanked him and handed him a small piece of paper with her address on it and told him to stop by after work if he'd like to get to know her better, and then she was gone.
That day dragged by, and he couldn't wait for his shift to end. He spruced himself up as good as he could in the back room and then drove to her house. He knocked on the door but there was no answer. He waited and thought he heard sounds coming from inside. He knocked again and heard a muffled, "Come in," from inside. He gingerly turned the handle and pushed the door open. He found himself in a dark living room with a couch, a chair, a coffee table, and a television mounted to the wall. The coffee table was covered with empty beer bottles and a pizza box, but the sight which caught him off guard was what was on the couch. There was Freedom, naked with a large naked black man between her legs fucking her hard. Her legs were up in the air, spread wide, toes curled as he drove his huge black cock in and out of her like a piston. He watched dumbfounded as she ran her lilywhite hands down his coal black back and over his ass cheeks guiding his movements in and out of her with the rhythm of an orchestra conductor. Both of them were soaked in sweat and the only light in the room came from a s small candle. The huge black man quickened his pace and panted, "I'm gonna nut baby girl, get ready Daddy's gonna nut!" Freedom's toes curled even more as she cried, "Oh yes Daddy cum in your baby girl! Cum in me Daddy!"
The man came driving into her in a frenzy. After he spent his load, he lay on top of her their breathing in concert together finally simmered to a normal pattern. He stood there not knowing what to say or do but could feel the growing erection in his pants. They exchanged a deep tongue kiss and finally broke their embrace. Freedom noticed him standing there and said, "Oh hi! I was wondering if you'd stop by. This is Kamal he's a friend of mine, Kamal, this is...I'm sorry I don't believe I know your name." He stood there shuffling his feet together like a kid in the principal's office. "Um, my name's Eddie," he stammered. "Well nice to meet you Edie," Freedom said. "No not Edie, Eddie," he said, not wanting to sound too flustered. She waved her hand at him, "Eddie, Edie, what's the difference?" Not wanting to cause an issue he simply said, "Well Eddie is male, and Edie is female." Kamal and Freedom looked at each other and burst out laughing. "Well, I guess Edie it will be!" Freedom chortled.
He blushed but did not say anything, he merely bowed his head and accepted the non de plume she had bestowed upon him. Kamal got up and went into the bathroom and Freedom stood allowing him to finally see her naked zaftig figure and he was so aroused by her naked beauty, he almost came. She was like something from one of those Rubenesque nude paintings by the masters! He was more than smitten, he was mesmerized but her buxom, vivacious figure. She walked up to him, leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. He went crimson! She whispered in his ear, "Kamal will be gone soon, why don't you begin to tidy up around here and then we can talk once he's gone."
Chapter Two
There is an old saying, if you love something, set it free, if it comes back, it is yours, if it doesn't, it never was yours in the first place. This was a microcosm of their entire relationship. That day after Kamal left, Edie as he would be known from then on out, tidied up the apartment, did laundry, dishes, cleaned bathrooms, went to the grocery store, all while Freedom lay on the couch talking to guys on her phone. Once he was finally finished, he sat alongside Freedom on the couch, and they chatted. She told him of her penchant for men with big cocks while at the same time having a desire for a man who was devoted to her and her other needs. She explained further, men with big cocks, strong, virile, Alpha men were different than beta men, if you could call a beta a man at all. She told him of wanting to live a life she described as a female-led relationship. As she explained it to him, a female-led relationship involved a woman being the primary focus of the relationship with her husband as the subservient partner. It involved cuckolding, meaning the woman was free to fuck other men as she saw fit. There were of course variations on the theme of female-led relationships, but that in a nutshell was what it was all about.
Edie sat totally taken in by her and her explanation of what she had been looking for all these years. He couldn't help but draw the comparison between her and his mother. She told him she was sure from their interactions and his demeanor that she would be able to tell a few things about him. He chuckled and told her to go ahead, ready to prove her wrong since they didn't know each other.
"Well let's see, your mother was a dominant figure in your life. Your father was very much like you, not good in the cock department but able to provide a living for her and serve. You inherited his small endowment in the cock department and have had very few sexual encounters with women in your life up to this point. You find yourself as a submissive but are embarrassed about that because society tells you that you should be a dominate, alpha male which of course you can't be. You like serving females and males even if it means just opening a door for them to show your subservience or paying for their liquor as you did for me, but it's hard to find people and you find yourself in a sort of Catch-22 situation where it's hard to find someone to serve because you're so submissive and beta and you desperately need to serve someone. The mere fact you came here today and walked in and saw what you saw and not only stayed, but agreed to do what I asked is more than confirmation that you are a beta destined to be in a female-led relationship and if it is not with me, trust me, it will be with some other woman who will most likely not understand the full pleasure each partner can experience in a female-led relationship."
She leaned back and sipped her drink and batted her big, beautiful, green Elizabeth Taylor like eyes at him and he melted. In all his life, no one had ever pegged him as perfectly as she had just pegged him. She had summed up his personality, his desires, his relationship with his mother, all in one short talk. Tears welled in his eyes as he was so overcome with emotion of what she had revealed, he took her hand, gently kissed it, and said, "Yes, Yes, that is exactly who I am and what I want!"
Their courtship was short and sweet. Their marriage took place in front of a justice of the peace in a tiny room at town hall. Freedom allowed him to move in with her and out of his crummy one room apartment. There wasn't much room for his stuff, and she said it would be best if from here on out she made all the decisions about what he would be allowed to keep. She also told him that although she enjoyed fucking other men, it was going to be harder to find men who accepted the fact that she now had a partner in this lifestyle. She suggested and he acquiesced that it might be easier if the two of them shopped for a man together, someone who would become her regular lover and not just one in a long string of one-night stands. Their search, which mainly fell on his shoulders was a long and arduous one with Freedom dismissing many of the candidates for this flaw or that. But he knew and had come to accept that she knew what was best for the two of them and so he plodded on through personal ad after personal ad screening out prospective lovers. Until one day they found Vince.
Vince responded to their ad with a lengthy reply which most of the applicants did not, and with no picture which all the applicants did. He wrote back that he was a lawyer who specialized in selective clients and their businesses. Discretion, he assured them, was his stock and trade. He had always been fascinated by the dynamic of interracial couples and loved BBW's and was very intrigued and interested in the female-led relationship aspect. He further went on to say he had no issues with male-to-male contact if that was part of Freedom's plan (Edie was excited by that sentence) and that as she could probably tell by his reply, he was the quintessential dominant, Alpha male, and on top of that he was black. He suggested they meet at a restaurant inside a big mall about an hour away. Freedom was giddy with the prospect. She felt she had finally "found her man" and wanted everything to be perfect.
Freedom had begun to train Edie in the ways of a beta husband since day one. They slept together and had sex, but never intercourse. Freedom said that her pussy was reserved for "real men" and she schooled him in the ways cunnilingus on her pussy and ass nightly. She trained him to devote hours to worshiping her entire rotund figure spending hours kissing her armpits, feet, thighs, tummy, and every inch of her ass cheeks. Edie was allowed a 'release' once a week and usually involved his gorgeous, Rubenesque wife teasing him nightly and then bringing him repeatedly to the edge of orgasm only to deny him. He would never know which night she was going to allow him to cum until she gave him the command. She said it kept him submissive and subservient and where she wanted him, in his subspace. He reveled in the attention she lavished on him when she did. She required him to shave all his body hair including what little he had on his head. She would inspect him and make him twirl around so she could see his handiwork when he exited the shower. He felt embarrassed and humiliated but turned on at the same time. It felt a bit ridiculous to be a 61-year-old man, standing naked and totally shaved in front of his 37-year-old BBW wife while she inspected his white, chubby body inspecting it for any place he missed with the razor and yet the whole scene aroused him immensely.
On the day they were to meet Vince, Freedom took hours getting ready. The day before Edie had paid for her to go to the spa and get a manicure, pedicure, her hair done, and she looked ravishing. She picked out both of their outfits for the meeting. She wore a low-cut, white almost sheer top with no bra and a white wraparound skirt that showed her thick thighs with no underwear. For Edie she picked out a pair of leggings she had specially ordered for him. They were black with the words cuck emblazoned on one calf in a pink lipstick design and sissy on the other. She had also ordered a specially made t-shirt which was black with beta boi (in all lower case of course) with the Queen of Spades symbol prominently displayed inside the letter O. On his feet, she had ordered for him a pair of elastic ballerina flats in a taupe color. To top it off, on his head she donned a black baseball cap with cuckold horns across the front. He was emasculated, humiliated, and aroused before they even stepped out of the house.
Chapter Three
Edie and Freedom arrived at the restaurant early and were seated at a booth in the back with a view of the entrance. They saw several men walk in which they thought could be Vince and exchanged glances like two schoolgirls waiting for the quarterback to enter. Suddenly, a man appeared at their table slid into the booth next to Freedom. They were both taken aback by his sudden appearance and didn't realize until late that he had arrived before they did and had been sitting at the bar watching them. He smiled and kissed Freedom on the cheek causing her to blush. A waitress appeared and took their drink orders and then the stranger spoke.
"I'm glad to meet you both. I must confess, I do not enter things such as this lightly and wish to clear the air before we proceed much further down a road from which there is no coming back. Stereotypes are most often discriminatory and once one embraces a stereotype it does a disservice to all involved. Therefore, I thought I would clear the air of the atypical stereotypes involved not only in the lifestyle but in the racial times in which we live. First off, I'm a black male as you can see. Beyond that, I am not the stereotyped black male you so often see portrayed online on in the media. I am Ivy league educated, well bred, a lawyer, a professional and most of all a gentleman. I've seen and read all the cuckolding stories and videos online and I'm not some big, black thug, quite the contrary. And I sense you Edie are not some wet noodle, sissified husband, but a man who has definite desires and proclivities to which you are predisposed and wish to pursue. And you my dear Freedom," he said, placing one hand on her thigh and one arm around her shoulder, "appear to be a very vivacious woman of specific appetites both sexually and otherwise. I applaud the fact that the three of us have all arrived at a point in our lives where we all know exactly who we are and are not embarrassed or ashamed by that and all know what exactly we want and need in life to make us happy."
The waitress brought the drinks and took their order. The conversation drifted to the normal type of people getting to know each other on their first encounter. They each recounted their stories of their meeting and Vince seemed truly interested in how they met and what they had been up to since. As dessert arrived, Vince brought the conversation back to the three of them.
"I must tell you I am impressed by Edie's submission and subservience to Freedom and the endeavor of a female-led relationship. I am also impressed by Freedom's decision to find a singular man to bring into the relationship to be her lover. As for me, you will find me stern but understanding. You will find me respectful, gracious, professional, and free thinking and open to new things. I suggest the following. For the next few weeks why don't we have a standing date on Friday nights. I will come to the house; Edie can cook, and Freedom and I can share dinner and what I'm sure will be some of the greatest sex she's ever had. I have no problem with Edie being involved however Freedom sees fit. Let's say we have a month of standing dates and after that months' time we can all sit and revisit what we've experienced and decide whether we all wish to continue."
Freedom looked at Edie and raised an eyebrow. She spoke and Edie felt his tiny, shaved clit as Freedom referred to it begin to grow in his leggings as he watched her rub her hands up and down Vince's thigh as she spoke.
"I think that's a marvelous idea! Further, I think for now I will continue to guide and direct Edie in the duties of a cuckold as I see fit. I've been training him in a certain way in which I wish him to behave in a female-led relationship, but now I must expand his training to include cuckolding and from what I'm feeling here," she said, rubbing his crotch, "this is going to be THE cuckold relationship I've been looking for. As for Edie and me we respect and honor your wish to have this relationship kept as discrete as possible until such time that you decide you wish to share it with others. Therefore, you will be always welcome in our home and can feel free to come and go as you please." She slid a key to the house across the table. "Whenever you are at our home you will consider it your home, and whenever you're inside my pussy you can consider it your pussy. From this day forward and until we decide otherwise, I devote myself totally to you." She slid the check across the table for Edie to pay and stood taking Vince by the arm. "Take care of this and meet us at Victoria's Secret I need to get some new outfits for Friday night!"
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It took all of Tom's power feign calmness and not explode while watching his girlfriend dance for him. Her name was Lexxy. She was the girl of Tom's dreams, and quite frankly most other guys in town. At just eighteen years old, she had a womanly figure that horny teenagers and grown men alike lusted after. She had bleach-blonde hair, a perfectly toned flat tummy with a tiny waist but an improbable 38-inch bust, sporting a paid of E-cup boobies that could never be contained properly by anything she bought. Standing 5'9", her long toned legs turned into a pair of thighs you could crush a watermelon between, and an fat ass that looked more like a pornstar's than a gym bunny's.
Lexxy was sexually naive and inexperienced at this point in her life. She'd been dating Tom since middle school and neither of their strict parents gave them any freedom to explore each other's bodies. Tom planned this night months in advance, knowing that he could trick both his parents and Lexxy's into thinking that they were heading to a graduation party together on the night they both got their diplomas, while in reality he booked a motel across town to finally lose his v-card to his bombshell girlfriend.
Lexxy was as excited as Tom. Looking the way she did, people have been trying to get into her panties as long as she could remember. She had to fight off countless stalkers and suitors to keep loyal to her sweetheart-since-8th-grade. Finally a legal woman, with a high school degree, she was ready to finally give herself to the man she cared so much about.
Lexxy wanted to make the night as special as she could. She wore an oversized trenchcoat with a pair of red-and-black heels when Tom picked her up. The second the motel door shut, she pushed him onto the bed and dropped her trenchcoat, revealing a set of red lacy lingerie, complete with bra, panties, stocking and garter belt. She starting playing some sexy music on her phone
Tom's jaw dropped. He tried his best to keep his cool but he was absolutely powerless in front of his girlfriend's ripe, impossibly sexy body. His cock got rock hard watching her awkwardly dance in front of him.
He was absolutely frozen in place laying on his back as Lexxy began strutting to him. Her high heels made her shapely legs look even more sexually intoxicating and her impossibly thin waist made her swaying hips look that much more irresistible.
Lexxy finally reached the bed and climbed on top of Tom, straddling him like he was captive prey. She kissed him deeply and rubbed the outside of his junk with the top of her nylon-covered knee. Tom was completely unprepared. The stimulation of the kiss and the rub brought him to a point of no return.
Lexxy continued kissing deeply, then went back to fully straddling her prey. She had both thighs wrapped around her man's abdomen and her ass wiggling in the air. She moved Tom's hands over her massive white cheeks, completely baring having swallowed up the tiny thong she was wearing. They felt like two mounds of marshmallows from heaven.
She finally lowered her ass, plopping her 42 inches of flesh onto the pants over Tom's crotch. He didn't stand a chance. Still being deeply, passionately kissed, Tom ejaculated the instant he felt Lexxy's ass on his jeans. His whole body jerked and seized while Lexxy just kept on straddling him, wiggling her ass on his cock and kissing him passionately.
"It's ok, Tom. I figured that would happen. Let's just lie here together tonight. We can try again in the morning. I love you," she whispered in his ear as he laid there mortified.
Tom couldn't believe he had screwed up like that. He had the hottest girl in the town, hell probably the whole state, about to give him her virginity and he blew his load before his pants even got off, and worse yet, she knew right away.
Tom spent all night wondering about what he did wrong and attributed his prematurity to nervousness, having never been that close to Lexxy and having not blown a load in over a week. By next morning all three of those problems would be gone and he was adamant he'd show her the time of her life.
Tom woke up the next morning to a feeling of absolute ecstasy. He had no idea what was happening but he felt like paradise on earth. Confused and having just woken up, he looked to his left and right looking for Lexxy but saw nothing. He then started to hear a slurping sound coming from under his covers and immediately understood what was happening. He exploded immediately, splashing Lexxy's mouth with a barrage of watery cockjuice.
"I thought that might be a fun way to wake up! I'm sorry I'm not that good yet, I made you climax too soon! I'll get better at it. Let's try the sex again, ok?"
Lexxy and Tom continued their adventures throughout the summer, their once-strict parents now being much more lenient now that they were college grads with plans to attend community college together. Tom and Lexxy were allowed to sleep together twice a week and frequently slept together at grad parties and bonfires. Every time ended up the same, with Tom cumming his pants before they were even both naked. Eventually Lexxy couldn't even wake Tom up with oral sex because his cock began exploding even while he was asleep when she got near enough to him.
Tom was frustrated but also incredibly nervouse. Lexxy was an indisputable dime. She was constantly being inundated with offers to be a model, and just about every man in the county was lusting after her. And he couldn't even get his dick in her.
To make matters worse, in August of that summer, Lexxy got some unexpected news. The big-city college at which she was waitlisted decided to accept her. She'd be traveling two hours away to Capital City to study, while Tom was stuck at the local community college. Tom and Lexxy were both from the same small, homogenous wealthy white town, and Lexxy was about to be exposed to the most cultural city in the state all at once.
Tom began panicking about what he was gonna do. What if Lexxy found a rich businessman, or a famous athlete? She could have anyone. And for the first time since middle school, he wouldn't be there for her. He needed to come up with a plan to make sure Lexxy would wait for him.
Lexxy and Tom laid together in bed the following morning. Kissing him deeply and rubbing her heavenly cunt on his bulge, Lexxy giggled as Tom made another mess in his pants. She then snuggled up next to him wrapping her naked leg around his soaked jeans.
"You're so cute. I'm so happy my body makes you this happy!" Lexy said with a sexy, smug face.
"It's not gonna be like this tonight babe. Tonight, at the big party, I promise you I'm gonna fuck you right," Tom said with weak confidence.
"Sure baby. Whatever you say. But just in case I'll bring you an extra pair of pants hee-hee-hee!"
It was the biggest party of the summer and the last night before Lexxy moved to the city. It was Tom's last chance to satisfy her sexually before she moved. Tom had heard that antidepressants and alcohol could be used to prevent premature ejaculation. He stole one of his brother's Prozacs and popped it before the party. Then he immediately hit the kegs and began hitting them harder than he had in his life.
Tom spend all nigh drinking and fending off dudes hitting on Lexxy. Tom was fairly large and in-shape, at about 6 foot tall and 190 pounds of mostly muscle. But he was a fraction of the size of some of the other guys there, all of whom were fantasizing about Lexxy.
By the end of the night, Tom was drunker than he'd ever been and doubted if he could even get an erection. He took Lexxy into his tent and began undressing. Lexxy giggled but went along with this final attempt.
Lexxy was wearing a pair of booty shorts that barely contained her cheeks and a tank top that absolutely did not contain her cleavage. Wanting to save herself the effort, she immediately plopped her round mound on Tom's crotch. Unlike every other time, she felt no explosion of wetness beneath her. She then took his hands and placed them on her chest. A little twitch, but no cum. Tom looked at her smugly. Lexxy threw herself at him and began kissing him intensely while taking off both their clothes.
Lexxy pressed her fully naked body against Tom's for the first time and overloaded his every afferent fiber. His soft whiskey dick hardened as she rubbed her cheeks against his dick.
"Stick it in me, my love"
Lexxy bent over, giving Tom a glorious view of her massive ass and tiny waist in doggy formation. Tom's dick was now fully erect, but only a meager 4 inches long. Nevertheless, he confidently brought his dick to her massive cheeks. He gripped each cheek like a breeding handle and thrust his dick forward.
Lexxy's pussy was soaking wet at this point, but Tom felt no wetness. His tiny cock was several inches too short to get past her cheeks! He tried to spread her sex mounds apart but at best he could only get the tip of his cock into her pussy.
Lexxy sensed the problem. "Don't worry babe, I'll take care of everything."
She spent the next several hours riding him, blowing him, fucking him in every position his tiny dick could enter. Cowgirl ended up being both of their favorites. She bounced on his cock cowgirl for hours and hours, with him being completely unable to cum. They both fell asleep with him still insider her, her still on top of him, her hugging his face to her chest.
Tom woke up sober the next morning, his gorgeous girlfriend's naked body on top of him. He came immediately. Feeling the familiar feeling of being splashed with his watery cum, Lexxy woke too.
"Good morning, my love," she said.
Lexxy left later that afternoon. She promised to stay in touch with Tom, to text him every day, to post everything on social media so he knew what she was doing.
Lexxy's instagram was popular, of course, About 5k followers. When Tom dropped her off, she kissed him on the cheek and took one last selfie together.
"Ill see you soon, baby. Remember, two weekends from now you're gonna come visit me!" she said to him.
Tom went home. He checked his phone. One instagram notification: Tagged in photo with Lexxy, 343 likes so far. Not nearly what her solo pics or beach pics get but at least people know Lexxy's taken.
Tom texts Lexxy nonstop and the two lovers continue on as if nothing has changed. Two days after the dropoff, Lexxy posts another photo. Her, and an absolutely gorgeous Brunette named Riley. More cleavage than she usually shows, but it's hard to find shirts that fit "NEW BFFS!". 843 likes.
Riley is an absolute dime, and of course Tom decides to creep on her story. She looks a lot more white trash compared to Lexxy, but her booty is out of this world. She posts skin in almost every photo and has 2000 likes in just about every picture. A recurring hashtag pops up on her insta: #snowbunny.
Lexxy's next post was Thursday, another two days later. By this time she was texting back slowly and often only one-word answers. Tom thought it was because of the stresses of college. The new post was Lexxy and Riley in matching outfits: fishnet shirt and stockings over black bra and panties. Basically underwear plus fishnets. The only caption was "#BunnyLyfe. 1,209 likes.
Tom almost came on the spot. He was in the middle of class, but excused himself to go stroke to his girlfriend's new instagram picture. He came in some toilet paper in a matter of seconds. After regaining some sense, he decided to text Lexxy again. She had left him on read for over an hour at that point.
"Hey! looks like you're having fun! How about you wear that outfit for me next weekend?"
Immediate textback: "Why would I wear anything for you, you're just gonna wet yourself like all the other babydicked whitebois (emoji of hands making small gesture"
Immediately followed by: "Sorry babe! That was Riley, she's such a jokester! I'm glad you like it, whatever you want babe! Actually maybe I'll run all sorts of outfits by you!"
Lexxy's texting became sparse, but she kept sending sexy outfits to Tom throughout the next day. On Friday afternoon, she texted him cheerleader's outfit with a short red skirt that didn't even cover her asscheeks, white panties, and black duct tape over the nipples for a bra. Tom didn't know how to respond.
"I just came in my pants"
"OMG that's soooo cute! So you like it? (winky face)"
Tom began changing his pants, as was a regular occurrence for him at his point.
He checked his phone again a few minutes later, and there was Lexxy. In the cheerleading outfit. With Riley. On the public insta page. 500 likes in two minutes. The caption read "Cheering on our football team tonight! #snowbunnies"
Tom called Lexxy. No answer. He calls again. A woman's voice he doesn't recognize answers.
"Sorry you must be at least 8 inches to reach this line". Click.
Tom begins cold sweating. What is Lexxy doing? She's been his life since middle school. Is she going to throw everything away the FIRST WEEKEND of college?
He begins drinking to keep his mind off of things. He doesn't want to call again, three calls is pathetic. He needs to get his mind off this somehow.
Two hours later, there's another post on her insta. Its Lexxy and Riley are in the picture, posing in their cheerleading outfits Lexxy has lost her panties, and Riley seems to have lost her skirt. Posing with the two smokeshows is the largest, darkest man that Tom had ever seen. There were no Black men in the town he grew up in, and there was certainly no one like this. Towering over even the tall Lexxy in her hooker heels, he looked about 6'6". He was muscled an underground street fighter, with arms bigger than Tom's legs. He was shirtless, wearing nothing like boxers. The caption: "Does anyone have $40 we can borrow? #SnowBunny #QoS"
Tom was filled with rage, but came his pants involuntarily before he could do anything.
He finally got himself together. He called Lexxy.
"Lexxy! What the fuck are you doing?!"
"What am I doing? I'm wiping cum off my ass". Click.
Tom was thrown into a burning rage. He began stomping around his new apartment and punched out two walls. Within a few minutes, he got a text from an unknown number.
"If you wanna see more, click this link"
It was an OnlyFans link. $200 a month, plus $80 per video. There were three videos. Tom drained his entire high school grad money account to unlock the content. Then he spent all night jerking off to his pornstar gilfriend and her equally gorgeous friends take a BBC to heaven. He ran out of tissues.
Tom spent the next week taking out his college loans to buy more of Lexxy's videos. She stopped texting him entirely, only responding to paid messages for $20 a pop. Her OnlyFans reached over 400 subscribers by the subsequent Friday, one week after she launched it.
Tom was hopelessly addicted to her OF by that time, jerking his tiny dick to her many scenes multiple times per day. I couldn't help but spurt any time he saw the girl he loved have shattering orgasms from a cock he could never even aspire to. Nonetheless, he somehow worked up the courage to go see her by that next Friday. He just knew if the could see her in person he could win her back. The next weekend came, and Tom was off to Capital City.
Continued in part 2!
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This story deals with cuckolding, interracial sex. It's a story about a once heterosexual male eagerly transitioning from a mere panty wearing cock sucker to voluntary gender reassignment for the woman he loves. If these are subjects with which you have issues, please go elsewhere.
It was just weeks after my first night of paying the price to see Lois with Mr. Shawn. I must say, being there was worth the price of admission. Lois's love and appreciation for black men and the incredible sex she enjoys with them was contagious. I asked her, after sharing black cocks with her friend, if she'd like to move in with me. "My house is larger and on a quiet street."
Lois packed up her things and her Yorkie and settled in nicely. Two days later, we enjoyed another of Mr. Shawn's most welcomed visits. By this time, I was comfortable being nude when greeting Mr. Shawn.
I'm more comfortable because Lois helped me get over myself. She insisted that I should be naked when at home. "It's something else I need from you, johnnie. I can't explain it, but you being naked makes me feel more secure."
And it was Lois's needs that filled me with purpose.
I was naked when she brought home a girlfriend, Brenda, from work. It was a difficult chore for me to not get an erection, a chore I failed at miserably.
The girls got a laugh out of my predicament as I served them and spent the evening basically waiting on them.
Brenda and Lois are alike in several ways. Both have the same proclivity for having sex with black men. Both dress down for work and dress sexy for their man friends.
Lois, by far has the larger bottom of the two but Brenda's body is well proportioned. No, I have never seen her naked and probably never will because Lois feels that me seeing other naked women would be disrespectful to her and detrimental to our relationship.
I'm pretty sure Brenda had been told what I do for Lois. I'm equally sure that Brenda told others.
I had acted out of my comfort zone by submitting to Lois's needs. I felt no shame for having done it. And, according to the reviews from Mr. Shawn and Lois, I did what I did well.
My lady was right when she told me that sucking my first cock would be the most difficult one. It not only became easier as Lois said it would, I learned to enjoy pleasing her big handsome man and found my own perverse pleasure sucking his cock. It made me feel somehow better about myself, giving myself for another's pleasure, serving and servicing one superior to me.
Now, in a perfect world, no one would know what goes on behind closed doors. No one would know I had sucked a cock and actually enjoyed it. But it's not a perfect world and people do know what I did, what I've become.
I could cure cancer and no one would call me a doctor. I could build the tallest building, yet no one would say I as a great engineer. But suck one cock, only one, and I'm a cock sucker for life in the eyes of those who have knowledge of that fact.
And the most important person who knows that is Lois. Okay, Mr. Shawn too.
But it's the others who look at me differently. I was not ashamed. I knew I what I was doing was right. But it simply wasn't their business.
When I complained to Lois, she wouldn't have it. "Baby, you're going to have a sad life if you go around worried about what others know about you. So, you're a cock sucker. So what? I'm proud of you and that should be all that counts."
She was right. Lois is all that matters to me. Aside from the knowing looks and whispered comments, I have never been happier as I am tending to Lois's needs. And she has many needs.
It's my job to keep her pubic hair and leg hair shaved. It's my job to polish her toenails. I have many other such tasks which require my daily attention. I easily accepted the subseriant male Lois needed. And I am rewarded for my efforts.
Lois allows me to have sex with her if I've done everything perfectly which I strive to do. She and I both know that I am unable to bring her the passion she gets from Mr. Shawn but Lois makes that sacrifice for me as long as when I've cum, I put "that shit" back where it came from.
I've spent many hours kissing her fabulous bottom too. Believe me, that is definitely not a chore. It's a pleasure.
Caring for Lois's needs has given my life purpose. Every day I have something to do for someone other than myself. Before Lois, my life was routine. The things I did, I did for me. With Lois, I began to see that my needs weren't really needs at all but selfish desires. Putting her first, tending to her needs, kneeling at her side sharring a cock with Lois have made me a better person and filled a void within me I had been aware was there.
"johnnie, I 've been asked out by someone new. Derrick, a man I met while I was shopping Saturday while you were here doing laundry. God, but he's handsome. I bet his cock is bigger than Shawn's too."
I could see my lady was excited. Lois is like that. She attracts men, especially black men which suits her. She calls her love of black cocks a fetish. I call it a lifestyle. I knew going in she preferred black men for sex and I accept that. After seeing her and Mr. Shawn together, I understood her need and my role.
In time, her need for black cocks would become mine as well.
"We have to get me something new to wear for him, baby. I'm thinking a short skirt, you know, a mini-skirt, maybe a leather one."
"Yes, ma'am. But won't Mr. Shawn be angry?"
"Hell no. He has no claim on me and he's married anyway."
I didn't know that.
"Where is Derrick taking you?"
"Dancing. He knows a place where we won't stand out. Where we won't be the only black man and white woman couple."
"That's nice, dear."
It's always better when Lois is comfortable when she's out with her man friends. When she isn't, she comes homes bitchy. On those occasions which are rare, I will fix her a warm bath, a cool glass of white wine, place scented candles around the tub and watch over her as she winds down and relaxes.
We went shopping and Lois did buy a leather miniskirt and a very sheer black blouse. ""Derrick says he likes to show off his bitches and said I should dress for show."
Lois asked me to select the panties she would wear on her date. I chose a leopard print thong which she adored. "Oh baby, what a great eye you have. And they're only $85.00."
"Nothing's too good for my sexy lady," I said, basking in her praise.
When the evening came around, Lois said she wanted me to assist her preparing for her date. "It's the cuckold's job to be helpful baby. And when you help me get ready for him, I know that you love me. And johnnie, baby, I need to know you love me."
I helped her step into her new thong and pulled it up. "Kiss my pussy, baby."
She has only to ask.
When Lois was ready, she looked beautiful. Heavy eye shadow, bright red lip stick that matched her finer and toenails. Very high heels.
"Do I look like a hooker, baby?"
No ma'am. Not at all."
Lois frowned. "I tried my best to look like a whore for Derrick. He likes that look on the white women he dates."
I was quick to apologize. "I'm sorry Lois, really. I thought if I said yes, you'd be hurt. You look like a beautiful hooker. Honest you do."
She kissed my cheek. "You are the sweetest cuckold. Don't wait up and do not, I repeat, do not jack off."
Just then a car pulled up and honked the horn. "That's Derrick. He told me to listen for his horn."
"Remember, no beating off."
She kissed me on the cheek and told me she loved me.
"Have a wonderful time, Lois."
As she went out the door, she stopped and turned. "I almost forget, johnnie. I need you to use the guest room tonight. Bye bye."
I watched her open the car door and climb in. Her skirt rose up almost to her waist. "Oh yeah," I thought. "My girl is gonna get laid tonight."
"No jacking off," I kept telling myself. The urge to do so was hard to resist but I always do what Lois tells me. I was able to go to bed without masturbating but was unable to sleep. I finally took an Ambien and somewhere around 3 AM, I was out.
I didn't hear them come in. I didn't hear them fucking. I slept through it all.
Waking at nearly 10, I went to the kitchen to make a pot of coffee. Then I brushed my teeth and hair. Pausing outside of the master bedroom, I listened to see if they were awake. There was no sound, so I tip toed away with a growing erection.
I was at the sink when Lois crept up behind me and hugged me. "Hi sleepy head," I said turning to kiss her.
The taste of cum was on her mouth.
"I see you had a nice time," I said licking my lips.
"Oh God yes," she said breathlessly. "I'll tell you about it later, after Derrick leaves."
Just then a tall, light skinned black man sauntered into the kitchen. "There's my bitch," he said with a grin.
Lois went to him and they hugged. I saw both of his hands hold her big beautiful bottom. Looking over Lois's head at me, he asked, "That him?"
"It is. johnnie, this is Mr. Derrick. Derrick, meet johnnie."
I went to shake hands but he ignored it.
I noticed Lois had hickeys on her breasts and neck and hand prints on her big buttocks. She'd been spanked well. My lady loves being spanked when she has a big black cock fucking her.
They sat and allowed me to pour them a cup of coffee. "Derrick left you breakfast, johnnie. I think it would be polite if you thanked him for thinking of you."
"Thank you, sir," I said feeling a tad foolish.
"Not that way, baby. You know how to thank a real man better than that."
It was my chance to shine. "Mr. Derrick, sir. May I suck your big cock, please."
Mr. Derrick looked at Lois with a wide grin across his handsome face. "You weren't lying, bitch."
Lois beamed. "Told you."
"Go head, faggot. Get on it."
I heard Lois tell him that although I was a cock sucker, I wasn't a homo."
Mr. Derrick laughed. "Don't matter to me what you call him."
His cock was magnificent. Even in the soft state of a well and recently used cock, it was nearly 9" long. I held it in my hand appreciating the size, the large vein, his heavy balls.
There was no shame in me when I moaned and sucked him into my mouth.
Lois and Mr. Derrick made small talk as I suckled and cleansed his manhood. Moving down his shaft, I lapped at his balls before burying my face in his crotch. His smell was masculine, and I savored the aroma for a minute before tending to his cock once again.
I knew I was doing well when his cock began to grow. I licked and lapped at the shaft which was now standing on its own. The head was above his naval when I worked my way back to give him the best blow job I could summon up.
"Your boy is a good cock sucker, girl. Good as you."
"I told you he was, didn't I?"
"You were right, bitch. Right as rain."
I felt his hands on my head as he began to react to my efforts. "Gonna skull fuck this faggot," he said jamming his cock deep down my throat.
I felt my throat expanding as he forced his wonderful cock in it. Mr. Derrick began to fuck it like a pussy and I knew I was going to get my first load of cum right from the source.
I knelt passively, holding his balls as he took his pleasure from me. He was half squatting, grunting and cursing, and calling me vile name after vile name.
I actually felt his cock expand just before he came. There was no swallowing necessary. Mr. Derrick pumped and fucked his load down my throat directly into my belly.
I held his softening cock between my lips planting a last kiss on the large head as he removed it from my mouth.
"Damn, boy. Bitch, you got this white boy trained well."
"johnnie is special Derrick."
He finished his coffee and went to get dressed. "I'm proud of you baby," Lois said.
"Me too, ma'am. It was the first time someone came in my mouth."
"It won't be the last time my special cock sucker."
Lois walked Mr. Derrick to the door. They kissed on the porch with him still running his big hands all over her naked body. "Love that fat ass, bitch. Call me."
Lois took me by the hand and led me to our bedroom. Her clothes were tossed about. I picked them up as she lay back with her legs open waiting for me to tend to her needs.
"Where's your panties, hon?"
"Oh them. Yeah. Derrick took them off when we were dancing and just tossed them away. He had my skirt up around my waist and everyone could see him holding my bare butt."
$85.00 for that tiny thong and her real man simply tossed them away.
"Oh wow. Did the manager say anything about that?"
"Fuck no, johnnie. I wasn't the only one being displayed. There were 4 or 5 other white ladies there with their men and they were all nearly naked after a few minutes too. After a while, the doors were locked so those of us still there would have some privacy."
"What happened, Lois?"
"Now johnnie. What kind of lady would I be if I told you what we did in privacy?"
"You're right, ma'am. I should have known better than to ask."
My boner ached for relief and Lois noticed. "You didn't disobey me and beat your meat, did you?"
"No ma'am I said settling between her thighs.
"Good boy. We'll let you take care of that when you've finished taking care of my needs."
Lois allowed me to part the folds of her pussy and savor Mr. Shawn's gift.
True to her word, my lady did take care of my need for relief. Lois masturbated me as I suckled her breast. My orgasm was voluminous by my standards, but Lois was able to catch most of it in her dainty hand and brought it to my mouth so we could put "that shit" back where it came from.
At work the next day, Lois allowed me to take her to lunch. "Oh johnnie," she beamed. "Derrick wants to take me away for the weekend. He thinks we could have a nice time at Atlantic City. Isn't that sweet of him?"
"But what about me, Lois? I'll be all by myself and missing you."
"And there you go. You are thinking of you again, johnnie. After all I've done for you, you selfish mother fucker. Why must you always try to ruin my good time?"
"I wasn't trying to ruin your good time, Lois. It's just that we've never been apart from each other like that. I won't know what to do or how to act if you're not there for me to care for."
She listened impatiently, tapping her shoe on the floor as I spoke.
"Yes. I know that, " she snapped. "I've already taken steps to see that you are looked after."
"Ma'am?"
"Miss Brenda will sit with you for the weekend. She has graciously accepted the responsibility of looking after you while I'm away."
I was flabbergasted. "But honey, I'm an adult. I can take care of myself."
"Sure you can. I can see it now. You'd spend all your time looking at porn on your computer and spanking your little monkey and cumming all over God knows what. No. It's been decided. Miss. Brenda will look after you and I expect a good report from her when I get back."
"Yes ma'am," I sighed, resigned to my fate.
Later that afternoon when I thought about what Lois had said, I had to smile. She was right. There was a high probability that I would have wasted my time thinking only of my pleasure and masturbating until my dick was raw.
On the ride home I apologized and thanked her for thinking of me. "Lois, ma'am, you were right. You're always right. That's why I love you. You know me better than I know myself. I probably would have broken one of your most sacred rules and beat off all weekend without permission and proper supervision. Please forgive my insolence."
"You're already forgiven, my dearest baby. Now let's concentrate on what I should wear for Mr. Derrick this coming weekend."
"Let me take you shopping for something special for you to wear for Mr. Derrick."
"My sweet baby. I don't know what I did to deserve a sweet boy like you. I can't wait to tell Derrick how thoughtful you are about him too. I'm not sure why that is but I have my suspicions."
"Yes ma'am. What are those, if I may ask?"
"johnnie, baby boy, Derrick was the first man to reward you, cumming in your mouth like he did. I think you have an affinity, a man-crush on him because he was your first."
"I don't understand."
"Of course you don't baby. Let me try to explain it better. See, it's like a woman's first time getting her cherry popped, you know, when she loses her virginity. We women never forget the first man, our first fuck. Like us, you kind of lost your virginity when Derreck was kind enough to allow you to suck his cock until he fucked his load down your throat."
Her words had an arousing effect on me which did not go unnoticed by my lady. Freeing my erection, Lois said that it was proof that I was enamored with Mr. Derrick. "Let's wait until we get home and you can jack off while telling me about your infatuation with my man."
This was new. I'd never masturbated talking to my lady about her men. I was tempted to beg out but didn't want to disappoint Lois. Plus, I was going to be allowed to beat off.
At home, I got undressed and Lois put on her very short, shorts and halter top. I prepared a spinach salad for dinner with bacon and hard-boiled eggs.
Lois was on the phone with Miss. Brenda while I cleaned up the dishes. I could hear Lois talking about the things I am permitted to do and those I'm forbidden to see and do. "johnnie is not to see you naked, Brenda. Please don't allow him break his promise to me."
She was giggling about something Miss. Brenda was telling her.
"No. You're right. You have my permission to do as you wish with my baby boy but he has never been allowed nor will he be allowed to masturbate when I'm not there to supervise him."
"Uh huh. I agree completely. Blindfold him if you must but please don't let him see your naked body."
When she hung up, Lois came to me. Hugging me from behind she told me it was all set. Gently jacking my perpetually hard dick, she purred in my ear. "Brenda is happy to sit with my baby. She knows you are not allowed to beat your meat while I'm gone so you better behave.
Using her finger to collect the pre-cum I was leaking, Lois brought it to my lips. Here you are baby. Put this shit back where it belongs.
I was giving my lady her weekly pedicure when Mr. Derrick called. "Yes baby. Johnnie is taking me shopping for something special for me to wear for you. Yes, he is a good boy. He's that too," she laughed. Covering the phone, Lois whispered to me," Derrick says you're a good cock sucker too."
They talked as I finished with her feet. Lois scooted forward in the chair and pointed to her moist pussy. I lapped at her cunt gently and lightly so as not to bring her off and cause her to lose track of her conversation.
"No problem, baby. I'll tell johnnie to expect him and welcome him properly. It will give the cock sucker something to do when I with you this weekend. Oh, and my friend Brenda will be here sitting with johnnie too. She loves black men so your buddy can have the pleasure of both."
I saw the happiness on her face when she hung up. Directing my oral skills, Lois allowed me to get her off a couple times before she was satisfied.
"I have a surprise for you my sweet baby boy. Derrick was thinking of you and how you might get lonely without me here. He's sending one of his friends over to visit with you and Brenda. It's a win-win situation. You'll get to demonstrate you cock sucking techniques and Brenda will get some black cock too. Wasn't that thoughtful of Derrick?"
"Yes ma'am," I said. I didn't know whether to be frightened or excited.
Lois forgot her promise to let me masturbate that night and as usual, I went to bed with a raging hard-on. She had explained that keeping me on edge would make me more attentive to her needs. She was right.
We went shopping after work the next evening. Lois bought some very revealing shorts, a couple bibbed tops that allowed her breasts to be seen from the sides and a week's worth of panties.



I paid for it all, including the scandalous bathing suit. Three tiny triangles with nothing but a string through her big sexy ass. I had my hand in my pocket touching myself thinking about all the men who would see my love so exposed.
"You like it then?"
"I do, ma'am. Very much."
"You like me showing my body off to real men, johnnie. You know they all want to fuck me, right?"
"They'd be crazy if they didn't, ma'am."
When Lois decided she had enough shopping, she suggested we go for a drink somewhere. I followed her directions to a bar and grill and we took a seat in a booth.
"I'm excited about my trip, baby. I think Derrick will be happy with what I wear for him too."
"I hope so, ma'am."
We chatted a bit and were just about to leave when a man stopped by the table. "Girl, you're a sight for sore eyes."
Lois was flattered as she always is when a black man hits on her.
"Mind if I join you two?"
"Please do," Lois smiled.
He sat next to Lois who made no move which allowed him to sit close to her. "johnnie, I need you to go to the bar and wait there for me."
I was hurt that she wouldn't let me stay and watch him convince her to fuck him. Lois likes to be seduced by her black gentlemen friends and this was such an occasion."
I was heartened when she beckoned me over. "Get me another drink baby and ask this gentleman if you can get him anything."
"Yes ma'am. Sir, may I get you something?"
He sent me after a bourbon and coke. As I left, I heard him say to Lois, "You got the white boy trained well."
"You have no idea," she laughed.
They spent another half hour taking, touching, feeling each other out and up. Lois beckoned me once more. "johnnie, this is Michael. Michael has been kind enough to offer to drive me home. Isn't that nice of him?"
"Um yes ma'am. Thank you, sir."
"You run along home now. Michael and I will be there in a bit. Oh, and stop by the liquor store and pick up a nice bottle of bourbon for Michael."
"Yes ma'am," I said as I walked away. I was getting turned on thinking that I just might get to watch my lady with a new man friend tonight.
I was naked and waiting when Lois and Michael walked in the door. "Look, Michael. Little johnnie wants you to fuck me." Lois said seeing my present erection.
After he stopped laughing, Mr. Michael asked me if that was true.
"Yes, sir, I said handing him his bourbon on the rocks.
Instead of allowing me to take my place beside Lois, Mr. Michael took me by my arm. His one hand held his cocktail. His free hand roamed over my body. "Your boy has a cute bottom, Lois," he said caressing me there.
"He's special, Michael. I already told you what he can do for you."
"johnnie, Mr. Michael was delighted to learn that you're an accomplished cock sucker. He shared with me that he's bisexual and enjoys nothing more than bedding a white couple. Isn't that exciting?"
"Yes ma'am. It is exciting." I wasn't lying either. I shivered as Mr. Michael ran his hand over my bottom, probing my anus with a finger.
"With your permission, madam?" Mr. Michael asked Lois.
"Certainly, kind sir. Please feel free. Now johnnie, you listen to the gentleman and treat him with the same respect as you do Derrick and me."
"Yes ma'am."
Mr. Michael took a seat in one of my overstuffed chairs. Patting the wide armrest and pointing to the floor beside him, I immediately knew what he wanted and went and knelt just in front of the side of his chair.
Looking at Lois but speaking to me, Mr. Michael began by saying that Lois had told him I was a very good boy and very respectful of her and her real men. "Is that right, johnnie?"
"Yes sir. I try to do my best, Mr. Michael."
"Yes, yes, I can see that. Now let me ask you a question. Please consider your answer before telling us."
"Okay, sir."
"Now son, what I'm about to ask you has two purposes. I'll explain after Lois and I hear from you."
"So you consider yourself respectful to your lady's men. Do you think it's respectful that they see your pink dick waving about? Do you think a real man like myself considers that respectful?"
"Sir, Miss. Lois insists that I..."
"I'm not interested in what Lois has told you," he interrupted. "I want your answer, what her white boy cock sucker thinks is respectful."
He made my answer easy because he let me know what he wanted me to say. "No sir. I think I may have unintentionally offended my lady's gentlemen callers."
"Very good. Now we're getting somewhere. Now johnnie, do you think it would be respectful if you covered your shame?"
"Yes sir."
"Good, very good. I agree. Now what would you suggest to your lady that you be permitted to wear?"
"Um, my boxers, maybe?"
Mr. Michael looked at Lois who was enjoying herself immensely. "Don't men wear boxer shorts?"
"Yes sir, some do."
"That's correct, johnnie. Do you consider yourself a man, a real man?"
I looked at Lois who was leaning forward so as not to miss a word and smiling at my discomfort.
"I don't understand, sir."
"Okay. That's predictable. You suck cocks, right?"
"Yes sir."
"You watch as real men fuck your lovely lady, right and wait until they're finish to clean his cock and her pussy, right?"
"Yes sir."
"Then you wait until Lois gives you permission to pleasure yourself, right?"
"Yes sir."
Looking at Lois, Mr. Michael had a wide grin on his face. Then looking at me with a serious expression, he stated more than asked, "And then you put that shit back where if came from, right?"
"It's the rules, sir."
"Yes, I know. So, after doing all that, sucking cocks, eating a real man's cum from your woman's pussy, do you think you're a man?"
"Yes sir. I was born a male."
"Exactly, johnnie. You were born a male and are still a male. But, from what I've heard from you and Lois, and what I see, you're not a man at all. Male? Yes. Man, oh hell no. So, we are in a quandary, are we not?"
"I guess so, Mr. Michael."
"Think about it, johnnie. Think hard. Men wear boxers, those who are not men wear panties. Isn't that right?"
"Yes sir, women wear panties."
"And therein lies our dilemma, johnnie. What to do about what you should be wearing. Lois told me that she once gifted you her panties and suggested you could wear them should you so desire. Did you wear them? Did you pull her pretty panties up over your pink little dick and cute bottom, johnnie?"
"No sir. I didn't."
"But, did you think about sliding that soft nylon that had been so close to her pussy up your soft hairless legs and over your warm round bum?"
The visual image he created in my mind made my dick throb. I gave him my answer which was the truth. "Yes sir, I considered wearing them."
"But you declined that opportunity."
"Yes sir, I was at work and..."
"Let me see if I have this clear," Mr. Michael interrupted me again. "Your lady, the beautiful and sexy Lois gives you her panties and gave you her permission to wear them and you did not. What I am hearing, johnnie is that you declined her generous offer, an offer she has only given to you and you alone."
"Who are you to refuse a beautiful woman like the one you are so fortunate to serve, or any woman for that matter? It's true that a good cock sucker should be naked. Naked unless he has been gifted panties like you were. Then, like the obedient cock sucker you should be for your woman and her men, you should have begged Lois for the opportunity to cover your shame, that little pink dick that's leaking even as we talk, to cover that in panties."
The room was quiet as Mr. Michael let his words sink in.
I looked at my love, my lady and felt ashamed that I had let her down. "Lois, ma'am, please forgive me. I have no excuse but that I was thinking only of me and not, as I should have, you."
"What are you asking her, johnnie. Tell her what you are asking for, son," Mr. Michael directed me."
"Please Lois, give me one more chance. Mr. Michael is right. I'm not a man. Someone like me should be in panties, for you and your men."
"Someone like you, baby boy? Exactly what is someone like you?"
I looked at Lois, then at Mr. Michael and back to Lois. I'm a male. Not a man but a cuck sucking male, ma'am."
"Then you're asking me, me and Michael to allow you to wear panties. Is what you're saying? Be sure johnnie because if that's what you want, there will be some permanent changes in your entire wardrobe and appearance."
"Please," I whispered. "Put me in panties where I belong."
It was clear to me that Mr. Michael had something Derrick lacked. Mr. Michael had class. He was smart, but so was Derrick. But Mr. Michael was also highly educated and very experienced dealing with white couples where the male is a cuckold.
Lois left us saying she'd be back in a minute. When she did return, she had a black bikini panty which she said would look good on me.
I pulled the soft garment up my legs, getting a spank on my bottom from Mr. Michael which made me squeal in surprise.
Both Lois and her new man had me pose for them. Squatting with my knees spread so they could see how my boner looked pressing against the nylon. Then they had me bending at the waist so they could see how my bottom looked in panties. It was Mr. Michael's favorite view.
"Your boy was made to wear panties, Lois. His body is like a young woman's whose breasts have yet to develop. It's time I take my beautiful girls to bed."
Now no one had ever referred to me as a girl before. I didn't know how to take it. Lois giggled. My insides tingled.
Mr. Michael took us both by the hand and led us to the master bedroom. He undressed himself and I prepared my lady for him.
Lois and I lay either side of him on our bed sharing his cock. Mr. Michael said that us kissing over his cock would bring Lois and me even closer. "A lady and her cuckold should share a nice cock once in a while. Sharing is caring."
He was right. I'd never felt closer to my love.
Mr. Michael made me feel special. More special when he treated me the same as he did Lois.
Lois smiled at me as she licked the shaft. My heart was filled with love for her at that moment. "Would you marry me, Lois?"
My lady looked surprised. "You're really asking that, right now, right now when we have this big cock to enjoy?"
"Yes ma'am, I am. Let's just say it's the price I have to pay to be with you."
We kissed sharing that old joke which seemed years old now. "Let me think about it this weekend while I'm with Derrick. Okay?"
I wished she had said yes but at least Lois didn't say no.
After they took their pleasure from each other and I cleaned them both, they went back to the living room, still naked as I prepared their drinks. I gave Lois hers first before going to Mr. Michael. "Sir," I said handing him his refreshment.
Instead of taking the drink, he pulled onto his lap. "I love the feel of a white boy's ass in panties on my cock, have you had him fucked yet, Lois?"
"You mean any more than he already is?"
All of us shared a laugh.
"Honestly, Michael, I hadn't thought of that."
"Listen girlfriend, I know lots of men, me included who would love to stick their cocks up this white boy's ass," he said pinching my nipples and making me squirm. "This mother fucker would love it."
"You think so?"
"I know I would."
I could feel his cock beginning to grow in the crack of my bottom and began to wonder how it would feel having that beautiful phallus inside me.
"What do you think, johnnie? Would you like for Michael to take your cherry? Put his big cock in your boy pussy?"
"You know I'll do anything you want me to, ma'am."
"Not this time, baby. This has to be your decision. Would you like Michael to make a woman out of you?"
"My lady, would that make you not want to marry me?"
Lois could see I was already considering taking the last step to becoming the perfect white boy.
"Not as long as I get first dibs on our lovers."
"I think it's time, johnnie realizes his full potential, Lois. You both should consider a gender change for him. I understand that it may be a bit dramatic for you but look at this this way. johnnie is already an accomplished cock sucker. His body is built for panties. Panties do not make a man."
"Go on," Lois said showing real interest in what Mr. Michael was suggesting.
"I don't wish to step on anyone's toes here, but I honestly believe that johnnie would be better suited if you, Lois, would deny him further access to your body, other than his soft lips and talented tongue. Clearly, he's ready to be turned out."
"Turned out?"
This boy has all the makings to be a beautiful woman. With some estrogen treatments to give her little titties, maybe a Brazilian butt-lift, who knows how far she could go. She owes it to herself and you should consider helping her get to where nature meant for her to be."
I listened as they talked about me as though I wasn't there. Hearing how beautiful I could be, growing titties and all had an arousing effect on me. I slid off Mr. Michael's lap and asked very quietly and politely if he would allow me the privilege of sucking his cock again.
"See what I mean, Lois? Look at her go. Have you noticed how small, how dainty her hands are? The natural smoothness and softness of her alabaster skin? Even her hair has natural body any woman would envy."
"You know, Michael, you may have something there. I could put her little dick in a cage, hormones would shrink her balls and reduce her testosterone levels. The one concern I have, right now, all my gentlemen callers such as yourself are here for me, my pleasure and theirs. Making my cock sucker something more desirable could present a problem."
"You said you were going away Friday. That's two days away. Why not think about it while you and Derrick have your fun and relaxation. Call me when you get back and let me know what you decided."
"johnnie may have second thoughts, too."
I looked up at Mr. Michael with his cock on my lips. The look he gave me was dismissive. "Fuck her," he said meaning me. "This cock sucker can barely operate in society. If she's with you, Lois, fuck what she thinks. It's your decision to make. Not hers."
"Let me be frank, here. There's something fundamentally wrong with johnnie. You can see that, can't you? I mean he sucks cocks, eats cum from your cunt, and wears panties. Your boy needs strict discipline. He should be controlled, trained, and punished, harshly and frequently, both privately and publicly. Her worth to you must only be in what she can do for you and your men. I'd have her dancing and turning tricks in gay bars in a week if you want. Walking the street like the proper prostitute she should be."
"I don't know Michael. I mean that's a lot to take in."
Mr. Michael roughly pulled me off his cock by my hair so I could face him. "You want it, don't you bitch? You want more than panties. Tell your lady what you really want from her."
Mr. Michael was clearly upset because Lois hadn't instantly agreed with his assessment and gender reassignment for me.
"It's getting late, Michael. I thank you for a wonderful time and I will call you when I get back from my trip."
We watched the gentleman dress. Just before he left, Mr. Michael came to where I was kneeling. Taking me by the chin, he looked me straight in the eyes, "You're going to make a beautiful bitch someday, girl. If Lois can't see it yet, she will one day soon. And when she does, baby, I want you to call me so I can be the first of many to take that pussy of yours."
"Good night, Michael," Lois said holding the door open.
"Call me when you get back."
"Maybe," Lois said closing the door.
"I swear johnnie, I don't know what to make of you. First you propose and the next minute you're contemplating becoming a woman. I mean, jeez."
"I thought it would make you happy if I did."
"johnnie, don't lie to me. Maybe Michael was right about punishing you often."
"I'm sorry I lied to you, Lois. I shouldn't have. But Mr. Michael had a way of explaining it that sort of made sense then."
"I'm beginning to think Michael was also right about your inability to act in public."
We went to bed and for the first time since we'd been together, Lois did not kiss me nor allow me to kiss her good night.
Friday after work Lois was packing the few clothes she'd need when Brenda arrived. I was naked when she walked in. "My bag is in the car, johnnie. Run and bring it in."
I went to put something on. "Where are you going? The car is that way," she said pointing out the door.
"You don't expect me t go out to the curb like this, do you Miss. Brenda?"
"Do as you're told, johnnie," Lois scolded me. She was still angry that I hadn't been truthful two days ago.
My dick shriveled as I dashed out to the curb hoping no one drove by or came outside.
Just as I reached the door a car did go by and honked the horn.
"Here, Miss Brenda," I panted. "Shall I take it to the guest room?"
"No, johnnie. Take her bag to the master bedroom. Remember, Derrick has a friend coming over tonight. I expect he and Brenda will need the king bed."
When I got back to the ladies, Miss. Brenda looked at me as they whispered.
"Do you want Miss. Brenda to see you in your panties, baby?"
"Oh my," Miss Brenda said in surprise. "johnnie wears panties now?"
"He begged me to let him, didn't you baby boy?"
"Yes ma'am," I said quietly.
"Speak up, johnnie. Look at us when you speak to us."
Red face and hard again, I looked at the expectant face of Lois, and the amused look on Miss Brenda, "I begged her to put me in panties."
The ladies giggled and I was told to make myself scarce to let the "grown ups" talk.
Hushed tones evoked more laughter.
Derrick was blowing his horn for Lois.
"Take my bag to his car and tell him I'll be along in a minute. Wait there for me.
I tried to use her bag to hide my re-shriveled privates as I hurried to Derricks car.
"Damn white boy," was all he said as I placed Lois's bag in the back seat and waited for her.
I looked at the door and saw her standing with Miss. Brenda just watching me and trying hard not to laugh. "That's long enough baby. Come on in before you get arrested."
Lois kissed my cheek and told me to behave for Brenda. "And no spanking that little monkey."
"This is gonna be fun, Miss. Brenda said. What are we going to do first? I know. Go put your panties on. Let me see how pretty they look on a cock sucker."
You didn't have to be Nostradamus to see this was gonna happen.
I went to Lois's drawer and got the same black bikini I wore for Mr. Michael. Like the first time, my dick grew instantly pressing against the soft material. I ran my hands over my bottom absently as I went to Miss. Brenda.
"Oooh, johnnie. Aren't you the pretty boy?"
She ran her hand over my bottom and gave me a hard spank which made me jump a little. Her hand eventually found my erection. "Cute. Your clitty is telling me she likes being in panties."
"Would you like to see mine, johnnie?"
"See your what, Miss. Brenda?"
"Why, my panties, of course."
"I'd better not. Miss Lois forbids me to look even at pictures of naked women."
"I said my panties, not my pussy. Would you like to see my panties?"
"If it's okay, yes."
"Jokes on you. I'm not wearing any. Lois said Derrick was having a friend drop in to give you a nice big cock to nibble on. I want to be ready in case he wants some pussy."
"Yes ma'am. I understand."
"It's a shame you won't be there to watch him fuck me like you do when Derrick fucks Lois."
Her teasing went on for a while until she tired of her game. Order us a pizza for delivery, johnnie," Miss. Brenda said not looking away from the TV.
Nearly 30 minutes later there was a knock on the door. "Better get that before it get's cold, johnnie."



"Like this?"
"Like how?"
"Like in panties."
"Yup."
The young man looked as if was in shock to see a male in panties, holding out a 20 and telling him to keep the change.
"He'll suck your dick if you want," Miss Brenda hollered over the blaring television set.
"I'm good," the delivery man laughed as he hurried back to his car.
Miss. Brenda came up behind me as I was getting dishes for us and reached around to feel my dick. "Uh huh. Just like I figured. You like people seeing you in panties, you little pervert."
We ate but hardly in silence. There was no conversation except what was playing on the TV Miss. Brenda was glued to.
I busied myself waiting for Derrick's friend to show up. He never did and Miss. Brenda was not a happy camper. "Here I thought I'd have a nice big black cock to keep me company and what do I get? I get a panty wearing cock sucker with no cocks for him to suck to keep me company."
"Um, Miss Brenda, I could stay alone if you want to leave."
"You'd like that, wouldn't you? I wouldn't be gone for ten seconds and you'd have your little dick in your little hand jacking yourself to some porn on your computer. No. Lois specifically said for me to make sure you keep your hands away from that boner in your panties."
She actually giggled say the last part and I hope she cheered up somewhat.
Nothing on TV seemed of interest to her as 10 PM rolled around. "Oh how I'd love a nice massage right about now. Shame you aren't allowed to see my body."
I went to the guest room to get away from Miss. Brenda. I never thought she was mean and never knew she could be so annoying. I guess she needed a real man that night.
I turned out the light and tried to go to sleep when Miss. Brenda came in, turned on the light and sat on the bed. "I'm sorry I've been so short with you, johnnie. Maybe we can be friends."
She pulled the sheet down to my thighs and put her hand on my dick through my panty and began to tease me. "I bet this feels good on your little sissy dick."
Miss Brenda bent over and blew hot air on me there and moved her hand up and down.
It felt good to have someone other than me handling my dick and I began to move with Miss. Brenda's hand, humping in time with her movements.
"Feels good doesn't it, cock sucker?"
"Yes ma'am. It feels wonderful," I said breathing hard now.
""Does Lois's cock sucker want to cum for Miss. Brenda?"
"Yes, Please."
"Not tonight faggot," she laughed, stood, turned out the light, and closed the door as she left.
I couldn't wait for Lois to come back. This was going to be a lousy weekend.
I'll spare you the details of my two days with Miss. Brenda. Other than her name, there's nothing I'll miss about that evil bitch.
Lois came through the door looking much the worse for wear. She looked like she hadn't slept in days. She wore no make-up. Her hair was a mess. This was not the lady who left Friday.
"Don't ask, johnnie. Just get me a wine and draw me a bath."
I left Lois with Miss. Brenda, hoping for a good report.
I heard the door close and knew that Miss. Brenda had left. Thank God. I went to my lady and escorted her to the bathroom.
I helped my lady into the warm bath and asked if I could wash her.
"Please do baby. I'm spent."
I kept my questions to myself but noticed the tattoo on her left breast and nipple piercings. Otherwise, she appeared to be in one piece. I sure as heck didn't ask about what Miss. Brenda might have said.
"That feels good baby," Lois sighed as I gently washed her legs. She looked at me like she was seeing me for the first time. "johnnie, do you remember what you asked me before I left?"
"Do you mean about marrying me?"
"Yes, and yes. I will marry you if you still want me."
"You know I do, ma'am."
"Okay, let's cut the ma'am crap. If we're going to be wife and husband, you don't have to be formal unless we're entertaining people."
"Thank you, Lois."
"And those panties. If you want to wear them, it's okay with me. If you'd rather not, that's fine too."
I was surprised by how kind Lois was treating me. Allowing me to make the decision regarding my underwear was unusual, a rare event. It was a choice I was unprepared to make.
"Before you start making plans, johnnie, there's a DVD in my bag I want to watch with you. If, after seeing that video you still want me, I'll be surprised."
"What's on..."
"Hush now. When I'm ready, we'll watch the DVD together and talk afterwards."
After her bath, I dried my lady and put her to bed. She was out instantly.
I woke her for work the next morning and she woke with a smile. "There's my baby boy."
The drive into DC was as usual, we listened to the radio and didn't really say much. Once in the garage, we kissed and went to our work areas, promising to meet for lunch.
Lois was quiet during lunch, unlike in the past or even last week. I wondered what had happened besides the nipple rings and tattoo but held my tongue.
At home that evening Lois told me to go to her bag and get the DVD. "I want you to see what I did and what they did for me and to me, johnnie."
"Was it bad?" I asked as I went to fetch the video.
"You be the judge, baby." Losi had removed her clothes and was absntly carressing her new tattoo.
The video opened with Lois and Derrick walking down a corridor in their hotel. Derrick had a leather collar on Lois's neck attached to a leash he held. She was wearing her new bikini but not as it was designed to be worn. The tiny top was pulled down under her breasts. The bottom was wedged between the lips of her pussy.
There was noise, many voices which made it difficult to hear what was being said.
"Pause it here, johnnie."
What you hear was cheering and name-calling. Stuff like, here comes Derricks slut and white whore. Stuff like that. Okay, hit play."
Someone in the hall shouted for Lois to get on her hands and knees. Derrick walked her like a dog through a crowd of black men and women.
The only faces on the video that were visible were of Derrick and Lois.
The back of a man appeared in front of Derrick, and I saw a large wad of bills handed to Derrick and the leash passed to the man who had given Derrick the money.
He led her, still on her hands and knees down the hall.
One woman straddled Lois, sitting on her back facing the man with the leash. As Lois crawled, the woman removed Lois's bikini bottom and began to spank her big ass. I could see Lois getting turned on. Having her huge rear end spanked is a favorite of hers.
She was directed to crawl into a suite where she was placed on her back on the coffee table.
Except for the parting of spectators that allowed for the recording, she was surrounded by men, all of whom were naked, and all had beautiful large cocks.
Some woman squatted over Lois's face, placing her pussy over Lois's mouth. I watched my lady hold the large brown ass in her hands but couldn't see her face as she licked the pussy that she'd been offered.
I noticed that when it was impossible to keep faces other than Lois's out of the scene, there was a black stip that had been placed, post filiming over those who might have been otherwise indentified or recognized.
I looked beside me at Lois who was watching intently and caressing her pussy.
I saw my lady get her breasts pierced and small silver rings attached. A naked man walked up to her and gave her some powder to snort. I couldn't hear what he said over the constant background talking and music but whatever he said, Lois smiled and nodded.
He knelt beside my woman and commenced to tattoo her breast. Because the process was slow, the videographer stopped recording. After the nano second pause, Lois was sitting up showing the spade tattoo with the "Q" in the middle. "Now you have to earn it, bitch," someone said loud enough to be distinguished over all the noise.
I could tell that some were clapping as their applause was heard over the background noice.
I watched as they descended on my lady like locusts. Lois was fucked in her mouth, her pussy, and her big ass. I didn't try to count the many men and women who used her, fucked her, had her suck and eat them. I winced a couple times seeing her being used and abused and passed around..
Even as the orgy continued, Lois's face was the only one that had not been muted out of focus or masked. And not once did she look like she was being forced into anything.
The scene that stood out from all the others was when she was on her knees with two big black cocks, one in each hand. She smiled for the camera and alternated between sucking one and then the other. Both men covered her face with prodigious amount of sperm. Lois used their cocks to gather the thick sauce and licked it off.
Her sweat and sperm covered body was aglow and I could see that Lois was in her element.
She was made to crawl into the bathroom where she was directed to get in the tub.
Instead of bathing her, I watched as several men gave the woman I love golden showers. Lois's face was turned up, her eyes closed as the men made sure to soak her face and hair for the video. I watched Lois run her hands over her body as if rubbing their urine in. To my amazement, She was positioned to make her well fucked pussy available. Lois lened back, raised her hips and spread her legs. Sperm oozed from her wide open gash. Two streams of piss could be seen washing over her cunt as she shivered through an orgasm to much laughter of the spectators.
At this point, Lois climbed up and straddled my face. No words were necessary. I licked her to one orgasm after another as she literally fucked my face.
"God, johnnie, that was hot."
"Me or the weekend?" I asked.
"Both, baby. I wish you could have been there to clean me. They fucked me so hard and so,good, baby, I was over flowing with cum."
"And the tattoo, Lois? Was that how you earned it?"
"Yep. Aren't you proud of me? I never fucked so many men and ate so much pussy ever before that evening. It's nearly finished, johnnie. Play the rest."
I watched as Lois went from her golden showers to an actual shower, her every move being recorded. Then, after drying herself, she went back to the large living area. From man to man she went, kissing their cocks and thanking them for a wonderful time.
The video faded to back as she walked naked down the hall. her collar still in place, the leash trailing behind.
"Did Mr. Derrick set this up?
"He did."
"Did you know about it?"
"I did. Look johnnie, you have to decide now whether you still want to marry me. You need to know that I went into that knowing it was going to be made into DVD's that would be sold in certain stores and online."
"Uh huh. Damn."
"So what's it going to be, baby? You still want a Queen of Spades for a wife?"
I looked at Lois who had an unsure look on her face. I leaned over and kissed her new tattoo. "Does that answer your question?"
She hugged me and we kissed like the lovers we are. "Shall I have you call Michael, johnnie?"
"Ma'am?"
"I think I would like my future wife to have a gender reassignment, go-go dancing in a gay bar, turning tricks, and earning her very own tattoo."
I looked into her eyes and she in mine. "I'll get the phone, ma'am."
Your comments and emails are appreciated.
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The battery in my tablet died and I couldn't find the charger. I was in the middle of a story on Literotica and had to see what happened to the main character after he started fighting back against his cheating wife and her lover. I walked upstairs and yelled, "Hey, Sheila, can I use your laptop for a few minutes?"
She yelled from the bedroom upstairs, "Yeah. Just don't close any of my windows."
I grabbed her laptop off the desk and went back to my mancave.
She always had too many windows open, and it annoyed me. I made the mistake of closing them once and I was told in no uncertain terms that I lost her progress on some online course she was taking.
I typed in her pin number and opened a dozenth browser window. I typed in 'lit' and was surprised when it auto filled to Literotica. I was further amazed when it was already signed into her works page. I had no idea my wife knew what it was, nor that she was a writer on my favorite stories site. I looked at her list of stories and almost threw up my lunch. Her username was DelilahQoS, and her stories were all Loving Wives stories.
I opened a few and they were hot wife/cuckold stories. I couldn't reconcile what I was reading with my wife's boring high school English teacher life. "What the fuck?" I whispered as I read a story where the main character Delilah was cheating on her husband with a player from the local college basketball team she was tutoring. My wife tutored for the college in real life.
The description of the fictional Delilah matched my wife in exact detail all the way down to the tattoo she had on her mons of a black spade with a D in the middle of it. She told me that the 'D' was for Danny; I'm Danny. She got the tattoo just six months before. I wasn't a fan of it and asked why not a heart? She said she chose a spade because she liked the look of it better.
After reading about it in the story, it didn't sit right with me, and I googled for the significance of a spade tattoo and almost threw up in my mouth. One of the hits was for 'queen of spades.' Which was a married woman who preferred to fuck black men. Then it hit me. DelilahQoS. Delilah Queen of Spades. I feared the worst.
I must have skimmed through half of the thirty stories she wrote, and they all had her meeting men through tutoring or at her monthly trip to the dance club two towns over. Her story vividly described how her wimp, limp-dicked husband waited for her to come home from her monthly book club, where he thought she and her friends read steamy romance trash and drank wine. In reality, they went to the club and picked up various men. They would then either have sex in the bathroom, backseat, or as in her five-part "Delilah and the Boys" series, gangbangs in a hotel room. She made it a point to tell how she was always home by eleven so her cuckold husband could eat the cum out of her well-fucked pussy.
I couldn't keep it in my mouth at that point. I had to rush out the patio door to vomit all over my grass.
I thought back to the book club night from the previous week. She came home at eleven as usual and tried to wake me to have sex with her. I was tired and a little drunk from my own evening out with the boys and turned her down. She was pissed, but the next morning was fine.
I couldn't believe my loving wife was a 'Loving Wife.' I set the laptop down and walked upstairs to the bedroom. She was in the shower, so I grabbed her cell phone off the charger and put her passcode in. I knew all her passcodes. We didn't have any secrets. As far as I knew anyway. That was a lie.
I took the phone downstairs and looked at her recent texts. There wasn't anything out of the ordinary, so I looked at her photos. I didn't see anything off there either. I snooped around and found a folder that had pictures in it.
My marriage was over.
There were pictures and videos of her and her friends having orgies with black men. Well mostly black men. Her black friend Vanessa was fucking white guys. I didn't bother to find out if there was an entry in the Urban Dictionary for that.
I couldn't figure out how to send a large folder like that to my phone, so I just uploaded it to my google account. I walked upstairs and found her drying her hair in the bedroom.
She said, "What are you doing with my phone?"
I tossed it to her and said, "Ending our marriage, Delilah."
"Danny, wait!" she shouted as I walked downstairs. "Did you find my stories? They're just stories, Danny. Wait!"
I grabbed my keys, and she caught up to me. She grabbed my shoulder and spun me around. "They are just stories. Fantasies. I swear to God, I'm not cheating on you."
I looked at her wrapped in towel then ripped it away from her body. "Nice tattoo. D for Delilah, cute."
She dropped to her knees and started sobbing. I started the car and backed away from my marriage.
We didn't have kids, so the divorce wasn't technically complicated. I waited until it was final before I gave the videos of her screwing the students she tutored to the college. They fired her. I gave the Superintendent of her school district the video of her screwing her Principal. I'm not sure if they fired her or asked her to quit, but she no longer had a job there.
The boyfriends and husbands of her friends were thankful when I sent them the videos featuring their significant others. I was actually surprised when one of the husbands thanked me for the videos because she never let him see any of her exploits. I shook my head at that one. To each their own, I guess.
I never posted them on the internet or anything. Being rid of her and ruining her friends' marriages was enough for me. The only incident I had was once when I was leaving a bar there were a couple of black guys waiting for me by my car. I didn't even ask them what they wanted. I surprised them by kicking the first one in the nuts as I walked up. While he was on the ground the other tried to punch me. It hurt when it hit my shoulder, but he hurt worse when I used his momentum to push his head into the side of the truck next to my car.
I got out of there before they got up and never let them tell me what they wanted. I wasn't that interested anyway. I was moving on.
Six months later, our divorce was final.
I was shocked at the number of texts, calls, and emails she sent me. She fought all the way until it was final. I thought I'd have to go through counseling, or she would file motion after motion to delay, but reality isn't like the stories I read.
Delays cost money she didn't have, and our state didn't have any requirements to be separated or to show there was an effort to make the marriage work to allow the divorce to proceed. I didn't even have to appear for the final court date.
Getting her fired didn't make me feel better though, all it did was give me something to tell all my friends that wanted me to get revenge on her. After a while, we stopped talking about it.
***
Two years after I caught her, I was sipping a latte as I normally did on Saturday morning in a little pastry café I enjoyed. My notifications dinged, and I saw I received an email from a sender I didn't recognize. They sent me a link to a story DelilahQoS wrote. It was called, "A Great Man Crushed."
I'd never stopped thinking of her. One could say I was hung up on her and couldn't let her, or the love I had for her, go.
I didn't let my life spiral out of control or anything crazy. I went to work. I didn't drink myself to death or eat like shit. I kept working out. I carried on with my life an all the important ways except one; I didn't date.
I clicked the link to the story, but instead of reading it, I clicked on her works page. She hadn't authored any stories since I caught her, except for the new story. I opened it and took a bite of my croissant.
After reading the first three pages describing how we met, fell in love, and got married, I almost stopped out of boredom. Seriously, who wants to read three pages of set up, even if it was my own life? Hell, that was probably worse on some level.
The story got interesting in our fifth year of marriage. That would have been eighteen months before I found out about her double life.
She described how the first time she cheated happened because of getting drugged by one of the basketball team's players she tutored for the college. After that first time, she was blackmailed to continue with him and his teammates and friends. After a few times she found that she enjoyed the elicit sex, being treated like a slut, and making videos with her lovers.
She got caught up in the fetish world of being a hot wife, and her friends, to her initial shock, supported it and became participants of their own.
She began to watch interracial porn and got turned on by the thought of being a "queen of spades," so she got the tattoo, which fueled her fantasy desires even more. According to the story, she never stopped loving her husband, but the illicit sex was too much of a thrill to stop.
I put my tablet down and wiped a tear from my eye. Reading about how the love of my life spiraled herself out of control hit me square in the feels.
I read on where she described getting caught and the subsequent divorce. The story ended where she was considering ending her life after she drank one final cup of her ex-husband's favorite coffee. She couldn't live without the man she disrespected so much.
I suppose it was a reflex reaction, but I jumped up and looked around the café. I didn't see her anywhere until I went to sit back down. I glanced out the window and saw her sitting on a park bench across the street.
We made eye contact, and she took a drink out of the cup in her hand. I watched the tears fall down her cheeks as she stood and tossed the cup into a garbage can a few feet away.
I was staring at her walking away when a semi-truck drove in front of my view. When it passed, she was gone.
I ran across the street along the direction she was headed, desperately searching for her. I didn't know if she was serious about contemplating suicide and that story was her note, but I wasn't going to take the chance.
I looked all over but didn't see her anywhere. I stopped at the end of the park and looked all around one last time and sat down dejected.
"I wondered what you would do," she said from behind me.
"I almost didn't read it," I said without turning around. She came around the bench and sat knelt in front of me. I looked away.
She begged, "Will you please talk with me? Just for a few minutes. There's so much I have to say, and..."
She started sobbing, still on her knees. The passers by barely showed concern as they walked on.
"Please sit. You're making a scene."
She sat, and I was afraid to look at her. I didn't want to know how I'd react to looking into her eyes. Being so close to her was problematic enough for my state of mind.
"Danny, can we go somewhere and talk?"
I exhaled a breath I didn't realize I was holding, and said, "Why now? Why after 2 years?"
"I tried to talk to you the entire time we were divorcing. You ignored me. After the divorce, I figured I'd let you move on. I felt I owed you that."
"But?" I snarled.
"I've been watching you come her every Saturday for over a year. I watch you from that bench where you saw me today, and every week I cry for you. I see how sad you are, and I know I caused that, but there are things I need to tell you. Things you have to know."
"So, this whole thing was just a ploy to get me to talk with you? The story? The suicidal thoughts?"
"No, well, maybe. I wasn't going to do anything today; I've thought about it many times though. I had to get your attention. I'm sorry to have been so dramatic."
I stood and didn't look at her when I said, "I'll think about it."
I walked away, leaving her on the bench.
***
The following Saturday, I walked to the same café at the same time as usual. I had thought about not going, or even going somewhere else, but I was curious to see if she'd be there again.
As I walked, I looked around me. It was only a three-block walk from my apartment to the café, I wondered if she were stalking me or just 'met' me there each week. I didn't see her.
When I approached the café, I looked at the bench across the street and she wasn't there. I was surprised at my feeling of disappointment at that. I wondered how I would've felt if she were there.
When I got in line for my coffee, the clerk nodded her head towards the seats. I looked over and saw Sheila sitting with two coffees at my regular table.
My heart raced as I walked towards her. She looked good. Her hair shorter than she used to wear it but looked good on her. She had applied minimal makeup as usual for her. She always looked good without it.
She wore shorts that showed her legs; she always knew that was my favorite feature of hers. The finishing touch of her efforts was the concert t-shirt. Queen was always one of my favorite bands, and I bought her that shirt when we were dating.
I sat, and she slid one of the coffees my way.
"Latte with a double shot. I hope that's how you still take it?" she asked.
I nodded.
"Did watching me from across the street feel too much like stalking, now that I knew about you?"
She shrugged, "I didn't hear from you. I wondered if you were receptive to our talk?"
"It's your talk, Sheila. I don't really have anything to say to you."
"Fair enough. Will you listen if I tell you some things?"
I thought about it for a moment and said, "You have until I finish my coffee."
"Thank you, Danny. First, I want you to know that I never, not once, came home and made you eat me out after being with someone else. That was something I made up for the stories, the people that read them seemed to like it when the hot wife did that."
"Sure," I said. I didn't believe her, but I suppose she didn't have a reason to lie at that point.
"Second, when you found those stories, I hadn't done anything in a few months. I stopped because I had an epiphany about what I was doing to you. I know it was too little too late, but I did stop."
I sipped my coffee and waited for her to continue. I wasn't sure I believed that either.
"What I said in the story was true. The first time, I was drugged, and it continued because I was blackmailed. To my eternal shame, I did start to enjoy it, and I did get caught up in that lifestyle. I created the Delilah persona to cope with what I was doing to you. If it wasn't me doing it, I wasn't hurting you."
"That's bullshit."
"I know, God! I know. I wish I'd never started writing the stories. That just fueled my desires to continue, but, Danny, not everything in those stories was true. I only had one orgy with my friends. That was when I realized I had to stop. It was going too far."
"The tattoo was going too far, Delilah."
"Please don't call me that. I know I deserve it, but I can't bear to hear it from you."
I shrugged and took a larger gulp of the hot latte.
"You don't know how sorry I am for doing it. I wish to God I told you as soon as that first guy drugged me and made me do it again. I'm so sorry I didn't."
"Yeah? Well, I'm sorry I married you."
It was a shitty thing to say, but I wasn't in the mood for kindness.
She started crying and said, "I had the tattoo removed. I wanted to do it while we were still married, but I couldn't figure out a way to do it without you getting suspicious. I mean..."
"Yeah, you must have got a great laugh out of that every time you looked at it. Stupid Danny, believing it was his initial."
"I never thought you were stupid. I never..."
"No, you just thought of me as the wimp with a limp dick."
"I told you that stuff wasn't how I thought of you. It was part of the fantasy to make the stories hotter."
I laughed, "Prove it."
She hung her head, and whispered, "I wish I could make you believe me. I loved you then and still love you now."
I took the last sip of my coffee and stood.
"That's the thing, Sheila. For all this time, I've been hung up on what I lost. The wife you were for the first few years. That woman is gone, and I can see that now. You can never be that woman again."
"Danny..."
"No, it's true. Physically, you're the same. Well, except for the scar from where the tattoo was. Hell, even if there weren't a scar, I'd always know what was once there. You've changed, Sheila. You aren't the sweet, confident woman you were before. You're a broken shell put back together with glue. All the pieces are in place, but the cracks are still visible."
She looked at me, and for a moment I saw defiance register in her eyes, but in a flash it was gone.
"I've been in therapy, Danny. It's helping me see why I continued to do what I did. I know I can be that woman for you again. Please, let me try? Please, wait for me?"
I shook my head.
"No. I won't wait for you. The best I can do is remember you."
I walked out of the café and didn't look back.
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It was a beautiful sunny day, the skies were clear almost no cloud in sight.
I could see for miles and miles through my little air plane window.
I can't wait to get home, to my perfect wife. I has missed her so much during my business trip, i was gone for much longer than planned.
I work for a big multinational in a very specific branch, There are only 3 people in the country that can do what i do.
There was a major emergency on the other side of the country, My 2 colleague's and i both have a massive part of the country under our care. The are i was responsible for was no-where near the crisis. But i still got the call.
The colleague responsible for that territory had fallen terribly ill just a couple of days before, as normal protocol the closest of us three would then make a visit to the multiple plants to check everything.
My colleague Bill was the back-up he checked the first 2 but then had a car accident where he broke his leg.
They didn't call me until the crisis had begun.
It took us two and a halve months to regain control over the situation, after the two and a halve months i was relieved by my original colleague who had recovered from his illness.
This whole ordeal had given me a massive bonus but i didn't see my wife for way too long.
She had no idea i would be coming home. I didn't know i would be going home until this morning.
Now i had a month off, and I was looking forward to it.
My big luggage would be delivered home a couple days later but that was fine.
I was exiting the taxi with only my backpack.
While walking up our driveway i was admiring our house. It was big and secluded, not a mansion or anything but well above average.
Perks of the job I call it.
I was becoming quite horny. A few months away from you wife is not something i enjoy doing, especially a horny wife like mine. We are both 32 years old and have a very active sex life.
My wife Kelly is quite a horny person. Normally we have sex at least 1 time a day.
She always keeps surprising me when we have sex.
I was looking forward to surprise her this time.
It was almost noon and it was a beautiful day. I heard bird chirping and was treasuring the moment, when i realised there were quite a few cars in the driveway.
There were 7 or 8 cars parked neatly on our driveway. I couldn't see our cars but they should be in the garage. I noticed that of the cars parked there was 1 brand new Audi SQ8 and the other cars were quite run down.
The house looked quiet but i couldn't see through the windows as the curtains were closed.
As i enter through the extra garage door i softly hear the countdown of the alarm.
I entered my code and turn the alarm off. I look into the log to see when it was turned on. I see the entry was made at 5.30 PM.
Maybe the neighbours had a massive party and people parked in our driveway?
I was getting a bit annoyed at the idea because I found it quite rude.
I walked into the hallway and hanged my coat on the coat rack.
What was that smell?
It smelled weird, a combination of something.
I walked into the living room and was taking by surprise. There had been a party going on. The place was quite a mess, empty bottles of beer and liquor.
And a ashtray that the remnants of a couple of blunts in them.
That was the smell, Alcohol and weed.
But what the hell was going on? Who had a party here? If no-one left were is everyone? Maybe Kelly had an explanation?
I make my round downstairs and don't find anything interesting, I decide to go upstairs.
When i arrive at the base of the stairs a notice a lot of shoes.
I quickly count and realise there a 12 pairs of shoes here.
Men shoes.
Why would there be so many shoes here?
And only men's?
As i stand there contemplating at the base of the stairs i hear a door open upstairs and hear 2 men talking.
"My man, you have outdone yourself this time." and I hear the sounds of a handshake. "Thank you." the other guy says, "It wasn't easy but she resisted quite a bit at first. But after a 2 weeks I had her how I wanted her."
What?? This didn't sound good.
I quietly crawled the stairs and saw the 2 guys walking towards the other end of the hallway.
They looked very alike.
Big muscled, sweaty, black and naked.
Very black and very naked.
"I am going a in for a new round."
"Don't forget your mask, the recording is still going."
One of them puts on a ski mask and opens the door to our master bedroom.
The other guy walks into our home office.
When the door opens i hear sound that make my knees weak and my heart break.
It begins with very distinguished noises of hard fucking. Very hard fucking.
Then I hear two voices, first a male then a female voice.
"Hey baby, are you ready for my cock?" I hear a low deep voice say.
"Yes Daddy." My wife moans.
"You know what to say slut, say it to the camera."
"I Kelly Williams am a whore for Big Black Cock."
I fall to my knees.
"This is the 7th round in my audition to be marked as a true Queen of spades"
Then the door closes and i just hear muffled screams of ecstasy.
The sensible thing to do would be to leave.
But sensible had flown out of the window when i heard my wife talk.
It wasn't just talking, you could hear the anticipation in her voice.
She wanted it.
She needed it.
The way that guy on the hallway talked it didn't sound like she had consented to this.
But she definitely wanted it now.
"Who the fuck is this white boy!" I hear someone yell.
While deep in my thoughts i hadn't seen or hear him coming.
Fuck, i try to scramble and get out of here.
Before i can reach the bottom of the stairs a massive pair of hands as pulled me back up. The guy that is holding me is massive. He towers over me and is completely nude. He looks like he as been doing a marathon, he has i suddenly think.
He has done a marathon on my wife.
This guy just got out of our bedroom.
I notice his still massive cock and it is covered in cream.
My wife's pussy cream. I never make her pussy cream like that.
While I'm still looking at it I can see him still leaking cum from his cock.
"You like what you see white boy?" He grins.
He drags me without much effort through the hallway.
Thinking we were going to the master bedroom, I was surprised to get pushed into our home office. There sits a big handsome muscular guy in his boxer sitting in my office chair. I hear sounds of porn in the room coming from my pc.
"I found this guy snooping around." The massive guy behind me tells him.
"Oh fuck." The guy in the chair has a massive smile on his face.
"Are you Marc?" he asks me.
I tell him, "I am."
"Alright alright alright." he smiles while getting up from his chair.
"It seems like you have caught the husband of our new whore" He proudly tells the other guy.
"No way, That hot piece of ass i married to this guy?"
"Yeah, she told me all about him."
"My name is Jamal." He tells me with his arms wide while he stands up from the chair.
I feel like this is the main guy, he is the reason behind all this.
"As you might have noticed we are quite busy at the moment." And he pushes me into the office chair. I fall back into the chair and Jamal turns me towards the monitors.
It wasn't a porno he was watching. It was the live feed from the camera in the next room.
My heart jumps. There she is, my lovely wife, on the monitors.
She was on all fours getting fucked doggy style by a skinny black guy with a massive cock. Hearing the sounds she was making she was on her way to a orgasm.
Her black hair was in a ponytail being pulled by the masked guy fucking her.
There were multiple camera's. One on her face, one from the side, and one from behind on an angle. I could see on her face that she was in bliss. Her mind was in sexual heaven.
My wife was fully nude with the exception of a pair of very sexy high heels and a choker. The front view camera showed that it said "BBC OWNED".
"Yeah take it all in." Jamal says "Look at your pretty wife being a black owned slut."
"She had a surprise for you, if you look carefully you can spot it."
"Try the second camera." He suggests
Camera #2 was the side angle.
With every thrust and pull back you could see that massive cock fucking her. Every time her ass would jiggle together with her boobs.
The boobs looked a bit bigger didn't they? They seemed a bit fuller.
Then I noticed her belly, she had eaten a lot.
She was really bloated, it did happened sometimes. After we had dinner she would look like she was 3 months pregnant.
...
Pregnant? It was noon so i wouldn't expect her to have eaten a full dinner.
Also the growth in her boobs. We have been trying for a child the last couple of months. And our last time was a month before i suddenly had to leave.
So that was 3 months ago.
Was she pregnant with our child??? I felt really ill and ready to pass out.
Everything went black.
"I think, you may have figured it out." Was said but it did not register.
Slowly my eyes began to open. Where was I? What had happened?
Then I heard the sounds again. The sound of someone being fucked.
I regained focus and noticed I was in my home office.
The live feed still going strong. My wife was fucking 2 guys.
One was under my wife and the other was in doggy style position behind her.
Again I felt sick. On camera #3 I could see she was being fucked in her pussy and ass at the same time. It felt like this wasn't the first time.
I looked at camera #1 focused on my wife beautiful face.
Her ponytail again being held so she would maintain eye contact with the camera.
She was moaning loudly. She was soaking wet, her hole body red from heat generated by her body. Her hair was sticking to her face.
She looked like she had been fucking for hours. The door opened and Jamal peeked his head inside.
"Good, you're awake again"
He walked in and sat in a chair across of me.
"She looks good huh? Premium piece of ass"
"Premium? She is my WIFE!" I yell at him.
Jamal is not impressed at all.
"Yes, premium ass. You have no idea how much I am earning here"
"Earning!?"
"Yes, you think all these brothers can fuck for free? They pay me"
I tried to get him, but soon realised i couldn't even stand up. I was fully tied down to the chair.
"Try all you want, white boy. I will prove to you that your wife ain't your wife no more."
Jamal stood up and walked to the door.
"WHY!?" "HOW!?" I cried at him.
Tears rolling down my cheeks.
"Why? Because I can. How? That wasn't so easy"
"I had noticed your wife a couple of months ago at the gym. That fine piece of ass was to good to let go. I did my research and found out where she lived. After like a month of waiting you left."
"When you didn't come home after a few days I rang the bell and introduced myself. Before she could do anything I was inside. That was the easy part. The difficult part was to corrupt your wife to become my slut"
"The first days was just plain rape. We had sex all day, slowly but surely her body started liking it, anticipating it, craving it."
"I never left. We stayed inside and fucked for 2 weeks, before we had a big break through. The rape turned into fucking after a few days but it was never really consensual. But then one morning i woke up to her sucking my cock"
"That was the day things turned around. She was lucky she was already pregnant at the time otherwise she would be pregnant now with my child."
"I have had her on a sexual high for 2 months now. I had her on the edge of orgasms for weeks but only allowed her to cum when she willingly fucked BBC."
"Then shit hit the fan. She wants to get fucked non stop. She has been really wanted to earn her mark."
"Her mark?"
"Yeah, She wants to show the world she is a Queen of spades."
"A what?"
"My guy, you don't know shit. A queen of spades a woman who only fucks black men."
"I....I.....I don't believe you"
Jamal starts laughing.
"Bro, This gangbang that has been going on for 10 hours was HER idea."
Her idea?? It can't be.
"No its not" I tell him, not ready to believe him.
"Watch" He says confidently. He walks out and closes the door.
On the live feed i can see him walking in.
He is also wearing a ski mask.
"Alright, time out" He orders.
Immediately the guys pull out and stand back.
"Baabee, not now!" My wife begs him.
"They were fucking me soo good." She moans as she starts playing with her pussy.
"Slave" Jamal says.
Immediately she sits upright. Camera #1 has the perfect close up her breaths and face. You can see her breathing heavily. Her face red and glistering with sweat.
"Yes master." She says.
"We are nearing the end of your Queen of spades initiation, we need you to declare your devotion for the last time now. When you have done that we go to the final."
"Yes master." she answers seriously.
"You know how, you may begin."
"Yes master."
"I Kelly Williams, am a Big Black Cock owned slave. Dreaming of becoming a true Queen of spades. When I am a QOS I will become shared property to ALL black men. They can use me as they please and I will never say no."
Her face is dead serious. She isn't joking, i can see it. There is so much dedication in her eyes. She means what she is saying.
"How are you going to show the world that you are a QOS?" Jamal asks her.
"I will be marked with multiple tattoos."
"You were allowed to choose yourself where you want them."
"Yes i was master, I have chosen the following."
"My ankle. A black Queen of spades symbol, so it always shows when wearing short shoes."
"Low on my right ass cheek,so that i shows when wearing a bikini. Again the black Queen of Spades symbol but now with a Q in it."
"Above my pussy. Will come your name master. Mark my pussy to be yours."
"As a tramp stamp i want it to say. BBC Slut. So every time i bend over everyone clearly knows what i am."
"I also know what jewellery I want"
"In my ears 2 small QOS symbols. A necklace with letters that says Queen of spades, i want to wear it going to the beach so it will show when I'm done tanning."
"Nipple piercings, belly button and clit. All with QOS Symbols."
"I dream of being a walking billboard for BBC"
"Slave, what about your husband? You are married. You are pregnant with his child."
Tears fill her eyes. "Yes I am, master"
"Does he satisfy you?"
"No master." she whispers with regret.
"What comes first, your husband and child or BBC?"
She lowers her head and mumbles something, the camera can't pick up what she said.
"Again but louder" Jamal orders her.
She raises her head and her eyes are filled with desire.
"Big Back Clock." She says.
"Answer me this, I will give a final out."
"Truly a way out. You will get up and meet your husband who is in the next room."
You can see the surprise in her face. Her husband is here?
Jamal beckons a guy over.
He has his tattoo kit with him.
"You have a choice right now. You say nothing and get up and this is over."
"Or...."
"You declare your status and will be marked, right now."
You can see the debate in her head. I don't understand why she doesn't just get up.
That decision should not have to take this long.
"I desire to be a Queen of spades, please mark me." She say feeling ashamed.
"This is truly what you desire?" Jamal asks her for the final time.
She nods and says "Yes master, I want to be a Queen of spades. But I do not wish to leave my husband."
"You want to be with your husband while being a QOS?" Jamal is surprised.
He did not see this coming.
"Yes master, I also want you to come live with us."
Jamal couldn't help himself and he starting smiling.
"Of course i will my slave."
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So the story begins when I attend a conference in California where I am to give a presentation on some of the research that I have been doing. My presentation is on the third day of the five day event so for the first two days I attended several of the meetings, went sightseeing a little bit and generally prepared for my presentation on the third day. I saw a few colleagues from other institutions and organizations and we have lunch and dinner.
My spouse did not attend because of his work obligations but he encouraged like always to use these conferences to network and to have dinners, etc., with colleagues and potential collaborators. He also encouraged me to get my hair and nails done and I took him up on it. My hair was my usual blonde and cut short and I guess to tease my husband a little bit, I had my nails done a nice shade of red. He loves red on my nails (I think I know why now) and I thought they looked pretty damn good.
On the day of my presentation I got up early, went over my presentation and got ready. I wore a nice skirt, not too short and heels with a silk blouse. Very professional outfit. On the way out the door of my hotel room, I checked myself in the mirror and gave myself an inner pep talk and headed out.
My presentation went well and it was pretty well attended for a conference of this size. After the presentation, I hung around and spoke to several attendees who stayed behind to ask questions and discuss the presentation.
I noticed out of the comer of my eye, a very tall, good looking African-American man, probably in his late 30's, waiting to talk to me. Once every one had left he made his way over and introduced himself.
"Hi, I am Tyler Logan, and I have been following your research since my post-doc days at Chapel Hill." He was now at another university in the northeast and was interested in maybe doing some work with you. I was impressed with his knowledge of my research and the papers that I had written and I could tell that he was an up and coming academic with a bright future. I also couldn't help notice that he seemed to be flirting with me a little bit and that he was extremely good looking.
Since it was about 4 pm now, he suggested that maybe he and I could get dinner if didn't have other plans and continue our conversation.
I stammered a little bit but agreed to meet at 6:30 p.m. in the hotel bar where we would have a drink and then get dinner at one of the many restaurants in the hotel. We exchanged phone numbers and bid each other goodbye until later. I felt a little tingle on my skin and my face felt liked it flushed a little as we shook hands and I noticed that his hands were big but smooth and that he did not wear a wedding ring.
I went back to my room to relax and get caught up on emails. When I got back, I could not stop thinking about this man I just met. Surely, he just wanted to have a professional dinner and discussion. I know that is what I was thinking, but what was he thinking? He was really quite charming and I felt instantly attracted to him. Of course my husband always teased me about having a fling at a conference and I never ever did such a thing at the many conferences that I attended but this was the first time I ever felt like if something like that was to happen it could be with Tyler.
My mind drifted to other things for a while and I didn't notice the clock. When I looked it up, it was 6: 15 p.m. so I started getting ready. I changed into jeans and a top and put on sandals to be more comfortable and after fixing my hair and makeup, headed out around 6:35 p.m., a little late but I am sure Tyler would be waiting.
When I got to the hotel bar I did not see Tyler so I sat at the bar and ordered a glass of wine. The bartender poured a large glass and I knew if I drank all of that without eating, I would be tipsy by dinner. In any event, the bartender put some pretzels and nuts in front of me and I snacked on them and drank my wine.
Tyler was late. I was beginning to think maybe he stood me up when at about 6:55 p.m. he came rushing in the bar, very apologetic. He had dozed off and had awoken about 10 minutes ago. He apologized profusely and I told him not to worry, I often ran late! I was also starting to get a little tipsy from the wine.
Tyler looked very good. Jeans, a nice fitting polo shirt and he smelled very good! He ordered wine and we drank and talked about our respective employers and our research interests. Very professional, nothing unusual. He told me that he had played basketball at a small college before pursuing his masters and doctoral degrees and that he had once been married for a few years to a college girlfriend while pursuing his advanced degrees. It during that time they realized they both wanted different things and ended up splitting.
He asked me how long I had been married and about kids etc. He said "well your husband is a lucky man to have such a smart and beautiful wife."
I blushed at the complement but thanked him of course and couldn't help noticing how he looked right into my eyes as we spoke and how he was so sweet and incredibly handsome. I told him that we probably should eat something before drinking anymore and that I was happy to eat at one of the hotels in the restaurant.
He asked the bartender for a recommendation and the bartender recommended the French bistro that had really good food, was a little livelier than some of the other restaurants and you did not need a reservation. So we paid the bill and went off to the bistro.
I felt a little intoxicated from the one glass of wine, but also turned on by this handsome, articulate man walking next to me. I thought to myself, well my husband always talked about me hooking up with a black guy, could this be it? I tried to put it out of my mind since that decision, if it was to be made, would be well down the road this evening.
The bistro was crowded and we had to wait for about 10 minutes for a table. When we finally got seated, it was at a small table where we had to sit relatively close to each other. The closeness of our seats only increased the physical tension in the air, at least for me and it seemed like for Tyler too.
Once we were seated and the waiter took our drink orders our conversation continued about work, research, politics, hobbies, etc. It was an incredibly stimulating conversation and I was so engrossed in the conversation, I did not notice my phone ringing.
Tyler pointed to it and I picked it up quickly. It was my husband. "Hi honey, yes, I am out to dinner with a colleague. Yes, the presentation went well and I'll tell you more about it tomorrow." I hung up the phone and Tyler was looking at me. I said "just my husband."
Tyler said "is he is ok with you having a dinner with another guy?" I said that is was fine.
"He is very cool about those things and he always tells me that I need to do more socializing at these conferences." As I said this, I could only help but think that my husband's fantasy might actually come true tonight.
Dinner was great. The food was very good and the conversation, which had become a little more playful was just as good. At one point, I laughed very hard at some joke Tyler had made and I put my hand on his forearm. A little jolt of electricity went through me into my loins as I touched his muscular arm.
Tyler said that he still played basketball a couple of nights a week at a gym and was an avid runner. He was definitely in shape. I could tell Tyler was also getting a little turned on as was I as his eyes seemed to roam a little bit more over my body and he reached out and touched my hand occasionally as he spoke. Wow, I was getting turned on.
We shared a bottle of wine with dinner and I knew that I did not need any more to drink, especially if I was going to keep my wits about me. We finished our dinner, had desert and paid the bill. Tyler insisted on paying and once the check was paid,
I could tell that neither one of us wanted the evening to end so soon. But I knew that I couldn't drink anymore. So he got up to go and Tyler said "Do you want to get a nightcap?"
I said that I really did not need any more to drink but I would be happy to accompany him to the hotel bar. He said, "Well, I probably don't need any more either, so maybe we should call it a night."
I was a little disappointed but maybe I would just have to wonder what might have been. So we walked to the elevators and got in.
We both went to push the button for floor 16 and laughed as we did. Tyler said "you are on 16 too?"
Yes, I said "quite a coincidence" and blushed a little bit. So we rode up to 16 and made some more small talk. We got off the elevator and walked towards our rooms. They were in the same direction in this rather huge hotel.
We got to my room first and I said "well this is my room, I had a great evening and it was such a pleasure meeting and getting to know you."
Tyler said "same here, and I am really interested in your research that you talked about today. Maybe we can collaborate on a paper."
I said "of course" and then out of the blue I said "why don't you come in for a minute and I will show you something that I have been working on that is related to it. I think it is great idea for a paper. I just have to pull it up on my laptop."
I had no idea where all of that came from, but I thought to myself, this might be it, so why not thrown caution to the wind and see where this goes.
So we went into my room and Tyler sat on the couch while I excused myself to go to the bathroom. I was very nervous but when I sat down and pulled down my panties to use the bathroom, I noticed that I was wet down there. Very wet. I hardly ever get like that before sex unless I am very turned on. Clearly, I was turned on by this handsome, articulate man in the other room.
I finished up and went out to the main room and you could cut the sexual tension with a knife. Tyler was sitting on the couch and I glanced at his crotch quickly. I can see a large bulge in his pants so I knew he was feeling it too.
I pulled out my lap top and sat down on the couch next to Tyler. I started to boot up the laptop when our knees touched. I didn't pulled away and neither did he. I thought, well, I guess this could be it!
As I was talking about the research and trying not to breath too hard as I was getting more excited, Tyler put his hand on my knee.
I turned to him and he said "I am incredibly turned on, but I will leave if you want me to."
I said "so am I, but I have never done anything like this before, so I am a little confused as to how this will go."
He said "let's just take it slow." With that, we started kissing. He was an amazing kisser. His tongue was doing incredible things and I was responding. I could feel that ache between my legs getting stronger. His hand slid up to my breasts and he started to tease my nipples through my shirt with his large hands.
I was getting so turned on and there was no turning back. I stood up and pulled Tyler up and pulled his shirt off. He look gorgeous. Very fit, smooth, dark skin and well endowed from what I could tell was going on in the front of his pants!
Tyler pulled off my shirt and I unclasped my bra as we continued to kiss. He rubbed my breasts and tweaked my nipples as they got harder than I can remember. He reached down and started to rub me through my pants and I reciprocated and started rubbing him. I could tell that his cock was big and it was already hard.
We moved to the bed where Tyler unzipped my jeans and slid my pants down. By now my panties were soaked and I was breathing heavily. He continued to rub me through my panties and I thought I might come right there. We continued to kiss and all I could think about was Tyler's big cock fucking me!
With a smooth move of his hand, Tyler removed my panties and I was naked in front of him. He slowly kissed his way down to my crotch. I had gone in and gotten waxed prior to the conference, again at the suggestion of my husband, and I was very well groomed and smooth down there except for a small strip of hair, the landing strip as some call it. I never was one for oral sex much, at least not on me for some reason, but Tyler's tongue was doing amazing things and I was about to come when I made him stop.
I said "I don't want to come yet, what can I do for you." He stood and I sat on the edge of the bed and unzipped his pants and pulled down his boxers. Out sprung this big, beautiful, black cock.
It stood straight out from his body and must have been a good 8-9 inches, maybe bigger. Not too thick but gorgeous. I hadn't seen one that big ever except in porn movies (well maybe once after college!).
I said "Can I suck on you"? I can't believe the words came out of my mouth but they did, I think because I was so turned on and I just wanted to suck that big beautiful big black cock. He said yes and I began to kiss and suck on the head, stroking his cock with both hands and licking up and down each side. His big cock felt so strong and powerful, I could hardly wait to fuck him.
He held my hair back so he could get a better look and he said "gosh, you look so beautiful sucking my cock, with your blonde hair, and those red nails running up and down my shaft, so hot!" I looked down at my hands wrapped around that big black cock and yes, those red nails looked so sexy against that long black shaft. I have to admit, the hubby was right again about the red nails!
As I got more and more turned on, I just kept sucking and while I could only take about 4 or 5 inches in my mouth, I could tell Tyler was also getting really turned on. I sucked on Tyler's big cock a few more minutes, but I really needed him to fuck me.
So I stopped and moved up on the bed and said to him, "Please fuck me with that big, beautiful cock." Tyler got until the bed and positioned himself between my legs, he pulled them apart and spread them wide and I was so open and wet just wanting him to fuck me with that beautiful cock.
I said "go slow, I am not sure that I can handle such a big cock." He assured me he would and rubbed his big cockhead up and down my slit and all over my clit. I was about to come, and I said, "please just fuck me."
Tyler then slowly slid that big cock into me. I was so wet from being turned on that I didn't need any lube. He slowly pushed his way in, first the head and then just a few inches, then about halfway, then almost all the way in. I felt full, but it was a good feeling. He said "you, ok?"
I told him that I was and I begged him to start fucking me. And to fuck me hard! He held my legs wide apart with his hands holding my ankles as he spread my legs wide and started slowly sliding that big cock in and out of pussy. Long, slow, deep strokes at first as I could feel that big cock slide all the way in and out. I looked down and I watched that big black cock just glistening as it slid in and out of me.
I was on the verge of orgasm when I told Tyler "fuck me hard, stop teasing me!" Tyler picked up the pace and started ramming that big black cock into me hard and fast, his balls slapping against my ass as I felt filled like never before. His cock's thickness was tantalizing my clit and I knew if I reached down and touched my clit, I will come instantly, so I held off to enjoy the good hard fucking Tyler was giving me. "Fuck me, fuck me with big blsck cock, ram it into me" I kept saying as Tyler pounded his big cock into me with an increasing pace.
There was a mirror across from the bed (well-placed by the hotel!) and I looked over and could see Tyler pulling that big black cock all the way out and shoving it all the way into me. It looked so hot as it glistened with my wetness and I the sight of him fucking me was so erotic I thought I would come just watching him fuck me. I said "that looks so hot in the mirror with your big cock sliding in and out of me."
Tyler looked over and said "yes, it does." And with that he slid his hands down to just under each knee and pushed me back so my ass was up off the mattress and he leaned forward and just pounded that big cock hard and fast into me, with his balls slapping my ass and turning me on even more. I was so turned on I knew it wouldn't be long and I was going to come. All of a sudden his big cock must have hit my G-spot and I exploded in orgasm. Waves and waves of orgasm crashing over my body.
My legs were shaking and I was screaming, "fuck me, fuck me". And I don't know if I squirted or what, but I drenched Tyler and myself with wetness from my now spasming pussy. The orgasm must have last 5 minutes and when I finally came down, I couldn't hold my legs up.
I knew that Tyler had not come yet so I asked, "What can I do for you?"
He said, "Can you get on top? I want you to ride me." l said of course and Tyler laid on his back with that beautiful black cock sticking straight up in the air.
I said "I can't wait to ride that big black cock. I try sometimes with my husband but he slips out because he isn't nearly as big as you." So I straddled Tyler and slowly slid that big black cock into my now drenched pussy. It felt so good and I had no trouble taking his length. I slowly worked up and down on his cock, savoring the penetration that his cock gave me.
Tyler reached up and played with my nipples, making them rock hard as I leaned back and rode that big cock. We fucked in this position for about 5 minutes, both catching our breath. I felt really sexy and although I didn't often get fucked this long by the hubby, I was going to keep going until I made Tyler have as great an orgasm as I did.
Feeling kind of naughty, l spun around facing away from Tyler and sat down on his big cock. The feeling was unbelievable as I leaned back and Tyler grab my legs and spread them wide apart. I can see his big black cock in the mirror just fucking me deep and hard and filling my pussy to the brim. It looked so hot, I thought was going to come againl I could feel another orgasm coming on. I never recall having more than one orgasm during sex before, but it looked like this time might be the first! Tyler plowed that big cock into me for about 5 more minutes and I was on the verge of another orgasm.
He stopped and said "can I fuck you from behind? I want to look at and hold that beautiful ass as I fuck you hard."
I said "of course!" and immediately got on my hands and knees and put on head down on the bed and put my ass in the air. I looked over in the mirror and it looked so erotic with Tyler behind me stroking that big beautiful black cock as he was about to enter me. Tyler slowly entered me from behind, taking his time sliding his big cock into me.
I really couldn't resist and told him "stop teasing me, fuck me hard with that big black cock." With that, Tyler slid his big cock all the way in, hard and fast. It was a jolt as he got all the way in, but it still felt great. Tyler grabbed my ass on both sides and started fucking me hard and fast.
He also started using his finger to massage my ass. I love anal sex and this just turned me on even over. That near orgasm was almost upon me and I reached down and started rubbing my clit. It only took a few strokes and I exploded in another orgasm and thrust back hard into Tyler as he was fucking me. He sensed I was coming again and increased his hard fucking and I again drenched him with my wetness.
He said "wow, you are coming a lot, and are so wet! I love it." I looked over into the mirror and his big black cock was shiny and slick from my wetness and it looked amazing sliding into my wide open pussy.
Tyler continue to fuck me and play with my ass. I told him "your finger feels so good on my ass. You can put it in my ass if you go slowly."
Tyler didn't need any more encouragement. He used some of the juices from our fucking and slid his long finger slowly into my ass. It felt so good! He fucked me with long, slow strokes as he worked his finger into and out of my ass. Because his fingers were long and moving in and out and his cock was also fucking at the same time, it felt like I was getting double penetrated. My husband likes those movies where women are getting double penetrated, especially white women by black men. I occasionally find it to be a turn on but I never had been DP'd before but I thought this must be what it feels like.



Tyler continued to slide that big black cock in my pussy and my ass was getting more and more warmed up from Tyler's finger as it slid in and out. I really wanted him to fuck my ass but I wasn't sure if I could take him but the feeling was just amazing. I finally said, "Tyler, fuck my ass with that big black cock, just go slow."
Tyler said "are you sure?" I knew from the look in his eye that he wanted to fuck my ass with that big black cock! And I wanted him to do it!
I said "yes, I want your big black cock in my ass." Tyler slowly withdrew his cock from my pussy and placed it on the entry to my ass. He rubbed the head all around then entry to my ass, making it nice and lubricated with the juices from our fucking. Slowly he pushed the head in as he continued to hold my ass with a hand on each side.
I said "just go slow." The head of his big black cock pushed in and I felt my ass relax. It felt incredible. I had never felt so full. Slowly he pushed his cock in and withdrew it just as slow. A nice, slow tease.
I told him "go ahead, you can push in a little more.". So he started to push in more and more and eventually he was all the way in.
Tyler said "I am now balls deep in your beautiful ass. You should see how hot it looks and it feels amazing! Are you ok?"
I told him I was and I was fingering my clit again as I could hardly believe that I had taken that big black cock all the way in my ass. I said "fuck my ass, please fuck my ass with that big black cock." Tyler started long stroking his cock in and out of my ass and I continued to play with my clit. It felt so amazing, that big black cock just fucking my ass so deep. I couldn't believe how great it felt. I was on the verge of coming again and I said "please fuck my ass with that big black cock, fuck me hard."
So Tyler increased his pace and I furiously rubbed myself to a third mind blowing orgasm, screaming as I came, "fuck my ass, fuck it with that big black cock!" When the orgasm finally subsided, I was spent. I could hardly hold myself up. But Tyler still had not come. I told him, "I want you to come, how do you want to come?"
He said "I want to come in your ass." I rolled unto my back and spread my legs wide. Tyler put a pillow under my ass and spread my legs far apart. He slowly slid his big cock back into my ass and I shivered from the intense feeling. Slowly he began fucking me again and gradually was running that long cock all the way in to my ass. By this time I was almost delirious from having had three orgasms and I just watched Tyler's big cock fuck my ass long and deep.
Finally, he tensed and he let out a low scream and I felt his big cock pulsate and shoot streams of come into my ass. He kept going for at least 2-3 minutes when he finally collapsed on the bed next to me. He said "you are amazing, I don't think I have ever come like that before."
I was completely and utterly exhausted from the hour we had been fucking (although it seemed like 3 hours) and I said "you are amazing too. I can't believe your stamina."
After a few minutes, I went off to the bathroom to clean up. I could hardly walk but my pussy and ass were so on fire! After cleaning up, I came back in and Tyler had dozed off. I crawled in bed and pulled the covers up to my chin. I felt guilty, but I knew that my husband had always fantasized about me getting fucked by someone with a bigger cock than his (often a black guy) and seemed to encourage it at times. So I guess my guilt was a little less pronounced as I knew he would have encouraged me to fuck Tyler's big black cock if I had the chance. I fell fast asleep, exhausted from all of that amazing fucking.
I awoke the next morning and Tyler was still asleep. I went off to the bathroom and came back and looked under the covers at Tyler's amazing manhood. I couldn't believe it! He was hard! I slowly moved my hand to stroke his big cock and put my head under the covers to give the head a few licks. Tyler started to stir and I kept stroking and licking his cock. I don't know what had gotten into me but his cock was so gorgeous I just had to play with it.
Soon he was awake and gave me a shy smile. "That was amazing last night and I see that you are getting me aroused once again!"
I laughed and pulled the covers back to expose his big black cock sticking straight up in the air, I was kneeling between his legs and stroking it with both hands and some pre-cum was already leaking from the head. I said "I'm too sore to take you in my pussy, but if you want to fuck my ass again, I think we might be able to do that."
With that I went to really sucking his big black cock, licking up and down the shaft and stroking it with both hands. I scooted to the side so Tyler could rub my clit which he did and started to make it wet all over again. I continued sucking and looked in the mirror and couldn't believe how erotic it looked with that big black cock in my mouth and my red nails stroking up and down the shaft.
Tyler was turned on too as he had me stop so as to not come. He maneuvered me on the bed so we were laying side by side with my back to him. He raised by leg in the air and rub some of his pre-cum and my wetness on my ass to lubricate it. Slowly he pushed against it and slowly the head popped in.
With Tyler holding my leg in the air he started to slowly fuck my ass in the spooning position. I had never been fucked in that position before and it felt amazing. Tyler then knelt with his cock still in my ass and me on my side. He kept fucking my ass from a kneeling position as he held my leg up and I fingered my clit. It felt incredible.
I said "that's it Tyler, fuck my ass with that big black cock, it feels amazing." With nice long and slow strokes, Tyler brought me to orgasm as I played with my clit. Shortly after I came, Tyler pulled his big cock out and shot copious amounts of cum all over my ass and back.
I have to say, watching him come on me like that was erotic as hell and it was a fantastic end to an incredibly hot and passionate night and morning.
After we recovered, Tyler said "so can we still collaborate on that research paper?" We both burst out laughmg.
I said "of course!". I also said "now I have to tell you that what happened last night and this morning was probably a one-time thing. My husband has always had this fantasy and it played out last night, I love him and would never leave him so I sort of don't know What to say. That said, you are an amazing lover and I can envision fucking you again, with my husband's permission this time and maybe him watching of course. In the meantime, we can be professional colleagues and maybe the chance will arise again and you and I can fuck each other's braind out."
Tyler smiled and said "you have Yourself a deal. I want to have a professional rela1tonship with you and fucking you will be icing on the cake!"
We then cleaned up and As he was walking out the door we engaged in a little passionate kissing and touching. As he left he said with a wink, "well your husband has himself a gorgeous Hotwife and sexy queen of spades!"
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Everyone was getting used to 'NEW' - Hannah was able to convince Mark to try again. They moved to the small college town where Scott was going to college. Back to the place where Tiffani had gotten Hannah bred by one of Scott's roommates. Courtney was furious but needed to focus on what was going on in her life. Jase and Seth decided to move out of the apartment. Jase went to an apartment with another quarterback and Seth moved in with one of the tight ends. Sean felt guilty, like his emotional meltdown was one step too far for his friends.
Sean called his mother and then his grandfather. They discussed the pros and cons of getting new roommates. His mother told him that he probably should, his grandfather said that rent was covered and to do what he wanted, but it might be nice to have a woman's touch around - but told him to not tell his mother.
Sean sent three texts that read, "Need to talk,noon at my apartment, I'm buying coffee, see you then?" The two replies came back almost simultaneously, "Sure". As Sean left class he walked through the July sun to the coffeeshop. He called his grandfather again and asked for some wisdom. For one of the few times in Sean's life his grandfather's advice was "RUN"
When Kayce texted back, he asked her to arrive at 11:45 if she could, which she confirmed that she could. At about 20 til she walked in the door and looked around and the barrenness of the place, "Where the hell is all of your furniture?"
Sean explained about Seth and Jase moving out and what the conversation today was about. Kayce laughed, "2 things there 2-ball, first - why the hell are you bringing me into this and second - what color roses do you want for your casket?"
Sean had purchased the 4 coffees, exactly like everyone wanted and took them to a table. At 2 minutes until 12 Courtney walked in, saw Sean and Kayce sitting around the small table and headed in.
"Hey babe, What's going on? Where are the guys? Who is the other coffee for?" she said and she cupped the mug in two hands and sniffed deeply of the roasted beans. Before she had finished appreciating the aroma of the coffee the door opened and Reagan stepped into the apartment, smiled softly at Sean, came to the table and started to reach for the other cup. Courtney stopped and looked at Reagan, and Reagan did the same. She rolled her eyes, "Well, I guess that answers that question."
Sean took a deep breath, "Courtney, this is Reagan. Reagan, meet Courtney." The two women watched one another carefully, almost like two lionesses circling one another waiting for the other to pounce. Sean interjected, "We need to talk."
Courtney interjected, "Why is she here?" Reagan just watched silently, taking full measure of the thin blonde.
Again he interjected, "Like I said, we need to talk. Let's talk about what you both know - you both know about me, you both know me, you both know about one another but you don't know one another. You both know Kayce. So, today, we are going to clear some things up."
He sipped his coffee, "Here is the truth that you both know - you both know that I have a relationship with other people. To a certain degree you have both accepted that fact in your own ways. That is not going to change - not today, not tomorrow, and if my grandfather is any indication, perhaps not ever."
Both girls were silent, watching Sean intently. He turned to Reagan, "Reagan, Courtney and I have known each other a long time. She was a JV cheerleader the year we won the state in football. She and I have been through a lot over time. Actually, up until a while ago she wore my collar - yes, in exactly the way you think. At this time nobody wears my collar officially."
He turned to Courtney, "Here we are Cort. You have decided this is where you want to be. I am giving you one last chance to leave." She stayed sitting. "I need to be honest, I wasn't sure we'd still be here after the past few weeks."
Kayce watched the two women carefully as Sean went on, "As you can see by looking around that Jase and Seth moved in with position guys which makes sense for film and study. I am currently the only kicker on the roster so I don't have that option. What I have is 'a pride' - some may say harem - but the image of a Lion's pride fits much better in my mind. You are all a part of that pride in some way."
Reagan's eyes got big and she looked at Kayce who simply pointed to the small diamond stud in her nose, "I would ask that you will keep that information inside of this room," Kayce said softly.
Sean picked up on it, "Absolutely. Loyalty and confidentiality are non-negotiable. In truth, if it weren't for her career Kayce would be a part of this invitation as well, however, we do respect her need for a bit of plausible deniability. Courtney, I know that Hannah left and I also know she has paid your lease for the season, however I'd like to offer you a place here."
To try to flex her dominance Courtney smiled, "I lived here most of last year anyway." Sean stopped her with a harsh look, his look softened as he looked at Reagan, "I know you are in the volleyball house, but there is room for you here if you would like to move in."
Reagan smiled, "Our season starts in one month. I'm not around much this semester, but coming here would free up space for a freshman in the house."
Sean nodded, "If you can sublease your rent here is paid. You can thank my grandfather for that."
Courtney nodded, "Yes, you can thank him - but only with words, only with words."
Reagan looked confused as Sean smiled, "It seems Sean McKenna is more like Dave McKenna than we knew."
She sipped her coffee, "Ahh, words only."
Sean studied both women, "You two are yin and yang. One of you is more vanilla - one is more kinky. One is heels and dresses - the other jeans and cowboy boots. Blonde - brunette. Cheerleader - Volleyball player. If you take me up on the offer then I will trust the two of you can coexist."
Reagan raised her hand like she was in class, "Sir, you know that I am indeed the kinky one - you have opened up a part of me that was only allowed to happen in my mind. I know the question that we are all thinking. How would we handle you fucking the other one, and the house filled with grunts and screams?"
Kayce and Courtney shared nervous laughter as Reagan looked at Courtney then at Sean before continuing. "Like I said, my wiring is different than many. If I walked in and heard you two or even you three I would be turned on from watching. Seeing a man like Sean giving others the same pleasure as I get - excuse me, but that's hot as fuck. I mean I did watch him fuck Jasmine at the volleyball banquet and holy shit that was hot."
Reagan's honesty stung Courtney a little bit although she was thinking that perhaps she had misjudged the girl. The room was quiet as everyone was lost in their own thoughts. Courtney's phone rang, she looked down and silenced it. It immediately rang again and she sent it straight to voicemail. She looked at Sean, "It's Tiffani." The phone rang the third time and she stepped away to answer it.
Sean told Reagan about Scott and Tiffani and what they had done to Hannah. Courtney walked in looking frustrated, "Fucking great," she grumbled. "She's coming here for our cheer camp."
Sean shook his head, "I have no time for her bullshit this close to the season."
Courtney took a sip of coffee, "Nope. Dammit."
Reagan raised her hand again, Sean laughed, "Reagan, you don't have to raise your hand."
She blushed then spoke, "From what you were saying Sean, a chance to get revenge for her shit has played around in your minds. What if this is the perfect chance to exact that revenge?
Sean shook his head, "It's too close to the season for me to have campus police, the city police or the state police sniffing around."
Reagan smiled, "Unless it's that hot little trooper cleaning off your cock after you fuck a girl into oblivion."
Kayce and Courtney both looked at Sean as Kayce whispered, "Chelsea Lopez?" Sean smiled and nodded.
Courtney smiled, "We need to focus here, so what ifTiffani has a similar date, maybe even a bit more intense than what she did to mom?"
Sean shook his head, "I don't have time for that."
Courtney grinned and then went on, "You may not have to. Arrange a little party, invite her, bring in a few guys and let nature take its course. I mean we all hang out in locker rooms. I'm sure that you've seen some well endowed guys in the locker room that wouldn't mind tag teaming a hot little cheerleader."
Kayce nodded, "Look at you two, already working together. Working together to get a girl spit roasted on cocks the size of telephone poles but you may make a good team."
Sean picked up his phone, dialed Darius and left it on speaker. When he answered Sean gave him a brief request when he asked him for a favor. Darius laughed that deep baritone laugh that lit up a room and hit that deep down he had a darkside. When he stopped laughing he said, "Tell you what, kick. You come tomorrow and go through tackling drills and we'll talk. Rules say that our coaches can't have contact until next week, but rules don't say anything about the rugby coach working with us. 1:00 at the facility, don't be late."
Sean hung up the phone and looked around the table, Kayce was the first to speak, "Well, that's either the most brilliant thing you've ever done or the dumbest - I am not sure which it is."
The girls left and Sean called his grandfather and let him know that he survived the conversation with Reagan. His grandfather was thrilled. Later that afternoon Martha texted Courtney and had her get measurements of the Master bedroom.
That evening Sean recruited Jase and Seth to help Reagan and Courtney move in. They got their beds set up, and clothes at least moved in. It was easy for Reagan to sublease her room and not much more difficult for Courtney to get out of her rental agreement effective the end of the month. The landlord was even kind enough to prorate and refund a portion of her prepaid rent.
The next day Sean went to class and then headed to the facility. He was nervous, he hadn't done tackling drills since his freshman year of high school. The linebacker crew got a bunch of laughs as Sean had to learn the basics. He stood out like a sore thumb, but he learned and by the end he was actually squaring up, wrapping up, and driving through a tackle.
At the end of practice Darius and Sean were sitting at Sean's locker talking about Tiffani and the situation. A couple of the defensive secondary came walking up. The starting strong safety stood in front of Sean inches away, the others flanked behind him like a half moon.
Jayvon Moore stood 6'1 and weighed about 220 pounds of solid muscle. He pointed his finger towards Sean, "So, me and the boys hear that you fucked half the volleyball team in one night."
Darius stood and stepped away from Sean watching the confrontation unfold. Sean looked at him, "Not sure where you heard that."
Jayvon cocked his head, "Are you calling my woman a liar?"
Sean wanted to take a stand up, but there wasn't much room. He wanted to look away but knew that showing weakness would be a problem. "Didn't say that, just wondering where you heard it and you just answered it."
"So, is it true? Did a white boy fuck Jasmine and others on that team?" Jayvon asked. The others gathered were sharing locker room talk about Jazz's lips and her tall tight body.
Sean shrugged, "Like I said, don't want to call your girl a liar."
Jayvon laughed, "So, it's true?"
Sean's eyes showed a spark, "Are you calling your woman a liar?"
The rest of the d-backs started busting their leaders' balls at Sean's answer. Jayvon took a step back and looked down at Sean, "Stand up," he commanded.
Sean stood unsure of what was going to happen next. Sean dropped one leg a bit behind him to brace himself in anticipation of an attack. Jayvon put his hand out, "Boys, we got a white boy with some balls." Sean shook his hand and Jayvon took it.
Darius looked at Sean, "Looks like we have our team."
Jayvon looked at Darius, "What the hell are you talking about D? Playing some dungeons and dragons with the nerd kickers?"
Darius laughed, "No, something much more sinister."
Darius and Sean informed the 'boys' about their plans for Saturday. Jayvon lit up, "Damn, white boy kickers got balls and game. Damn, just damn!"
Tiffani and her cheer team arrived for camp mid-week. Courtney greeted her cordially but she noticed that Tiffani wasn't working as hard as she used to, there was a bit more thickness in her thighs and arms, her tits were still the huge double d - but may have been even larger than they were the last time they had seen one another. What stood out though was that Tiffani had developed a thicc ass which seemed to be the rage these days. Her long raven hair had some curls in it these days as well.
They trained on Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday. Camp would end on Saturday with a high school clinic and competition. Courtney invited Tiffani to a party on Friday night at her house. Tiffany showed up with one of her friends. Courtney had invited a couple of her friends as well. Darius, Jayvon, Devon, Xavier and Julio were there and very aware of their mission. Darius had brought a few others to keep Tiffani's friends entertained.
When they arrived Tiffani asked Courtney where Sean was and Tiffani told her that he was invited to a bonfire and decided to go there instead.
As they danced and laughed Devon started talking to Tiffani. They shared the normal small talk. Devon had worn thin pants and no underwear. It didn't take Tiffani long to notice. After a bit of conversation Tiffani bit her lip sending out sexual energy. Darius had been watching the interaction waiting for any sign from Tiffani. When he watched her eyes keep averting to look at Devon's cock and then bite her lip Darius walked up, "Hey Dredd, you need anything?"
He looked up at his friend, "Nah, man. I think things are good." That was the sign Darius was waiting for to gather the others in the main bedroom. One by one Jayvon, X and Julio slipped away from the party to the bedroom.
Tiffani picked up on the nickname, "Why do they call you Dread - is it because of how hard you hit on the field?"
Devon smiled, "No, it's because my cock reminds them of the porn guy Dredd and because most women Dread trying to handle it. Do you want to try?"
Tiffani shook her head -no- yet continued to bite her lip and twirl her hair, "I have a fiance."
Devon looked around, "I don't see him around and you know that they say, when the cat's away the pussy should play. Plus you don't seem like the kind of woman that would let a man order her around." Devon had been filled in on Tiff's relationship with Scott.
She took the bait, Tiffani was beautiful, evil, but pretty dumb in an airhead kind of way. "No way, he's a good cuckold little boy, as a matter of fact I fucked your punter and made him watch."
Devon smiled, "Well, it's a locker room and if I may be so crude, if fucking kick made your boy a cuck, then fucking Dredd would probably make his baby cock become an inny. We can even send him pics." Roughly he grabbed her wrist and placed it on his cock. She gasped but didn't pull her hand away. Tiffani said nothing, when her instincts kicked in she gripped his giant cock. Devon took her hand and led her down the hallway.
The music was loud. When they got into the bedroom Devon looked at her and walked close to her. When the bedroom door shut, Courtney changed the music to a slow grind song with a nice bass beat.
Devon pulled her in close and put her hands around his neck then slid his hands down her back and onto her ass as they began to dance. She made no move to push his hands away as they swayed to the music. Julio came from the shadows and walked up behind her and rested his hands on her shoulders. Tiffani showed no shock or surprise as he left his hands on her shoulders for a few moments then began to grind his crotch into her plump ass. Devon shot Julio a look as he was forced to move his hands to the sides of her hips or look like he was rubbing his friend's cock. After a minute or so of the three of them dancing like that, Tiffani moaned softly and turned her head to the side and rested it on Devon's chest. "You know we are going to fuck you." She simply moaned and enjoyed the attention.
When that happened, Julio leaned into her back a bit, slid his hands down off her shoulders to her armpits, and pushed them gently in between the two who were face-to-face, so that he could cup Tiffani's breasts through her top and bra. Again, there was no attempt to stop the actions of either man and Julio massaged her tits and pinched her nipples as his Devon moved just enough to let him have the access he needed to do what he wanted. Tiffani was moaning louder now as the two men had their way with her.
As the song ended and the three separated, Julio had managed to free her huge tits. Devon admired the huge Double D tits with the dark brown nipples and huge areolas. "Nice tits," he commented as they were pushed abnormally high with her top and bra firmly holding them up.
Devon smiled, "May as well take those off." Devon was not into frills as he stripped as well, his long cock snaking into view. Tiffani gasped as it came into view. His cock had to be ten inches long and thick. She wasn't sure if she was excited or terrified by the size of the monster. "Looking good in that red shit, you'll look even better with nothing on and your mouth wrapped around my cock."
She still had not turned around to look at Julio, whose cock was almost as large as Devon's. He slowly stroked the monster to its full length and girth. Tiffani got undressed and walked timidly to Devon. "Kiss me?"
Devon laughed, "Devon don't kiss putas and that's what you are. You cuck your fiance, you fuck other guys in front of him. You grabbed my cock and got turned on, I bet that little chicana coño is dripping wet." He picked her up and laid her on the bed, her tits bouncing and falling off to the side as he spun her and pulled her hands until her head was leaning off the bed. He walked over to her and she prepared for him to feed his monster cock to her which he did. Devon fed her his cock, sliding into her mouth. Her lips were stretched as widely as they could stretch and she could barely get the monster into her mouth. Her hand snaked down to her pussy, her legs spread wide.
Forgetting that Julio was there she jumped a little as her hand found his dreadlocks as his mouth sucked her clit into his mouth with ferocity. There was nothing gentle about what he was doing to her, his tongue and teeth assaulted her little nub, she wanted to scream but it was muffled by Devon's huge black cock in her mouth.
Tiffani couldn't do much moving as her mouth was stuffed. Instead Devon stroked as much of his cock into her mouth as possible. He took both of her hands and had them grip his cock like a baseball bat. "If that's the best you can do sucking cock puta then at least use your hands."
Julio let his tongue explore her from her ass to her clit, causing her to moan and groan with each new lick, nibble or bite, until he again found her clit and began to attack it with the tip of his tongue. He lapped at it and battered it as he slid his right index finger into her, now soaking, vagina and slowly plunged that digit in and out. All the while, he kept up his assault on her growing, ever hardening clitoris.



Tiffani was now moaning, mewling and groaning loudly as her head thrashed from side to side and she chewed on her bottom lip. Her hips were bouncing up and down in the sling and gyrating from side to side as she tried to get the most out of what was happening to her. Devon continued to try and thrust his cock into her mouth without much luck. He held her head with his right hand and reached down with his left to begin to maul her breasts. Her breasts had swollen and her nipples were hard as rocks and an inch long. He pinched each nipple in turn and then twisted and pulled at them mercilessly.
All the attention to her tits, which was only the beginning of what they would endure that night, along with the oral assault on her pussy, put Tiffani over the edge as she moaned out an orgasm around the cock in her mouth. Julio emerged from between her legs with his face drenched in her pussy juices, The two men high-fived one another and changed places. Devon wanted to taste her twat before he destroyed her pussy.
"Damn!" Devon chuckled as he high fived Devon as they passed around the end of the bed. "Bitch could drown a man with the amount of cunt juice she puts out, couldn't she?"
"Yeah, but what a way to go. I hope she fucks like she licks." Julio said in response to his friend's question. "Stick your finger up her ass while you're sucking her cunt, and see what that does for her."
Devon lowered his face to Katie's smoldering, dripping twat and took over where his friend had left off. Julio moved up to the latinas pretty face and stuck his cock into her mouth. She made no effort to close her lips or suck on it as her mouth ached from the assault of Devon's monster cock. Julio grasped her by the sides of her head and began thrusting into her mouth, using her mouth as another hole to be used. Devon licked her pussy from bottom to top several times before Tiffani responded with a long, low moan and her lips closed on the cock pumping in and out of her mouth.
"OOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" She groaned and ground her hips into Devon's face. The moan muffled by Julio's long cock. Being a bit longer than his friend but a bit thicker he could force more of his cock into her throat
"She's trying to drown me." Devon chuckled from between her thighs, as her pussy juice again flooded out of her vagina and ran down between her ass cheeks. But, both holes are getting good and lubed." He said, before returning his attention to Tiffani's pussy. Julio continued to throat fuck Tiffani, Her moaning and whimpering never let up as Devon bit sharply into her clit..
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaa." She loudly groaned as Devon shoved two fingers into her wet pussy pulling out as much of her own juices as he could.
Tiffani's mind was flooded by foggy lust. Julio pulled his cock out of her throat to hear her moans. They were greeted with "Fuck, more, I want more" as Devon thrust his fingers into her pussy and faster, while matching each thrust with his tongue on her clit as her hips bucked in time and her tongue tried to do the same on the underside of the cock in her mouth.
From the shadows stepped Xavier whose slightly shorter but even thicker cock was already hard. He stepped to the side of her head, took one of her hands and placed it around his cock. "I never thought you'd ask," he laughed as Tiffani's eyes grew large with surprise.
Devon chose that moment to yank his fingers out of the plumper's twat, and stick one of them as far up her ass as he could get it, which caused her pussy to contract and send a spurt of fluid cascading into his mouth. She tried to scream as the orgasm rocked her, she stroked Xavier's cock so aggressive he thought she might tear it off.
Oh hell with this, I am going to fuck this bitch senseless." Darius said as he rose up on his knees and shoved his monster black cock as deeply into her pussy as he could. He made no attempt to stop. Her cunt stretched grotesquely around the monster that was now buried half way into her.
A long moan escaped from her mouth as the pain of the intruder flooded her senses. Xavier laughed, "Bitch is already senseless. Cocks choking her out."
Darius grabbed her hips and started to pound her as hard as he could as deeply as her body allowed. He grunted "Right as always, bro." Between thrusts. "Look at those tits bounce. We should have brought nipple clips for this whore."
A fourth voice entered Tiffani's consciousness. "Thought you'd never ask," Jayvon said, as he stepped out of the shadows. "Your captain never lets you boys down. Jesus those tits are bouncing like jello in an earthquake. My God, those things are marvelous, and need to be badly abused, like all tits do. Need to remember to thank our friends for setting this up." Jayvon watched her huge tints bounce with each thrust from his teammate. Her inch high nipples stood out, Jayvon caught her tits by her nipplesand fumbled with the moving part but applied the pressure to open the clips, and then let them snap shut, first on the woman's left nipple and then her right.
Courtney listened at the door as she heard Tiffani scream as each snap of the alligator clips brought forth a gasp of pain from the woman, while the teeth of each clamp bit deeply into her super sensitive nipples.
In the short amount of time It took for Jayvon to apply the nipple clips to Tiffani's, heaving, bouncing breasts Julio fed his cock into Tiffani's throat. Darius let go of her hips, leaned forward and took hold of the chain that connected the two clamps that tormented the nipples to which they were attached, and yanked on it, causing them to dig in deeper, starting a trickle of blood from the left nipple. He wrapped his right hand around her right tit and squeezed it as hard as he could, causing it to stick straight up and turn bright red.
"FUCK YES!" Daruis shouted as his orgasm overtook him and he slammed his cock into her vagina, as far as he could, pushing against the cervix, and ejaculated in spasms of white hot semen that spattered against her vagina and leaked out around the cock that was buried in her
Tiffani was moaning and whimpering the entire time Darius was pounding her twat, unable to stop the assault on her nipples and tits. Her mouth trying to escape the assault by Julius cock. She grunted each time Darius slammed into her and. As Darius pulled his cock from her pussy Julio pulled his cock from her throat.
"My titties hurt." Tiffani finally moaned.
"They'll hurt worse before we're through. Titties like yours were made to be abused and hurt." Julio took out a black Ace of Spades temporary tattoo, used some of the water and stuck it on her left tit, right over her heart. Women like you, deserve to have your big tits hurt." Julio said as he reached over and squeezed her left tit as hard as he could, digging his fingers into it and twisting it.
"Hey X,!" Julio continued, being careful, as they always were, not to call him by his name.
"Yes, Cap?" Came the response.
"Take a turn?" Julio asked.
"Yeah cap, my cock needs some white girl pussy, and would love to bury it in this bitch."
Xavier could see Devon's cum dripping out of Tiffani's drenched fuck hole, could see where it mingled with her own fluid on the duvet. There was a small trickle of blood that ran down the side of her tit from where the sharpened point of the nip-clip had bitten into her nipple.
"Damn, Boss. She's got great tits. Take those clips off, I want to suck those monsters" Xavier asked.
"Go for it. Suck them things purple. Why don't you indulge that passion of pinching the sides of them, too?" Julio said as he took a drink from a water bottle and gave a bit to Tiffani, "Hydrate slut, you gonna need it."
Javon pulled the clips from her nipples, stretching them before they released their grip; Xavier immediately inhaled the right one as deep into his mouth as he could. He tongued it, nipped it, bit and chewed on it and then tried to inhale it to the back of his throat. As he was doing that, his hands were all over her left tit, pinching her nipple, twisting the entire breast and smashing it down into her rib-cage and then sliding over the front of her body, playing with her belly and, finally, stopping on her mound and pulling some of her small strip pubic hair out, because he tugged so hard on it.
"Ohhhhhh, aaaahhhhhh. OW, OW, OW. Oh..finger my pussy..you're pulling my hair, it hurts!"
Julio laughed, "A true black cock slut doesn't need hair."
Xavier reluctantly disengaged himself from what he was doing and moved down between her wide-spread legs. His cock, which was close, shorter than Julio's but thicker than Devon's. He was rock hard and ached from having to wait and watch Julio and Devon use this woman. He knew exactly what he wanted. He was going to eventually destroy her ass. He loved fucking thick asses with his massive meat pole. The sounds of their whimpering and crying, made it even harder as he slammed into them and buried every inch of his BBC in them.
He knew from experience that he shot a massive cum load when he ejaculated, often to the point that it leaked out around his dick and then, literally, ran out when he pulled his cock out of them. THAT was what he wanted from this one.
Devon watched Xavier and knew what was going to happen. To further torture Tiffani he laughed, moved close to her ear and looked at his teammate as he moved between her thighs. "Fuck, I'd hate to have that thing stuck up my ass." Devon chuckled.
"That's not something you have to worry about. I love to fuck asses, but ONLY female asses. I don't do men. EVER." Came the instant reply. Devon reached beside him and picked up some lube that he brought with him. He coated the thick head of his monster cock.
"You LOVE doing white women in the ass, don't you?" Devon said as Xavier placed the head of his cock directly against the red-head's pinkish-brown asshole, flexed his hips and groaned as her sphincter gave way and the head of his pole popped into her plump ass.
"AGGGGHHHHHH!" Tiffani screamed as the pain of her asshole being mercilessly spread slammed through her nerve endings to her brain. Her eyes popped wide open and her mouth formed a grimacing frown as she desperately tried to move her hips away from the searing pain that was working its way into her rectum, spreading her ever further as Xavier continued to scoot towards her until his pubic hair was firmly pressed against her ass cheeks.
"AH, ah. Stop, don't move." The thicc latina slurred as Xavier grasped her hips and slowly inched out his 8 inches, beer bottle thick cock out of her ass. Once he was completely withdrawn from her ass, he slammed it home again. She screamed again, and then her mouth was stuffed with Julio's cock.
"Damn! She keeps screaming and someone is going to call the cops. Then we'll have to let the cops fuck her too, to keep from going to jail." Julio said.
"Watch me make her big tits bounce now." Xavier said while repositioning his hands on her hips as he pulled his cock out of the plump woman's ass again and then went into a steady, rhythmic stroking, all the way out, back in until his balls slapped her plump ass.
"Look at those things move." Devon said as he watched, mesmerized by the DD cup tits that were splayed out on her chest, bouncing, swaying, swinging. "Look at her fucking nipples! They're crinkled up like she's got an ice cube on her clit. She is diggin having her ass reamed and slammed."
"I'm diggin slammin her fat ass and watching her tits." Xavier said with a huge smile as he continued to hammer away at the jiggling ass of the pleasantly plump woman suspended in the harness in front of him.
"OH" She grunted around Julio's cock each time Xavier bottomed out in her ass.
"You know, Cap, I can easily fuck this bitch for a half hour." Xavier stated, rather matter-of-factly. "How 'bout if we DP her?"
"THAT! Is a fine idea, my friend." Julio replied as he pulled his cock out of the plump redhead's mouth. "Crawl on under her."
Yanking his dick out of Tiffani's ass, Xavier exclaimed: "I would be happy to do that." As dropped down on his back he slid under the Tiffani as Devon and Julio picked her up and placed her over Xavier's cock
"AAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH." She moaned as the huge, Black cock easily slid back into her asshole.
"Nice," Javon growled as he moved in between the woman's widespread legs to take his turn. He moved in front of her pussy and shoved his cock in as far as he could get it.
"Uh HUH huh." She grunted as the two cocks immediately went into a synchronized pounding of her ass and cunt.
Devon moved up to her head and stuck his cock into her mouth as her head dropped back and flopped from side to side.Each man took hold of her body and pounded on her. Jayvon was pistoning his huge thick cock in and out of her dripping vagina like a Hemi engine in overdrive. Xavier had hold of her ass cheeks and was hammering away at her asshole for all he was worth and Devon was holding the Tiffani's head, with a hand on either side of her face, and was shoving his cock so far down her throat that she was gagging and gasping for air.
Constant moans came from her mouth around Devon's cock as she moaned as she moved towards a body shaking orgasm. The attack on her body was overwhelming her senses. she was aware that her clit was being rubbed mercilessly, her ass ached for Xavier's cum, and she was actively sucking on Devon's cock. Julio moved to her side and slipped her left hand over his cock. Darius walked in with her phone, took her right hand and used the thumbprint to open her phone. He found snapchat and started sending snaps to the people he was instructed to.
Scott and Tiffani's Aunt Elizabeth, the Episcopal priest. He also took some pictures for Courtney and Sean to admire later.
"Um huh. Um, huh, UM HUH" She groaned as she felt it start in the depths of her pussy and then ripple outward like an explosion as she shook, moaned, whined and whimpered.
Devon was the first of the three men to cum, driving his cock to the back of her throat and dumping a huge load of sperm loaded semen down her throat as he shouted; "OH FUCK YES!"
Julio was sweating and grunting as he slammed his cock into her pussy until he couldn't take anymore and then he bottomed out against her cervix and shot his load up into her uterus, swearing like a drunken sailor as he did.
Xavier was the last to cum, grabbing her hips as Julio pulled his limp cock out of her pussy, Xavier slammed her down onto this thick cock. The weight flattening her ass cheeks out against his well-muscled pelvis as he shot jet after, white-hot jet of cum deeper into Tiff's ass than any man ever had before. As the three men were using her as their personal cum dump Darius took her phone and started a snap video,
Tiffani was exhausted as Darius filmed, not showing any of her gang bang team's faces. "Look at your fiance, she's now a queen of spades" Again he sent the video to Aunt Elizabeth and Scott.
"Damn, that was great!" Julio said. "Let's take a break and get ready for round two."
"Works for me." Devon said.
"No problem, boys, I'll take my turn with that fat ass for my last cum dump of the night."
Julio said, smiling as everyone sipped water and held it to Tiffani's dry lips.
"Umm, ummm" Tiffani murmured as she slurped on the cool water poured down her throat.
Xavier replaced the nipple clamps and added the third piece to the cruel device. A alligator tooth clip that had a small chain that ran from the chain between her tits down her stomach to the clip that he let snap closed over her throbbing clit. He smiled admiring her handiwork. "Now when we stretch those nipples, we stretch the rest.
"Stretch her De...bro." Julio said to Devon, nearly using his name before catching himself.
Devon pulled on the chain attached to her Double D cup tits that now also ran to her clit and pulled as tightly as he could.
As soon as the steel camp closed on her clit, an animal-in-pain scream erupted from Tiffani as the intense pain shot from her super-sensitive nipples and clit and burrowed into her brain to burst out of her lungs and startle all four men, who were, for some reason, not expecting any response from her.
"FUCK!" Julio shouted as he lunged up to her head and clamped his hand over her mouth. Another high-pitched, animal-like scream erupted from Tiffani, only Julio still had his hand over her mouth to stifle it as all four men smiled and laughed at her pain as she withered and twisted on the clamps like a fish on a gaff, while her eyes rolled back in their sockets and her head jerked up and down like she was bobbing on a cock.
"Watch this!" Said Devon as he slapped the plump cheerleaders, now deep red left breast.
A long, low "OOOOHHHHHHH" escaped her lips and her eyelids fluttered.
"That looks like fun" Devon and Xavier said simultaneously, and both leaned in and slapped a tit. "Look at those things shake. Ain't they pretty? GOD DAMN! I got to suck on one of them." Jayvon said to no one in particular as he leaned, unclipped her tits and took her right, now clamp free, nipple in his mouth and inhaled it to the back of his throat.
"AAWwwwwwwww." She groaned as his lips wrapped around her super-sensitive bud and sucked on it like a hungry baby.
"Think I'll join you." Xavier said as he positioned himself next to her and mimicked Julio's actions on her free tit.
Both men wrapped their hands around Tiffani's now, overly sensitive tits and squeezed as hard as they could while they sucked, chewed, chomped and bit on her hardened nipples. Each man had his own style, but they alternated between licking, sucking and biting her bubs and then chewing and sucking on them
.
"Time to fuck her ass." Devon said as he rolled under Tiffani and shoved his rigid dick into her asshole, using the cum left by Xavier that was leaking out of her as lubricant.
"Yeah, this is nice." He said as he established a smooth rhythm, sliding in and out of her asshole, while holding onto her ass. "Someone stick your cock in her cunt."
Still mauling and abusing Tiffani's tit, Jayvon said. "Go for it Julio-man, I think I have decided to fuck her tits."
"Don't have to tell me twice. I'll take pussy over tits any day of the fucking week." Julio said as and moved himself into position between her legs.
"Damn, so much cum dripping out of her cunt, should make good lube."
"Yours is working great in her ass." Devon said to Xavier without missing a stroke.
Tiffani was whimpering and whining as she was being used and both Devon and Julio were in sync, trying their best to destroy the hole they had their dick in.Jayvon had simply placed the swollen head of his huge black cock at the entrance to her vagina and shoved it in. He could feel her walls rippling ahead of his advancing cock, like a wave moving ahead of a ship in the ocean. He closed his eyes, let his head fall back so that his long, dreadlocks reached to his waist, and imagined that his cock could see what was happening in her cunt as he pushed in until he made contact with her cervix, and then slowly withdrew until just the head of his cock was trapped by her vaginal muscles.
Tiffani had never had a cock that big in her cunt before, and he had her stretched to her limit. Devon, while not as thick as Xavier, was more than adequate for reaming her asshole and the two men, having done this on several occasions, had a perfect rhythm going with Xavier pulling out as Devon pushed in.
Jayvon moved to straddle her, grabbed some lube and pushed her heavy tits together and began to fuck her tits as Xavier fucked her face. Jayvon pinched, pulled and twisted her nipples as he wrapped her tits around his cock."She's sure as hell going to be sore in the morning." Xavier said.
"Fuck, she ain't going to be able to walk straight for a week, and the way our bro is going at them jugs, her tits are going to hurt for a month." Devon said.



"Oh fuck. Shit, I am going to cum!" Devon said as his eyes shut, let's blast the bitch together.
"Here it comes, bitch." Julio said through clenched teeth as he shoved as much of his cock into her cunt as he could, bottoming out against her cervix and emptying his balls into her tight, plump, latina pussy.
As the two men buried in her lower half came, Jayvon began to unload his cum onto her chest, and Xavier came again down her half conscious throat
.
Julio could visualize all his cum squirting into her and shooting into the opening of her uterus, and he fantasized about one of his "Warriors" finding its way to an egg, working its way into its pliable wall, and impregnating the plump cheerleader. He loved plump women of any color, but there was just something special about fucking plump latina.
Both men kept their cocks buried in Tiffani until they were completely flaccid and then pulled out of her well-used body, each trailing a long string of sticky white cum.
"Okay, let's clean her up and get her out of here. I don't know about you assholes, but I am tired and want to get some sleep. We have a big week coming up.
Tiffani rolled over and looked at Darius who was still standing in the corner of the room, "You just took pictures, do you want a turn?" she purred.
Darius smiled, "Nah."
Tiffani sighed, "Please, one more."
Darius smiled, 'You can't handle me."
Tiffani got on her hands and knees, "Try me."
The four other men, all very well hung, shook their heads, "Woman, you don't know what you are asking for."
Darius slipped out of his pants and the largest of the cocks in the room came into view. His cock had to be ten inches long and the thickest of the men in the room. The other four positioned her so that she was face down ass up on the bed. Xavier laughed, "At least after us you don't have to warm her up."
Tiffani moaned, "Get more pictures."
The guys laughed, "Damn, you are a puta."
Darius paused, "Before you start I want you to turn to the camera and tell him what you want me to do with you...and make it good."
I want him to stick that monster black cock deep in my pussy. I want him to reach places nobody else will ever reach.. I want him to make me graduate into a true black cock whore, a queen of spades. And I want him to plant his seed in my womb so that you can raise an honest to god athlete."
He placed his cock at her well used pussy and slammed into her in one hard thrust.. 'Oh God. So fucking big." She murmured as he pushed himself all the way in.
Darius stopped when he was fully inside her and turned to Xavier, "Keep fucking filming for her cuck fiance. Go ahead puta, tell him what it feels like."
"Scott. I feel so full. It feels amazing. I really love you but I am sorry I will not be able to stop myself cumming hard with this inside me.' Scott kept staring at his facetime. This was his life now; a celibate cuckold whilst his fiance gets destroyed daily by a bigger better man.
Darius started to fuck Tiffani hard and fast. He went full depth with every stroke; exciting her clitoris constantly. It took just two minutes for Darius to give Tiffani her biggest orgasm of the night 'OH MY FUCKING GOD. YES. YES. YES. HARDER. FASTER. YESSSSS" Scott was so jealous; but his cock locked in its cage dripped some 200 miles away from his fiance.
Tiffani's body shook uncontrollably as Darius managed to keep her climax going, seemingly never stopping. She was breathless by the time she calmed down but she did not want him to stop. She began pumping hard against Darius's powerful thrusts.
Another three minutes of hard fast fucking later she began to get close to another incredible orgasm as she felt Darius's muscles contract as he began to pump huge quantities of his black seed into her waiting womb. He pushed her over the edge and they both orgasmed loudly as her womb got fuller.
Darius let his cock slip from her, proudly showing it to the camera. "Go on slut, tell him how I compare to him. Tell him whose cock your pussy belongs to now.'
This time what Tiffani said felt different. "Oh Scott, That was amazing. So much better than any sex I've ever have ever had. Even better than Sean. These five black cocks have ruined me. So much better than any sex I have ever had. I am glad that thing is caging your little cock because the only cock I ever want in me from now on is black cock. My pussy belongs to them now.'
Darius could almost read Scott's mind as he said, 'Boy. you better take care of this slut and take care of one of our babies, it could belong to any of us. If you don't do what you should, the next hole destroyed will be your white ass" ' His tone of voice left Scott with no doubt that he meant it.
Unknown to Tiffani or Scott, the video was also being streamed to Aunt Elizabeth at her rectory who was ferociously plowing her pussy with her biggest dildo which was not nearly as large as Darius.
Tiffani stood on shaky legs and kissed each of them, "Thank you for the best night of my life." She touched the temporary tattoo on her aching tit, "This needs to be made permanent, do you all know any late night tattoo shops."
Xavier laughed, "A good one in the city that takes walkins. Let's go." The six of them piled into Darius' car and drove to get Tiffani officially marked as a Queen of Spades. She ended up with the large SPADE tattoo on her tit and one on her left ankle.
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*** 750 Word Project 2023 (so it's short on purpose)***
My wife Barb and I were at a dance club at the invitation of Barb's co-worker, Tracy. We were hanging with Tracy, her husband, and a group of their friends. Two women and six men, all black. We four are white. Everyone seemed friendly enough, they'd even been covering all our drinks. But they were also keeping those drinks coming even though Barb was clearly tipsy. I was feeling increasingly uneasy.
Each brother had danced with Barb, but hey, it was a dance club, right? Both the black women had danced with me and Tracy had been out even more than Barb. But the last time I'd managed to take my wife out for a dance, I'd gotten a vibe from the table like I was somehow interrupting her date with someone else.
Now, a big stud named Leroy was guiding Barb to the dance floor with his hand firmly on her ass. She wasn't brushing it off. I needed to cut off the booze and maybe get her out of there.
I moved to follow, but a sister held my arm and said, "Stay and talk with me, sweetie."
"I'm afraid nature calls," I said.
She reluctantly made way.
Just then, Tracy came back from dancing with another linebacker type, Reggie. Taking in her long, toned legs, I noticed for the first time a silver anklet with a charm: a Spade marked with a Q.
I stood quickly, but Reggie blocked my way to the floor.
"Back in a second," I said, before slipping away to the men's room, where I ducked into the last stall to think. Soon after, some guys came in, joking loudly.
"Yo, Travis, is that a new white ho at your table?"
"Yeah, Tracy recruited another Queen of Spades for us."
(general laughter)
"And her pussy husband came to watch?"
"Well," drawled Travis, "Tracy didn't tell the new bitch everything, so they may be surprised when we get her started on sucking black cock soon."
"Fuck, nigger, she's down for that?"
"She will be when the 'E' I slipped her kicks in."
(more laughter)
"Is white boy going to be trouble?"
"He'll find trouble if he don't sit down quiet like the other white bitch-boy."
(louder laughter)
I waited half a minute after Travis left to return to the group.
Barb was seated on the left side of the table, pressed tightly between Leroy and Reggie. The black women made room for me to get past them on the right. Clearly I was supposed to sit at the back of the booth with the other cuck.
Instead, I leaned over toward Barb. "Hey, baby, come dance with me one more time before these guys keep you to themselves." I gave a knowing smile to the brothers next to her, selling the impression that I was onboard with them blacking my wife.
Leroy smiled evilly. "One last dance. Sure."
I took Barb's hand and also subtly snagged her small clutch purse. We hadn't gotten five feet before I heard the rumble of dark laughter behind us. Fortunately, the booth was on the opposite side of the dance floor from the entrance, so I just kept her moving through the crowd and out the door.
"What are we doing?" Barb slurred. "I thought we were going to dance?"
"No, I'm afraid it's time to leave, baby. You're not feeling well."
"What? I feel fine. In fact, I feel more than fine," she giggled. "I wanna dance some more." She tried to turn back to the club, but I pulled her into an embrace.
"I'm feeling more than fine too," I said, grabbing her ass. "I can't wait any longer to get you home." I kissed her hard and after a second she kissed me back with a hungry tongue. The ecstasy the motherfucker had slipped her was definitely kicking in.
As we drove toward the exit, I saw Leroy and Reggie come out of the club and start scanning the parking lot. Resisting the temptation to blast my horn and flip them off, I made a quiet getaway.
Barb had my cock drenched with spit before we got home and I fucked her long into the night until she crashed.
I waited until she was on her second cup of coffee the next morning before filling in the strange blanks she had in her memory. She was pissed! She grabbed up her cell phone and dialed Tracy. It was a wonderfully scalding call to eavesdrop on.
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Chapter Four
♠
The Upgrade
Finn had been staring at the darkness of his closet-sized "bedroom", if one could even call it that, from the mattress that laid directly on the floor. All he had was one sheet and one pillow, the barest possible means of sleeping. There wasn't even a window in the room. He hoped the cucks in the surrounding rooms were given even less. It was their fault for letting this happen without a fight.
In his frustrated resentment, he picked up the plastic water bottle Fiona had given him after their little session and threw it at the far wall to his right. It smashed into it with a noise made loud by the surrounding silence and then fell to the floor. He then quickly turned around in his sheet to face the wall just to his left.
Several moments later, he heard his door creak open. "Dude, what the fuck?" he heard a deeper voice than his own say. Finn turned back around to see Mason standing there in the doorway, silhouetted by the hallway light which no one bothered to turn off when they left them all there in their closet-rooms. At least his nakedness was also exposed; all of their clothes had been confiscated, except the sissy, who was given back hers at the end of the day for whatever reason.
Finn felt a tinge of jealousy at the fact that even Mason's cock was at least an inch longer than his own, which fell into a soft little nub but spurted up a couple inches at the slightest arousal.
"Can't sleep either, huh? That's good," Finn said to him.
"Dude, you don't have to be an asshole about it," Mason replied. "We're all in the same situation."
"Whatever," Finn spat back at him. A silent moment lingered between them.
"Look, if neither of us can sleep, let's just go walk around or something," Mason suggested, apparently not catching on to the fact that Finn was fucking pissed off.
They just looked at each other for another long silence.
"Fine," Finn said. Another awkward silence.
"Get up, dude," Mason prompted him. With all the slowness of his shame, he sat up and pushed his sheet off below his naked body. At least he was more toned than this Mason cuck, built without any form.
He approached him fast and he let him through the doorway. Before long they were walking side by side down the short hallway, large enough just to contain their tiny lodgings.
Finn's eyes couldn't help but dart between his own body and that of his fellow cuckold, mostly looking at their cocks. Despite the fact that both of them were relatively masculine and muscular, their dicks were undeniably pathetic. While both of them were soft, neither of them even really hung past their balls but just dangled with their steps above them like little inchworms.
It occurred to him genuinely for the first time that what all these snowbunnies were always saying was true.
"You know, I actually think this whole thing is a little fucked up," Mason said, cutting through Finn's thoughts of inferiority.
He opened the door at the end of the hall and they stepped into the darkness of the second floor where they were kept. "I mean, I don't get why a girl would even want to fuck a black guy. They're all fucking retarded."
"What the fuck, bro?" Finn asked, turning to look at his face. He was just solidly looking forward as the light from behind them faded and another towards them illuminated them slowly.
"It's true. Look at the statistics," Mason said, the words falling from his lips like rocks.
"I don't know about all that," Finn said cooly.
"Well, I just don't see what it is that he has that I don't. Natasha's black guy, I mean," Mason continued to explain. Finn almost laughed.
"Just look down," he said.
"At least it's bigger than yours," Mason retorted. Finn fell silent.
They walked towards the light past a spiraling upwards staircase into a large room with lilac walls. Matty was in there, wearing her red dress patterned with black flowers, pacing the floors and mumbling to herself beneath the light of the moon shining through the high windows.
"What the hell?" Finn said quietly. Both him and Mason stopped in their tracks to observe whatever she was doing.
She kept mumbling something in the encompassing silence, "Mommy, Mommy, Mommy, Mommy..." on and on and on. She seemed entirely ambivalent to their sudden presence in the room, as if nothing else even existed.
Finn walked up to her, and she didn't even look at him. "Yo, what the fuck are you doing in here?" he asked her.
Matty stopped moving but continued to mumble. "Mommy left me here. I-I hope she's having a good time..."
"You know all our girlfriends left us here, right?" Finn said. Matty always seemed to live in her own little world, closed off from the rest of them; all except Eleanor, and her bull when she had to. Matty just looked at the floor in that moment, her widened eyes beginning to squint as if she was falling out of an entranced vision.
Then, she turned around, slowly stepped away to the far wall, and got down on her knees in front of it, just staring into its nothingness.
"Hey, man," Mason said, turning to lean closer to Finn, "Let's try to escape. They're not awake. They can't get us." His whisper was cold and irreverent.
"I think it's that way," Finn whispered back, gesturing behind him. "Matty's not looking. Let's get out of here." The two whiteboys turned around and stepped towards a staircase-corridor, quietly descending each step with great timidity despite their former boldness. Finn was scared--something wasn't right.
When they finally reached the bottom of the staircase, they heard a resounding snap of a pair of fingers. Looking to their right, they saw none other than Goddess Fiona lounging across the couch, an energy drink can in her hand and a devious grin on her round face.
Her fiery red hair fell in gorgeous curls around her thick, lined neck, but the most beautiful part was that her massive tits fell loose on her chest, completely exposed to their perverted gaze. Her areolas were the size of pancakes, and each of her tits bigger than either one of their heads.
"Oh, hello, boys," she said calmly, as if she had expected them. "I hope you weren't thinking about escaping. That would be very bad, indeed," she continued, her tone growing more and more mocking.
"Oh, no, I promise we weren't trying to escape..." Mason stammered nervously. Fiona gave him a dark blue glare, mirth behind the disdain, as he continued, "We were just, uh... We just couldn't sleep, is all."
"Tell me the truth, beta boy," Fiona replied instantly, her words like the crack of a whip. Finn felt the pull of her, this pretty pale snow queen in all her voluptuousness, and approached her only to drop to his knees.
"Goddess Fiona, I have to confess. We were going to escape, actually... but it was his idea!" Finn admitted, pointing behind him at Mason. Fiona's glare shifted to an even darker smile.
"Thank you for your honesty, beta whiteboy," Fiona said before she extended her bare foot up to Finn's pathetic little face. "Kiss my soles as a reward." Finn hesitantly leaned up to meet his lips upon the bottom of Fiona's little foot, kissing it, then kissing it some more.
There was a modicum of dirt on it from the floor, but he felt compelled to follow orders regardless of how gross it might have been. The shame within his heart grew heavier as he planted kiss after kiss on the big snow queen's foot.
"Come on, man..." Mason whined, approaching Finn as he submitted. "You didn't have to say that."
"Don't act so tough around me, little bitch," Fiona snapped at Mason, her huge titties heaving upwards as she looked at him. "I saw how that black queen threw you down and chokeslammed you. You're just a little beta. Act like it." The fat snowbunny was merciless.
Finn looked to his side at Mason as he continued kissing the dirt off her sole. He was red with embarrassment and anger, to no surprise.
"No," Mason said, almost sputtering at this point, "I'm going to get my girlfriend back." As he turned away towards the front door, Fiona let her foot down and dashed up and over to Mason, grabbing him by the tufts of his short black hair and pulling his head down close to her, as she was a good deal shorter than him.
The relentless snow queen whispered hard into his ear, "You're never getting your girlfriend back, loser." Then, she turned his body to face hers, and drove her knee into his bare and open balls, all while still holding her energy drink can.
Mason fell to his knees before her with a squeal of pain. Fiona laughed, low and cute to Finn's ears. He was beginning to really like her, in spite of his horror at her words. Would he ever get his girlfriend back? The insecurity was burning in his chest.
Mason looked up into Finn's eyes, now level with each other on their knees. The look was so sad it was heartrending. Fiona only continued, her vocal-fried voice much louder this time, "You two are by far the cutest whiteboys we received. Such a shame you would try to escape us. Thankfully, I'm a goddamned insomniac, so that isn't happening any time soon."
Finn looked up at her now; her fat tits fell low onto her big protruding belly, outdoing even that, the points of her big nipples pointing out above it. She stood so powerfully there, like it was meant to be in some dark way. He knew he had no choice but to obey this girl, in some surreal sense.
"To make matters clearer for both of you, I'm going to have to demand that you follow me to the dungeon," she continued before gulping down another slurp of her energy drink. Fiona then turned toward the basement doorway, pushing it open. "Come on, betas," she called with an air of derision about her voice.
Finn looked back at Mason again, nodding his head. "Let's go, dude. We have to listen to her," he said, barely believing the words himself as they left his mouth. Mason scoffed and rolled his eyes, but to Finn, seeing him down on his hands and knees with him just made them both look like tamed animals.
They had been defeated already, and it was only a matter of time until their defeat would settle into his companion. As soon as Mason began crawling towards the staircase, Finn turned around and did the same. He didn't want to be alone for whatever was in store.
Finn followed Fiona down the steps, with Mason behind him, staring at her fat ass as it bounced in her lilac booty shorts. It wasn't near as impressive as her titties, but it was there nonetheless.
When they finally reached the dungeon, Fiona flicked the lights on and stepped out to the center of the dark crimson room before turning back towards them. Finn knelt on the left side of the doorway, and Mason on its right. "Were you staring at my ass on the way down here, beta?" Fiona asked Finn just as his eyes darted back up to her massive boobs.
"Y-yes, Goddess Fiona, I was," Finn admitted.
"Awh. Little whiteboy likes my ass," she taunted him, "but I know you like my fat titties even better, don't you?" The snow queen rubbed her huge bare boobs together with her free little hand.
Finn nodded, "Yes, Goddess." Her big, pale boobs had a tantalizing effect on him, making it impossible for him to look away from them as she fondled them, her little fingers slipping back and forth over her big round nipples.
"This may be the last time you ever get to see them, so take it all into those little beta eyes," Fiona said, "We're getting new uniforms today. A bit of an upgrade, I've been told." Finn's anxiety grew, and he just kept staring at the fat redhead's massive tits. To lose this sight would be painful.
Fiona then walked up to him, and he grew quite excited in all his anxiousness, only for her to traipse past him and open the chest beside the doorway behind him. He turned around to see her bend over, her ass sticking out right in front of his face behind the tightness of the booty shorts, and breathed in deeply. T
he scent was nothing good, but intoxicating nonetheless. He'd never been reduced to such a freakish state as this before he came here, and the strangest thing was how he was beginning to like it.
"I knew there'd be one of these in here!" he heard her say excitedly. Fiona whipped back around and stepped back to the center of the room, holding up a two-inch long black rubber chastity cage and its corresponding key.
"One of you no longer gets to look for pleasure, anyway," she said tauntingly before looking over at Mason with a devious smile. "It's a shame you're not locked up already, to be honest with you. Maybe that'd correct your behavior," she continued, so strict and so brutal.
"I'm not putting that thing on my dick," Mason protested. Fiona's grin disappeared and she approached him swiftly. After a sip of her energy can, she lifted it over Mason's head and turned it upside-down, spilling its remaining contents all over his hair and watching it drip down his naked body.
He closed his eyes, looking so uncomfortable, as the sticky green substance soaked into his pale skin and his scalp.
"You say, 'Yes, Goddess Fiona', or you say nothing at all. Got it?" she said imperiously to him before tossing the empty can to the side without a care.
"Yes, Goddess Fiona," Mason grumbled, slow and quiet.
"Louder!" the fat redheaded snow queen demanded.
"Yes, Goddess Fiona!" Mason bellowed this time.
"Good boy," she replied. "Now, time for your own personal upgrade." She bent down to grasp around Mason's little white cock and balls with one hand, and fit a rubber black ring around them with the other. Then, she affixed the cage around his cock, compressing it to two-thirds its original flaccid length.
He groaned a little as she did it. Three little pins went into the ring to hold it in place, then a lock around the center pin. "Resist me, and I'll beat those little balls again," Fiona said as she reached up to touch his sharp chin with her fingers.
Finally, locking Mason's cock away, she stood up and wrapped the little golden key around her neck on its thin silver wire. It fell into the space between where her fat tits began so beautifully.
"You whiteboys are both at my mercy, do you understand that?" she asked them, rhetorically.
"Yes, Goddess Fiona," they said in unison, Mason rolling his eyes as he did, always seeming to have a need to resist regardless of her threats.
"More enthusiasm!" Fiona demanded, stomping her left foot down on the floor.
"Yes, Goddess Fiona!" they called out this time.
"Good! Jesus Christ, you're both so tedious," she complained. "But dominating you helpless whiteboys gets me so wet..." She reached down to rub her pussy over her booty shorts, and Finn nearly started to drool. "...I hope we get to meet the black king today."
"Have you ever been with a black man, Goddess Fiona?" Finn asked her out of pure curiosity, in wonderment of how she came to be this way.
She turned to him and said, "I've never been so lucky," sounding almost ashamed of it.
"I'm sure that will change rather quickly," Finn answered to assure her, biting his bottom lip. She flashed a smile and did the same.
"I sure hope so," she said, "Now, both you whiteboys need leashes. I'm not sure why I ever took yours off, Finn." Fiona traipsed back over to the chest and retrieved two dog leashes fit with collars.
She applied Finn's first, and he opened his neck for her to access with ease. It was the same pink one from earlier. Staring up at that fat pale goddess as she wrapped the collar around his throat with her big fat titties drooping down in front of his face was intoxicating. He watched as she stepped across the doorway to Mason and shoved his chin up with one hand before applying the collar with the other.
Mason's was jet black, matching his new chastity cage. Fiona ran her fingers down the leash after she was done putting on his collar. "There, that'll secure your submission," she said before stepping back to her place at the center of the room.
Finn's gaze was absolutely affixed on this redheaded boob queen, for some reason still strange to him, as she was very different from his own slender brunette girlfriend. He wanted to press the issue further. "So you've only ever been with whiteboys, Goddess?"
Fiona laughed. "Yeah, I've only ever been with pathetic little whiteboys like yourself. And I regret every moment of it," she said so strongly. "Never again. You understand, I'm sure, being unable to please your own girlfriend. I mean, that's why you're here in the first place. That's why both of you are here," she continued, darting a glare towards Mason with her final words.
"You're right..." Finn admitted, his façade finally broken, and his sadness opening up. "She likes him better. She even said that when we got here."
Fiona only laughed at his pain, a sound so sweet but so cruel. "Of course I'm right. I'm always right. You'd do well to remember that, little beta."
"Yes, Goddess Fiona," Finn said with a frown.
"But do tell me, why does she like him better?" Fiona asked tauntingly, another rhetorical question.
"Because he's black, and has a way bigger cock..." Finn said, completely and utterly defeated.
"That's right! Good job, whiteboy!" Fiona exclaimed, genuinely excited. Finn gave her a pained smile, but felt something amiss. He looked to his right side to see Mason glaring at him, as if he had betrayed him greatly.
♠♠♠♠♠
Back at the cabin, Natasha was still up with her bull, Darius. She was sprawled across the length of the black leather couch where Damian and Savannah had been together when they all first arrived there. Her tan skin was entirely bare, and so was his blackness on top of her.
His strong hands reached around from her wide ass to her curved hips and up to her round tits, squeezing the right one hard as he reinserted his lengthy black shaft into her pussy from behind and above her. Natasha moaned out, deep and dark, as his cock filled her pussy once again.
They'd been fucking nonstop since they arrived, all save for her little escapade with Dominik in between. She half expected that bitch Eleanor to be a little more angry with them; not that she cared too much at all about her opinion. When she saw a big black cock, she fucked it. That's all she cared about that week.
As far as she was concerned, all the bulls should be her lovers. She was determined to be the ultimate Queen of Spades. That bitch Eleanor sure could suck a black cock, though. That much was made very clear.
Now, bathed in darkness, Natasha enjoyed her longtime lover's long black cock fucking her sweet, fat pussy once again. She was totally split open for him by now. Feeling his grasp on her breast and his cock inside of her, feeding her pussy strokes so long and deep, she had another shuddering orgasm in moments.
Moaning out into the dark room around them, she felt Darius's left hand pull her straight jet black hair back and rolled her eyes up to the antler-made chandelier on the ceiling.
"Agh--it's such an upgrade from my little white boyfriend," she moaned out as Darius continued pounding her pussy, relentless. She felt the cream from her pussy lips leak out around his cock.
"Yeah? Tell me how much fucking bigger it is," Darius demanded of her in his deep black voice.
"It's so much fucking bigger than his tiny whiteboy dick," Natasha practically sang out.
"Who owns your pussy, baby?" Darius asked her now, still thrusting in and out of it.
"Mmh! You do, Darius, you do!" Natasha answered through her moans. She could barely take it anymore, her pussy growing sore as he brutalized it with his big black cock.
"Good girl," Darius said, feeding her one last deep thrust, slower than the last ones, then letting go of her hair to give her already-reddened ass another rough smack with his strong black hand.
Natasha's moan reached a crescendo and then descended into a low hum as Darius pulled out of her, each of many inches exiting her slowly. Her head stayed upright, and her eyes straightened, fixing on the digital clock on a small shelf by a doorway ahead of them; it was already 3:00 AM.



Darius steadied his grip on Natasha's thick body and flipped her over beneath him, so she faced him in all her nakedness. She gave him a fluttery little laugh as she looked up to see his amazingly muscular, masculine form, and his strong dark face up close in the blackness of the unlighted room.
His right hand laid affixed onto her left breast this time. She forgot the time... forgot everything but him in that moment.
"You'll always be mine, right?" he asked her, his big chocolate eyes looking suddenly emotional away from their usual pridefulness.
"Of course, honey," she answered, "He couldn't reclaim me even if he tried to."
They both laughed together, Natasha first with a small giggle, then Darius with a deep, dark chuckle, sharing the hilarious vision of what that may be like. He was so much stronger than her boyfriend, so much more of a man that he could ever hope to be. The thought of him beating him back made her already sopping pussy even more wet.
"Mason do be a bitch, though," Darius said before continuing to chuckle.
Natasha giggled even harder. "Yes, yes he is," she agreed. Then, Darius leant down to kiss her thick lips, and she relished in the taste of his.
Their lips unlatched only to meet once again. They tasted each other's passion a third time, then Darius sat up on the black leather couch, warm now from Natasha's sweat. His big black cock swang up as he moved, still erect in all its power and glory.
Natasha looked to the side to see who could only be Robin, the house cuckold, lingering on a step of the spiraling staircase that led to the bedroom level. He was no longer wearing his maid's dress, only an equally frilly little see-through nightgown that ended just above his weak little knees. Nastasha laughed once again at the sight of this and lightly said, "What the fuck?"
"I-I'm sorry, Goddess Natasha!" Robin stammered as Darius looked over to notice him as well. "It's just, you woke me..."
"No, no," Natasha responded, "Get that little ass down here." Robin began descending the steps with much nervousness. Natasha looked back at Darius with another devious little giggle, her long black hair waving around her head as she did.
Robin finally turned the spiral and reached the last step onto the ground floor before freezing in his step. "Get over here," Natasha demanded, pointing at the floor below them, her voice strict but sweet at the same time. Robin inched forth to them, his patheticness growing in closer and closer display.
She could see his limp little penis through his nightgown, and laughed even harder. "Awh, that little whiteboy cock isn't even hard! Oh, wait, you don't have any balls. I forgot," she said between giggles. Darius laughed as well, reaching over to pull the end of his nightgown up and fully reveal the tiny limp thing between his legs undergirded only by a surgical scar.
Robin looked down, ashamed, and shivered a bit, so timid and nervous. Natasha stopped herself from laughing any more. "Oh, calm down, little one. You don't have to be afraid of some cruel and unusual punishment. I'm not Eleanor." She batted her thick eyelashes, which had now run down a bit from all the hot sex she'd been having throughout the night, up at the whiteboy.
"Thank you, Goddess Natasha," Robin responded instantly, genuinely relieved. His eyes were completely fixed on hers, and he heaved a small sigh as his anxiety faded. Darius let go of the end of his frilly little nightgown, letting it drop over his limp little penis once again.
"Of course," Natasha continued, her words slow and methodical, "We woke you up, and you came down to check on us. It's only natural for a whiteboy to stay and watch his superiors have the hot sex that he could never even attempt." Her thick lips curled into a sweet smile, which Robin slowly returned. "Wouldn't you agree?"
"Yes, Goddess Natasha," the whiteboy replied once again, so obediently.
"I knew you would!" she said with another little giggle. "Now..." she continued as she wrapped one hand around Darius's back, "In spite of fucking my sweet little pussy for hours and hours, my lover Darius here didn't get to cum before bringing me to another of many orgasms. He's still rock hard, as you can tell." She placed her right hand around the shaft of his long black cock and stroked it down to its base so it stuck right up at Robin.
The little whiteboy's eyes looked Darius up and down, then fixed right on his hard cock. "So rock hard, Goddess..." he breathed.
"Why don't you go ahead and finish him off for me?" Natasha sweetly suggested to him as she held Darius's kingly cock in place at its base.
"Yes, Goddess Natasha," Robin answered before falling to his knees in front of the couch and opening his lips to slowly perch up and take the tip of her lover's big black dick in his mouth. He steadily took inch after inch in, and Natasha felt Darius's right arm around her back as well.
"Great idea," he said to her, making her grin up at him. "He can still be useful this way."
Robin began bobbing his head up and down steadily upon Darius's big black dick, so Natasha let her grasp go of it. Watching her lover's thick black dick slide in and out of the whiteboy's little sissy-mouth, she settled back into the armrest of the couch, and Darius let go of her.
He wrapped his strong black hands around the back of the whiteboy's head to keep his good rhythm. Natasha watched intently, aroused, imagining it was Mason blowing her much better lover. One day soon, perhaps it would be.
♠♠♠♠♠
Morning was rising at the Spades Cuckold Camp. All of the whiteboys were lined up on their knees on the dungeon floor. Matty was in the center, her dress and thong now off to expose her full nakedness. She was still easily recognizable by her skinniness, smudged leftover makeup on her face, and the length of her luxurious dark brown hair.
Finn was at her left side and Mason at her right, both of them still clad in only their leashes and Mason in his new cock cage. Chuck was at Finn's left, smelling sweaty and gross, his panties now stripped of him. Brendan was at Mason's right, his hairy schlubby nudity exposed as well. Looking around at the crowd he was placed in, Finn couldn't tell which of them he was more embarrassed to be beside.
At least Brendan had the longest cock; Mason was once a competitor in this regard, but with his all locked up, this advantage had faded in the wind of Fiona's domination. Finn couldn't tell if Matty or Chuck were smaller; Chuck's stomach fat seemed to cover his little dick like a blanket, but Matty's was truly and genuinely pathetic, not even hanging off the side of her bloated little balls but sitting atop them like an extra belly button or something.
Then, footsteps could be heard coming down the stairs before them, three sets of stomping heels. The whiteboys shivered; Finn could feel the intimidation growing in the room.
Raina arrived at the foot of the steps first, clad in a black leather corset that constricted her fatty black form and matching leather tights, along with a pair of black heels. Her lips were painted black and her eyeshadow was dark. Everything about her screamed "black goddess."
Fiona followed and Alexandra behind her, both of them now wearing new sports bras and panties that had QoS written on their white linings in big, bold, black letters. Fiona's were red and Alexandra's were pink, and they both had shiny new matching heels.
Raina stood in front of Matty. Fiona took a place at her left side and Alexandra at her right, in front of Finn. His eyes were entirely fixed upon Fiona, however.
"You pathetic little bitches like our new fits?" Raina asked them, her words cracking like a whip through the air to lash them all at once.
"Why yes, Goddess Raina, you all look almost perfect," Matty spoke up, to everyone's surprise.
Raina gave her a sideways glance and stepped up to her slowly in those long black heels. She reached down to grab Matty's sharp chin between her fingers. "Almost?" she questioned her.
"Yes, Goddess. Nobody compares to my Mommy," Matty replied, looking into Raina's round brown eyes, fearless.
"Understandable," Raina quietly said. She turned Matty's face to her left side a bit, but it bounced back to its original position once she let go.
Then, she backhanded the sissy with resounding force. Matty didn't look nearly as rattled as she should have; she merely smiled at Finn ever so slightly and then turned her face back towards Raina. Her right cheek was already reddening.
"And what do the rest of you think?" Raina asked, turning back and forth to look down on all the rest of them.
They all hesitated initially. Finn turned to Chuck, who looked like a massive lump of goosebumps at this point. He then turned back to Raina and said, "I think Goddess Fiona looks gorgeous."
Raina gave him a scowl, but Fiona grinned wide, her sharp little teeth showing in her mouth. "Being a little selective, are we?" Raina asked him. Finn froze. "Fiona, bring me a whip," Raina ordered.
"Oh, right away," she replied before turning to the chest beside the doorway and opening it up. She pulled a long bullwhip out of it in a matter of moments, as if she already knew where everything was in there. Finn watched her hand it off to Raina and then stand where she originally had stood, absent-mindedly, like he was irrelevant.
Raina touched the whip with her other hand as she traipsed between Finn and Matty and stood back behind him. Finn braced himself, knowing what was to come. Seconds later, he felt the lash on his back and yelped. F
iona and Alexandra both laughed at the sound he made, and his face went as red as the mark that was surely made by the black goddess's whip.
Raina's heels clanged back around Finn to stand before them all once again. "I'll go easy on you, for now," she pronounced. She then stepped past Fiona over towards Mason. "But, I have been told of a little escape plan hatched by you."
The great black goddess pointed the whip at Mason's obstinate face, and he looked up at her, his discontent barely able to conceal his shame. "Is that right?"
"Yes... I admit it," Mason said without a quiver. Finn almost admired his bravery.
"And why would you ever want to escape... this?" Raina asked Mason as she turned around, shoving her fat black ass centimeters beyond his face and sliding her left hand up the roundness of her thigh in a luscious pose.
"Isn't it... natural for a man to want to earn his woman back?" Mason questioned her. Raina straightened her broad body and turned back to face him. Her left hand darted to his throat once more.
"'Your' woman is with a better man now," she snarled at him cruelly. "You'd do well not to forget that, while you're here and after, if we ever allow you to leave." Mason's face went absolutely sour. "Besides," Raina continued before roughly letting go of his throat, "it's not like you could do much with this little thing. Especially now that it's locked!"
The black goddess now reached down to clutch Mason's locked up little cock, her claws of fingernails digging into his balls without a care. Mason winced as she pulled on it, her whole hand wrapped around it, and he then let out a terrible groan. All three of the goddesses laughed at his pain.
"Payment for your stupid little stunt. You can't outsmart us, whiteboy." Raina finally let go of Mason's poor little package and stood up straight again. She turned to Fiona. "Punishment without reward," she said as a matter of course, pointing her whip at the first door on the far wall. "Take this disobedient slave into that room. There's a paddle waiting on a rack. Beat him as you please," she coolly said to Fiona.
Finn's favorite domme bit her bottom lip in great excitement. "Wonderful," she said. What a cruel woman. Fiona stepped up and retrieved Mason's leash. "Come on, bitchboy," she said, half-sweetly.
She walked right past him and on towards the doorway. As soon as the leash ran out of slack and tugged hard on his neck, he turned to crawl behind her. Finn watched her ass, now more exposed than it had ever been to them in her new panties, as she opened the door and waited for Mason.
She slapped his ass as he crawled in, stuck her tongue out at Finn, then closed the door behind them as she herself entered. He couldn't believe he would get away with it, sighing with relief--though it would be dishonest to say he wasn't jealous of Mason in that moment.
Raina paced the length of space in front of the rest of the whiteboys, still lined up on their knees for her. "Now, the real training can begin," she said ominously. "Obviously, some of you require harsher conditioning," her eyes darted into Finn's, and he winced at their power. Something dark was happening to him. "That's why I'm grateful to our new snowbunnies--though they require their own kind of training, as well."
Raina now looked to Alexandra with a smile. The girl seemed a bit nervous--she returned the smile, but only after a moment of hesitation and a reddening of her own cheeks. Raina stopped walking in a position facing her. "Alexandra, go bring down our guest for the day."
"Right away, Miss," the golden blonde answered before turning back towards the stairs and carefully traveling step by step in her new pink heels.
Finn began to hear slaps of substance on flesh from the corner of his ear, followed by grunts of pain--Fiona punishing Mason. Raina looked down at him before he could listen any more intently. "You seem most deserving of the whip, boy. Wouldn't you agree?"
Finn stammered in his own nerves, "Why don't you whip Matty? She'd probably like it more than me."
Raina only laughed. "Matty didn't attempt an escape last night, now, did she?" The black goddess proceeded to cross behind Finn yet again. The lash came quick and forcefully on Finn's back, followed by another moments later. These girls were completely merciless.
Raina gave a vicious giggle as another lash of her whip carved across Finn's skin. He couldn't help himself from yelping out with each hit. They all burned more than the last.
Raina didn't stop, only squeezing more and more dark mirth from every lash across Finn's back.
Finn looked over past Matty, who was batting her eyelashes at the black queen behind them, to Brendan. He was watching Finn get whipped with the most defeated expression he had ever seen on a man before. That, combined with the burning pain and the disgusting smell of Chuck at his left side, was all too much. When the next lash hit him, Finn wailed out, "Stop, Goddess! I'm sorry!"
Raina only laughed even harder. "What do you think, boys?" she asked the three observing Finn's punishment, "Should I stop before his back is all red?"
Matty batted those sissy little eyelashes again. "I think you should hit him harder, Goddess," she said. That little bitch. The next lash was the hardest, for sure, sending Finn falling forward onto his hands.
Then, the sound of Alexandra's heels--she entered once again, with someone else in tow. Breathing heavy, Finn looked up to see a tall black man, certainly older than anyone else there but also nowhere near elderly, with a black ski mask over his face but elsewise entirely naked.
He looked like he had once been impressively ripped with muscles, but the years had softened his body. At least he wasn't as gross as Chuck.
"Well, that's enough of that," Raina said; she must've been looking at him, too. The black man's cock was already mostly hard, and as long as at least three of Finn's. He looked down on all of them there, towering over them like some kind of lost god.
Raina stepped back around Finn and stood between Alexandra and him. "Our new friend here would like to show you boys the way to your usefulness. Everyone look at him. Take in the way that you'll never compare to him. He will take his choice of all of you," the cruel black goddess explained, "unless we have any volunteers?"
Finn and all his fellow betas just stared agape at their superiors. None of them said a word. His back was now burning; that was his primary concern. Though he couldn't believe it was their first full day there, and they were already being handed over to be used by some random black man.
"No?" Raina said, sounding disappointed. "You're all a bunch of weaklings." She rolled her round brown eyes and flicked her dreads behind her shoulder. "And you'll all end up doing it anyway, at some point in the next two weeks."
Finn shuddered. She was so cavalier about it, but he wasn't gay. He could never be gay.
Raina turned back to the strange black man. "Which one will you choose?"
After surveying the crowd of kneeling betas before him, the black man pointed--not towards Finn, but directly at Chuck to his left. Raina laughed, and Alexandra smiled coldly. "Excellent choice," Raina said before stepping up to Chuck. "Open wide, bitch," she ordered him.
The poor guy was sweating like a pig with terror at this point. His chubby face was red and his stench had grown like a gross cloud around him. He stared with a pout up at the black man as he stepped up to him as well. Raina wrapped a hand around his head to keep it facing upwards and ready.
The black man started with several slaps of his long cock upon Chuck's waiting forehead. He winced. Raina soon let go to allow him to take his head into his own hand, proceeding to continually tap his forehead and his cheeks with his hard black dick.
Chuck turned his face to the side as if to resist, but it was futile. He was completely in the grasp of this towering black figure, who outdid him as a man four times over.
With his cock planted directly up Chuck's fatty right cheek, the black man looked down at him with pride from behind his mask. Chuck whined and whimpered relentlessly as his head was taken in both large black hands and the cock was forced right into his gob. The black man wasted no time in thrusting his hard dick with a dark rhythm back and forth into the fat boy's defeated mouth.
Chuck closed his eyes and just took it, but Finn could tell he found it almost as disgusting as everyone else found him. His own dick remained a limp little nub beneath his layers of stomach fat.
Finn chuckled a bit at the sight of all this. This was not a place for mercy, as he had learned the hard way. Better this loser than me, he thought.
Beyond the slurping sounds of Chuck's fat lips being forced to endure this random black man's throatfucking, Finn could still hear Mason's poor ass being spanked around by Fiona in the background. He couldn't deny that he still felt a bit sorry for him.
Chuck suddenly pulled away, the black cock sliding out of his mouth, now freshly slick with his spit. "I can't do it! I can't!" he wailed, struggling with whatever dignity he had left to resist. Finn chuckled again, but he was outmoded by Raina's merciless laughter. She stepped behind Chuck fast and gave him a hard lash of the whip.
"You can, and you will," she ordered. Chuck's red and whining head was taken forward by the black man yet again, and his cock was forced right back in his mouth. Raina lashed him once again as he resumed taking the mouth-fucking he was due. He gagged forward on the cock he was forced to suck, and Finn saw a tear seep down his cheek.
Raina cackled even louder, then gave him another lash as she observed the dark rhythm resume. All but the exact base of that hard black dick was fucking Chuck's fat little mouth without mercy. The tears kept running, and spit soon slobbered down his chin.
"Wait!" Brendan shouted suddenly. Everyone turned to him. "I volunteer to take the dick." Finn's jaw dropped to the floor.
The black man pulled his cock out of Chuck's mouth a final time before slapping him across the face with his right hand just after letting go of his head. Chuck fell to the side with a grunt and sobbed there, his whale-form sprawled across the dungeon floor. Finn gave another chuckle. Matty looked pretty uncomfortable, and Alexandra looked absolutely disgusted.



Raina stepped in front of them again, her long black heels clanging on the floor. "You should've spoken up sooner, little bitch," she breathed to Brendan at the other end of the line. She traipsed over to him, and the black man followed. "What makes you want to suck on this hard black dick? Just that much of a faggot?"
"I've done it before," Brendan answered. Finn grew even more surprised. "You know, as a fluffer for Savannah." Brendan's little cheeks were red beneath the fuzz of his unkempt excuse of a beard.
"Freaky," Raina said. Alexandra looked like she was somewhere between a vomit and a fit of laughter. "Open up, then," Raina commanded Brendan. He acquiesced without any issues, opening his fuzzy mouth wide.
The black man took the whiteboy's head in his hands and inserted his cock into his mouth as he had done to the last one. His hips thrusted back and forth and his hard black dick went in and out of Brendan's willing mouth.
Finn couldn't tell if he was telling the truth, or if Brendan actually had a heart all along and was lying just to save Chuck's sorry ass. Either way, the whole display was rather shocking.
Raina stood at Brendan's right side as he took the whole of the black dick into his mouth. "You're much too hairy for this, whiteboy. We should give you a nice clean shave-down," she said. Brendan's eyes fluttered sideways at her; a weak and impotent glare.
How he could assume any resistance with a literal dick in his mouth, Finn had no idea. He was definitely grossly hairy, though. Brendan's eyes looked back up at the black man fucking his mouth-hole, with far more admiration and willing submission than he had ever shown Raina or the snowbunnies. Finn just watched him, confused. "Two birds with one stone, I guess," Raina muttered.
Then, Fiona emerged from the room behind them all. Finn's gaze darted backward to her. "Oh my god!" she exclaimed at the sight of Brendan taking the black dick in his mouth before covering her own to laugh.
Mason was right beside her thick left leg, on his knees as she held him on his leash, his eyes planted firmly to the floor in shame and pain.
Goddess Fiona led Mason forward, back to his place between Matty and Brendan, the freshly revealed cocksucker. Her own red claws of nails landed right on Matty's head. "Well, look what we have here," Fiona said with another cackle, watching Brendan slurp on the dick.
Finn looked over to check on Mason. His ass was now so red it was bloody, looking like it would take the remainder of the next two weeks just to heal again, or more.
He was sniffling his own tears back; Chuck was still sobbing on the floor. Then, Finn resumed watching Brendan's mouth-work with the rest of them.
Matty turned to look at him, Fiona's hand still atop her head. "It's not so strange, you know," the sissy said, almost sharply. "These things reveal themselves in time."
Finn was a bit haunted by her words, wondering what else may be revealed during the rest of their time trapped at the cuckold camp.
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Wendy looked over at her husband affectionately as she lined the thick dark head of Jerome's massive python up with her dripping pussy. Tom was a good husband, even if he had his flaws. Even at that, sometimes his flaws had led them to incredible discoveries. She fondly recalled how insistent he'd been, and how long he kept up suggesting to her that it would be hot if she'd try black cock. There had been a lot of trepidation on her part. They had a good sex life, she had her place in their little community, it just didn't seem worth it.
Then Jerome had come along, and little by little she had lowered her defenses. He was young, buff, and just made her feel so... milfy. At first, it was just how he always complimented her when they'd run into each other. Soon she found herself thinking more and more about him, and about Tom's ask. Then there was the night when he asked her to dance at the Church gala, and Tom encouraged her to acquiesce.
Jerome had held her tight out on the dance floor and she'd felt his tumescent bulge, unmistakable as they moved to the music. A slow number. She couldn't get Tom's clothes off quickly enough when they got home that night, and they fucked like rabbits. She even came once from Tom's cock, and that was a rare occurrence, indeed.
And Jerome had a way of showing up in the right place at the right time. So, bit by bit Wendy's objections had eroded, and she found herself speculating what it would be like, having Jerome's ebony spear between her lily-white married legs. It became a theme of her masturbatory sessions. Increasingly so, almost to the point of obsession.
And as luck would have it, on a summer night when they'd hired a babysitter and headed down to the lake house, they'd run into Jerome at the package store, and Tom had asked him to drop by for a drink. She hadn't objected. By the time J had showed up at the lake house she'd had a couple drinks and was feeling relaxed.
She remembered Jerome's compliments, sitting next to her on the couch. How he took her tiny hand in his and how her head was spinning from the novelty of it all. She remembered their first kiss, her eyes darting nervously over to Tom, the feelings of guilt, melting away as desire overtook her sensibilities, and she began to return the attentions of Jerome's tongue in her mouth.
How he'd teased her tits and later her pussy, melting her into a hot mess as Tom just looked on thinking about how sexy she looked. How she'd gasped when J disrobed and she saw his cock for the first time, thick, massive, powerful, and black as midnight. She was unsure that it would even fit partway into her tiny pussy but in short order she'd gotten the opportunity to find out otherwise.
Jerome fucked her four times that night, and Wendy lost count of how many orgasms she had had. He was patient and methodical, opening her up bit by bit until he was womb fucking her. It was transcendental. She looked over to see Tom sitting on the sidelines wanking his little cock, and she didn't care. She felt Jerome unload deep in her unprotected pussy four times, and she didn't care. The sheer amount of cum he produced was unbelievable. Jerome was her sword and she was his sheath, and that's all that mattered. She had surrendered unconditionally.
Tom had headed back home to pay the sitter somewhere after round three, and Wendy slept soundly and securely with Jerome, waking in the morning to a text from Tom asking about when she was going to be home. Jerome woke up about the same time, hard. So, they fucked once more. And again after that. She couldn't get enough of his ebony rod, and it wasn't until late afternoon that Jerome had dropped her off at home, her ovaries thoroughly drenched in his virile sperm, which leaked endlessly from her stretched pussy.
Tom wanted her as soon as she walked through the door, and soon had her in tow, leading her to the bedroom. She was tired, but felt obligated as Tom mounted her, his dick sloshing around inside her lubed by Jerome's jizz. She moaned encouragingly and Tom came with a squeaking whimper a minute or so later. Wendy decided then and there that while she wouldn't say no to Tom, she was going to be fucking Jerome a lot from there on out.
And she had. Tom had objected at first, but only mildly as it became clear that Jerome had his wife in the palm of his hand, and anyway, it wasn't like he didn't get to have her too. They had tried to be discreet about it around the kids, but Wendy was so damned loud when Jerome was fucking her and vocal in a way she had never been in the past with Tom. Jerome brought a whole different side of her out.
And Wendy, always so conservative and straightlaced now had a roll to her hips and dressed more provocatively, her collection of sexy lingerie ballooning although she seldom wore any for Tom. So, he had come to accept it. Typically, Jerome would pick her up Friday and drop her back off Sunday morning so they could make it to church. Then once or twice a week more they'd hook up either up at the lake house or over at Jerome's place.
One day when J was dropping her off, Tom looked out to see a couple guys in the back seat of Jerome's car.
"Who are those guys?" he'd asked.
"Oh, them?" she said innocently. "That's Jamal and William, they're friends of Jerome."
She had said it casually, but she knew she was blushing, and that Tom noticed.
"Are you fucking them too???" Tom gasped in disbelief.
Wendy looked away in shame and just nodded silently, yes.
So, what had started as his fantasy, had now become her obsession, and she'd confessed to him that once she'd caved in to Jerome's suggestion, she'd gotten hooked immediately. Having three strong black cocks servicing her bareback made her feel so hot and naughty that she couldn't say no.
One Sunday after they'd gotten home from church, Tom wanted her. The boys had used her good over the past couple nights and her puss was kinda sore from the stretching she'd gotten.
"Why don't you just use my ass instead?" She'd suggested.
Tom could believe what he was hearing. His once demure wife, had always said in no uncertain terms that anal was not going to be happening, so Tom had ceased and desisted any attempt to breach her back door. Now, it was clear that she was a three hole slut for her black boyfriends. Still, if she was offering, he wasn't about to say no. So lubed up, he slid his hard cock up her ass. It went in remarkably easily, and it didn't take too long before Tom busted a nut inside her.
Jerome had texted Tom telling him to bring Wendy up to the lake house Friday evening. He'd bring the beer and pizza.
When they got there Jamal and William were there too, and they ate pizza and drank a beer. Wendy sat between Jerome and William on the couch, sipping at her beer while they felt her up brazenly in front of Tom. Wendy looked at her husband a little sheepishly as the guys started to get into it. Jerome was french kissing her and rubbing her pussy, while William reached around and played with her tits.
"Hooo Eee! Tom, you got one smokin' hot wife!" Jamal exclaimed. "Can't wait to bust in her later."
Wendy was really getting into it, and she kissed Jerome with an unmistakable passion. It was pretty clear where things were heading and Tom looked at his bride sandwiched between the two men who were now removing her clothes. He could hear Jerome's finger squishing in and out of her twat. She squirmed in response, obviously turned on.
Jamal turned to him. "My man. I believe it's time to move this to the bedroom."
Tom sat back in the bedroom armchair, his pants down around his ankles as his wife spread-eagled on the bed begged shamelessly for black cock. The three gathered around her, teasing her and making her beg for it. And beg she did, telling them that she was their bitch and that they needed to breed her black owned ass, and that she was horny for black cock. Tom couldn't believe his ears or his eyes as she mounted Tyrones cock, sliding down its length easily to come to rest with her pussy lips kissing his balls.
William was hard, slowly stroking his cock as he moved up behind her. Lubing his shaft, he leaned Wendy forward and popped his cock into her asshole as she groaned in ecstasy. Jamal positioned himself in front of her slapping her forehead with his erect meat before feeding it to her eager lips and starting to fuck her mouth enthusiastically. Tom could see her juices coating Jerome's pole when William moved just right. Her whole body quivered and shook in constant orgiastic bliss as they team fucked her willing holes.
Jamal was the first to nut. Groaning as he came Tom could see his shaft pulsing against her lips as he fed Wendy his spunk, which she eagerly gulped down with obvious relish. A minute later William started to thrust with increased intent and soon he filled her asshole with a huge load, pulling free with a plop, his jizz running freely from her gaping hole. Jerome continued to bounce her up and down on his cock, his hands mashing her tits and pinching her nipples until he filled her cunt with his seed as she begged for him to breed her married white ass.
Tom had long since cum on himself, watching the love of his life getting three cocks at once. Jamal was hard again and Wendy rolled off of Jerome onto her back with her legs opened wide. Jamal wasted no time in sliding his cock into her used pussy. She moaned and wrapped her legs around him as he started to fuck her harder and harder.
William, in the meantime had gotten cleaned up and Wendy waved him over and started jerking him off, and as Jamal was really getting into it she was edging William so that when Jamal groaned and nutted inside her, William was ready to go. To Tom, it was obscene how pleased she seemed to be each time she took a load, and round robin or together they made sure she always had at least one of them being filled. Tom thought about getting in the rotation, but there never seemed to be a right time to join in.
Later that evening he just headed home leaving her with "The Boys" as she referred to them now. They dropped her off at the usual time, Sunday. She looked exhausted but happy. And she was wearing a collar with a gold J dangling from the D-ring. She patiently explained to Tom that Jerome had given it to her and she was not to remove it for any reason.
The next weekend she'd spent at Jerome's place. Tom waited up for her and she came home late with her tail between her legs. Tom asked her what was up and she told him that the boys had given her a gift. When he asked her what it was, she said she'd show him in the bedroom.
Taking off her jacket she slowly turned to face Tom. She was wearing a skimpy top with a plunging neckline. On her left breast, just visible she was now sporting a tattoo. A queen of Spades tattoo. It was official.
"I just couldn't say no." was the only explanation she could offer.
The following week, after spending Friday night at Jerome's place. She'd come home on Saturday earlier than usual.
"Make love to me, Tom." She'd begged.
Tom was surprised. Maybe she'd gotten her fill of black cock and things were going to return to normal.
"I want you to cum in my pussy, darling. I want to feel you in me. Fuck your slutty wife." She asked, throwing herself on the bed.
Tom didn't hesitate, and soon he was buried in her sloppy cunt, fucking her for all he was worth. As his climax grew near, he kissed her hard and asked her if she'd had a change of heart. Her replied wasn't what he expected to hear.
"I wanted you to be able to have my pussy, because you're not going to get another chance for a while." She said.
"What do you mean? What are you talking about?" Tom replied, his climax growing closer.
"You know I always wanted another child." She said slyly.
"I know." Tom's balls were getting ready to blow.
"Well Jerome wants me off birth control, and he and the boys are going to breed me for real. You can still have my asshole, but until I'm knocked up, I'm afraid my pussy is going to be off limits to you." She said, purposefully squeezing his cock with her pussy and sending him over the edge.
Tom groaned as he came. Wendy kissed him with more passion than she'd shown in quite a while, and thanked him for being such an understanding husband.
Four months later she announced that he could have her pussy again. She was looking directly in his eyes and rubbing her tummy. He knew exactly what that meant.
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The Resolution
Eleanor was absolutely immersed in her reading. It was some fetish novel she had bought about a sissy slave--not unlike Matty--who had submitted to her half-black ex-girlfriend in a desperate final plea for her presence. The whole scenario was highly attractive to her.
The entire plot seemed to revolve around the slave's repeated attempts to earn back the love she had lost in her goddess through increasingly intense servitude, but the catch was that it never seemed to work... the double catch was that the slave only continued anyway, and it seemed her servitude worked to increase her own love as her goddess grew increasingly cruel toward her. She found it all intensely romantic.
She was just getting through chapter six when someone came bursting through the side-door far to the right side of her seat. She glanced over to see Ariana there in her long turquoise hippy skirt and golden tank-top, her silvery hair windswept and a wrothful expression on her pale little face.
Eleanor moved her eyes back to her page as Ariana let the door swing shut again behind her. She couldn't be blamed for this, so she wasn't worried.
Ariana approached her after a while of simply standing there, however. She came to hover over her right at the side of the couch. "...Yes?" Eleanor asked, her eyes traveling up to look at the mousy blonde again.
"You have to make her leave!" Ariana practically wailed out at her, even though she was sitting right there.
Eleanor paused a moment. "Who...?" she asked, though she knew exactly who she was referring to.
"Natasha! That whore!" Ariana whined at her. They both just sat in an awkward pause after that. "I know you won't make Leya leave, but Natasha has to go. I found them both with Jackson!"
Thankfully, the devil himself came bursting into the side-door right as his name left her lips. He rushed up behind Ariana and tried to wrap an arm around her shoulder, but she shrugged him off. "Come on, babygirl, it was nothing-" he started to say.
"Nothing?!" Ariana wailed, whisking around to face him with all her anger. "How the fuck is that nothing? If you'd rather fuck that dirty hoe, just say so." Her arms crossed, reminding Eleanor a bit of Leya earlier, ironically.
"Look, if you want me to be honest, that wasn't the first time I fucked her," he said. Ariana's jaw dropped--Eleanor just looked at him asconce.
"You didn't-" Ariana started.
"I did," Jackson asserted, continuing, "but I'd rather have you, anyday, obviously. That girl is a hoe. You're right about her. Now, if you'd calm down, we can talk about this-"
"I am calm," she interrupted again. The redness of her face betrayed her words, but at least her breathing slowed down.
"Okay, well..." her man said, quite nervously for someone so strong. "I just thought that while we're here, we should both have all the extra fun we want, and it'll be okay."
"You could've told me that before you did it! We could've made an adventure out of it," she replied. Eleanor didn't mind her thinking this way.
"It's not too late, my love..." Jackson said as he inched closer to her. He was talking so beta for an alpha male, but Eleanor thought this was right. At least things weren't exploding in on her anymore.
Much to her surprise, Jackson held Ariana's face in his hands and she didn't resist the incoming kiss a bit. She watched their passion and then saw them gaze into each other's eyes as if their souls were locked together.
"I'm sorry. After these two weeks, it goes back to you and me." Ariana smiled. Eleanor would never be so weak--she was just unthreatened by Natasha and her ruined pussy.
"So we've come to a resolution, then?" Eleanor asked Ariana, feeling her perpetual tendency to smile perking up again.
"Yes," Ariana said sweetly--a bit meekly, to be honest--without looking at her. Her and her man kissed again, just before Leya and Jamal entered the side-door.
Leya just stopped and stood there, sort of dumbfounded by the kiss. "Oh," she said. She stepped up to Eleanor and asked, "They're all good now?"
"Mmh--yes, we are," Ariana said after pulling out of the kiss. She looked at Leya with an obviously fake smile--how pathetic she seemed to Eleanor wouldn't be made apparent.
"Great," Leya said with a smile much more genuine.
"And do you still want Natasha to leave?" Eleanor asked Ariana more pointedly than she meant to. She kind of liked the semblance of competition the black-haired slut offered her, and she didn't know if she was even 'allowed' to dismiss someone from the cabin--not that she would care if she wasn't.
"Yeah, do you want me to go?" They all heard Natasha's smooth voice from the spiral staircase and turned to see her. She slinked down each step almost lazily in nothing but a fluffy black towel draped around her snakelike body.
"To go away so you and your big black bull can live happily ever after without me, riding into the sunset with your silvery hair in the wind..." It was only once she'd crossed further down the spiral that Eleanor noticed she had Robin on a short black leash, forcing him to descend each step after her. His mouth was all taped up, and his face was covered in a cumshot.
Eleanor couldn't help but giggle a bit at the sight of it. Darius came down behind Robin, his strong dark torso exposed and the outline of his cock bouncing beneath his dark green shorts with each successive step. Eleanor admired the man--hopefully she'd get another taste of him by the time these two weeks were over.
Natasha finally reached the floor, and none of them said a word. She stepped up to stand before them, dragging Robin the cum-stained maid behind her, and Darius took his place by her left side. "Where did you get that?" Leya asked her, finally.
"Oh, this?" Natasha said, waving the leash around in her right hand. "I found it in Eleanor's luggage." So that's where that leash went.
"Don't touch my stuff, bitch," Eleanor said out of impulse. Since the words were already out of her mouth, she just decided to set her book aside and stand up to confront Natasha directly.
She rose slowly, not bothering to hold the edges of her fluffy black vest as they fluttered about the thickness of her torso, and stepped right up to her. She wanted the eyes in the room to flock to her, but she wasn't sure if they were.
Standing there, both of them draped in black, she thought she must've looked like an improved version of Natasha--that's what Matty might think, if she were here.
Natasha just turned her thick lips upwards in a strange grin and let the towel slink off her skin, revealing her tan-lined curves in all their nakedness, her thick hips and her round tits and her freshly fucked pussy in full view. Eleanor felt she was being challenged, but didn't think it worked--it was clear she was thicker than Natasha even with her clothes on.
"If she leaves, I'm leaving, too," Darius said.
"Oh, she's staying," Eleanor asserted. "We're all staying." She turned back to Ariana, Jackson, Leya, and Jamal behind her. "Am I clear?"
They all just nodded, successively one after the other, starting with Leya and moving back to Ariana. "Good," Eleanor said as she looked back to the naked Natasha in front of her.
The girl only turned around and started walking to the front door, anyways. "Robin! Pick up my towel. We're going to enjoy ourselves outside," she said.
The cuck-boy did as he was told, lifting Natasha's discarded black towel off the floor and carrying it in his bound little wrists behind her. Natasha and Darius left, Robin in tow on the little leash she had taken.
"What a crazy bitch," Leya said softly as the door shut.
♠♠♠♠♠
It was late now; the little digital clock on the nightstand read 12:12 AM in bold red text at Eleanor's passing gaze. A nice dark room to sneak off to--just across the hall from Robin the house-cuck's meager lodgings--though this wouldn't be much of a liaison with the others right nearby at the big bedroom in due time.
Leya and Natasha shuffled in behind her. The ceiling light came on, and Eleanor spat, "Leave it off." Natasha's fingers flicked it off imminently.
"So what's the deal now?" Leya asked, moving closer to Eleanor.
"We wait for whoever comes in," Eleanor answered, her lips curved into her characteristic feline grin in the darkness and her brown eyes wide with anticipation.
"I can't wait to get fucked," Natasha said with a heavy sigh.
Leya turned to her and said, "You've been getting fucked all week." Natasha only heaved another sigh and shrugged her shoulders.
"Yeah, save some black cock for the rest of us," Eleanor stressed to her. Somewhat to her surprise, Natasha looked up at her and smiled.
She had cleaned up a bit from earlier, somehow, now wearing a torn up pair of denim booty shorts that hugged her shapely thighs and wide ass and a jet black sports bra that held her round titties up perky. All that would change as soon as whichever bulls arrived in the side room, Eleanor expected. Her nipples were still exposed beneath the black fabric of the bra--it was all appropriately slutty for her nonetheless.
After a pause, Natasha asked, "Do we need that house-cuck? He could be useful, and he's not here."
Eleanor was impressed by her aptitude in this regard, but Leya spoke up before she could, "Oh, he's probably doing something important for the others. Best not to disturb them and make a scene of this..."
"Just us, then?" Natasha asked. "It feels almost wrong now. I'm getting very used to this whole arrangement."
"If we need him, we can call him in," Eleanor decided. Natasha nodded at her and her lips settled into a slight but still broad grin on account of their thickness. Eleanor warmed her grin in return.
"Let's wait on the bed," Leya suggested, stepping between them to make her way forward to it. She sat on the surprisingly large bed's edge, the curve of her figure visible and bare between her short red athletic shorts and ornate white bra. Eleanor took a pose on Leya's left side as Natasha moved to sit on the remaining side of the bed.
Many moments passed before the doorway was engulfed in a tall shadow. Eleanor's gaze fluttered to see Jackson standing there--and what an impressive sight he was, tall and black and masculine in just his red shorts. He stepped into the room, and Darius came in behind him, shorter but wider and bulkier and darker, also wearing nothing but his dark green shorts.
It was just the two of them, but Eleanor was not disappointed by the selection.
All three of the girls smiled as the bulls entered the room. Jackson stood slightly to the left and Darius looked at Natasha to say, "Three white sluts and two black kings."
"Mm, whatever could go wrong?" Natasha replied with a broad smile.
Eleanor felt the heat between her thighs grow as she checked out these black bulls in a closer setting, the golden light from the hallway still shining in from the open doorway. She'd already had Darius once, but Jackson, too? She would only have been luckier if Dominik had joined them.
Jackson stepped up to Leya, perched upon the edge of the bed, and said, "You ready to try my big black dick for real?"
Eleanor looked across at him and smiled. His hands landed around Leya's waist, and she seemed awestruck.
"Yes, I think I am," she finally muttered with a grin.
"Good girl," Jackson replied sort of softly.
On the other bedside, Darius approached Natasha and she slinked down to the floor to grab the sides of his shorts and pull them down in one graceful motion. Darius's fat black cock popped up and out as his shorts went down in Natasha's ringed fingers, already growing hard.
Natasha got to work on it straight away, landing her grasp on his strong dark thighs and bobbing her head forward to kiss the tip of his dick before allowing it into her mouth fully. He stood tall above her in all his manly glory as she praised him with her mouth.
Leya looked over and followed Natasha's lead, slowly grasping Jackson's muscle-bound hips and leading his shorts off his legs. His cock bobbed up at her and she smiled yet again. "Let's get on the bed," he breathed to her, and she nodded instantly.
She slid back onto the bedspread and Eleanor instinctively got up to allow them space. She settled onto a chair behind her to watch the bulls be prepared by her fellow snow queens, fully intending to have both of those big black cocks inside of her by the night's end. She crossed her legs and gave them another grin.
Jackson stepped to the side, now fully naked and bare for all to admire, his long black dick bobbing and swaying with each heavy step to the other end of the bed. He sat down right beside the pillows, and Leya slid over and behind him to settle her thick ass down right on top of them so she could be close beside his masculine form. It occurred to Eleanor that maybe they should force Robin to change rooms that night.
Darius noticed this and grabbed Natasha's long black hair to guide her head off of his cock and pull her over to the other side of the bed. She crawled on her hands and knees beside him until he reached down and picked her up to place her on the other side of Jackson, her thick legs falling off the bed's edge and onto the floor. Darius took his place beside her and wrapped a strong black arm around her back.
Both Natasha and Leya reached their left hands towards their respective black mens' cocks, stroking up and down on those thick black shafts as their bulls for the night held their faces in their hands and kissed their lips deeply. Darius's mouth soon moved down to Natasha's neck, his right hand planted lightly between her shoulder and her hair. His lips landed over and over on the tan skin of her thick, lined neck.
She moaned out as she looked down on the big black cock of her lover, and could only be thinking one thing--what it would feel like inside of her once again. Jackson had wrapped a hand around Leya's back as well, and pulled her in closer in order to kiss her ample cleavage left open by her skimpy white bra.
His fingers dug into her shoulder and he moved his lips to land between her tits and kiss and lick the left one's right side. She smiled lustily and kept stroking his long black dick to get it nice and rock solid for her pussy.
As Jackson pulled back and held the back of Leya's neck, her lips met his in a kiss. Natasha edged back a bit so her broad ass landed atop Jackson's right leg. His hand ended up rubbing her left ass cheek, very deliberately.
She smiled down at Darius's huge black dick, still in her hand. Her lips soon lowered down to lick the tip of his cock yet again. As Eleanor watched all this, cross-legged on the seat by the wall facing the action, she contemplated how just the tip of Darius's cock was as big as Matty's entire package.
Leya's hand hovered just around the tip of Jackson's long black dick, pointing straight up like a powerful spear in her grasp. Natasha's mouth began going all the way down around Darius's cockhead as Jackson's right hand continued fondling the thickness of her ass.
Darius's darker left hand landed on her waist and tugged on the side of her denim jean shorts. Natasha's left tit fell up in her black bra so that her nipple was now exposed as she held Darius's cock with one hand and blew it with her mouth.
Eleanor took it upon herself to stand on her feet and traipse her way over to Darius. With Natasha's lips still around his cock, Eleanor pursed her lips, leant in, and kissed him. His right hand ended up touching the bottom of her chin.
Whisked up in the moment, she kissed him over and over again, all while Natasha continued bobbing her head up and down on his big black cock. He was like an artist with his lips. In all the pure intensity, Eleanor soon let go and lowered her face down beside his cock, as well.
During her motion, Darius took the liberty of brushing her fuzzy black vest aside and exposing her great tits in all their naked beauty.
Eleanor and Natasha harmoniously changed positions. While Natasha went up for a kiss, Eleanor wrapped her right hand around the base of Darius's massive shaft and let the first few inches of his dick into her mouth right away.
She pulled away just to admire it for a moment--it was thick and long and hard and dark, just the way she remembered it being from a couple nights before, but it seemed even more magnificent as it throbbed there in her tight grasp. She held it up to her lips like she would kiss it but just gobbled it up yet again.
In her peripheral view, she saw Darius remove Natasha's black bra and throw it aside on the floor below them all. Eleanor could take more of that big black cock in her mouth at a time than Natasha could, and she was determined to prove it, going deeper each time she swayed up and down on it.
Eleanor knew how to work a dick; she fondled his balls in her right hand and stroked what of the shaft she wasn't sucking with her left.
Soon, Darius's right hand was down Natasha's jean shorts as his left snaked around her bare back to grasp her titties from behind. They made out like that as Eleanor did her mouth magic on his dick.
Natasha moaned into his kisses as he touched her; she already smelled soaked, though all Eleanor could taste was black cock.
Looking up, she saw Leya perch up and pull her white bra off and let it slink to the floor below as well. Her full busty rack was revealed, and Jackson gave a slight nod of approval.
Leya continued to do the same thing as Eleanor on Jackson, repeating her motions with both mouth and hand on that long black shaft.
They faced each other like that for quite some time, until Natasha slithered back down and licked up the other side of Darius's dick. Eleanor let it pop out of her mouth and went down to suckle on his black ballsack while Natasha took her place on his cock.
She felt one of Darius's hands move down her brown hair to her body and settle on her fat, round ass to squeeze it while she sucked his big black balls. Her and Natasha were now working as a team to pleasure this black king; their rivalry had seemed to dissipate beneath the power of it.
Soon enough, Natasha's lips slid off the dick and she stood on her feet. Eleanor jumped at the chance to properly suck him off again. Natasha swayed her thick hips as she slowly pulled her denim shorts down her rounded thighs.
She then landed one knee on the bed in order to swing her other leg up and around Eleanor's head. Darius knew what to do, taking her by her legs and holding her up above himself, then letting her juicy wet pussy down on his waiting tongue.
She fed him the wetness he made directly from her pussy while Eleanor worked his dick with her mouth and fist like a fiend for big black cock. Natasha's moans grew in the dark room--it must've been quite sweet.
Taken in the throes of her passion for black dick, Eleanor kneeled back and whipped her top off entirely, proceeding to send the cock right back into her throat even harder, faster, and deeper than she had been until that moment.
Her and Leya were both on their knees beside the bed now, leaning up so they looked into each other's eyes as they sucked black dick.
They mirrored each other's movements, but Eleanor could take it deeper than Leya. She had been at this for quite a longer time than her friend, but it didn't really matter. Nothing mattered but big black cock for them in that moment.
In the heat of it all, Eleanor pulled her head off the dick and leaned up towards Leya, placing her knees down on the bedspread and swaying her ass up in the air. To her surprise, her friend followed suit.
Their lips met and they kissed with explosive passion; both of them still held a bull-cock in their grip as they did. She tasted so sweet, like cinnamon fire, like liquid gold.
Leya jacked her bull off below their kiss, letting his dick graze her huge tits. Eleanor continually met their lips together--something about it felt so right.



Finally, they simultaneously pulled away from each other and back down on their respective black kings' cocks. Both the men laid back on the bed as they got sucked.
Natasha swung off of Darius's face and leant down behind them to kiss his lips again. He held her face there and kissed her deeply while Eleanor took his black cock even further down her throat.
Jackson suddenly stood up--they were really getting somewhere now. Darius sat up straight as well, but Eleanor didn't want to let go of his cock.
She continued stroking it as he moved, her grip around his black wood iron, until he stood up as well and pulled Natasha, now on her knees atop the bedspread, along with him. Eleanor instinctively moved across the bed, around her, and over to Leya who now bent over at the side of the bed.
Jackson stripped her of her red little shorts. Darius pulled Natasha in for more deep kisses from the bed's edge.
Eleanor leaned over her friend and took grip on each of her asscheeks this time, holding her open for Jackson to fuck. She careened over her thick ass to watch as his long black dick slid right into Leya's wet pussy from behind.
Eleanor let some of her saliva drip down and roll into her pussy-folds as the fucking began. Then, when Jackson had found his way deeper inside, she leaned down and licked Leya's asshole while she got fucked.
On pure impulse, she fucked her friend's asshole with her tongue while her pussy got fucked by black king, Jackson. Because her hands were already holding Leya wide open for the both of them, his right hand found its way around Eleanor's now bare back while she licked.
They'd never done anything like this together before--never to this extent--but in that moment, it felt right. Maybe she'd learned more from Matty than she'd realized... it seemed like she was doing a good job licking asshole.
Meanwhile, Natasha's familiar moans filled the dark air surrounding them again as she too got fucked from behind at the edge of the bed. Eleanor's eyes were entirely affixed on the long black dick fucking Leya's pussy right beneath her face, however.
She began licking her asshole more frantically, watching that fat black cock go in and out as she heard her friend moaning in her grasp. Soon enough, Jackson pulled out so his dick ended up right in Eleanor's face.
She ceased her licks and leapt at the chance to wrap her lips around his dick. Eleanor soon bobbed up and down on it, blowing it almost as well as she had just sucked off Darius.
After several thrusts of her throat onto that long black cock, she let it fall off and onto Leya's waiting, eager asshole--she hadn't let go of her grip, as Jackson hadn't let go of his on her.
Eleanor watched Jackson slide his throbbing dick far beyond her cheeks, right into her pussy, farther than he had before. She then got back to work on her sweet asshole with her tongue.
They all worked together perfectly, like a well-oiled machine of raw sexual power; just five godly beings savoring all the sweet pleasure they could feed each other.
After thoroughly tongueing Leya's asshole, Eleanor wanted a taste of something else. She wanted them both to know what it felt like.
Eleanor crawled across the bed and gripped Natasha's wide ass apart with her fingers before lowering her tongue down on her hole, just as she did to Leya. Darius's cock slid out a moment, perhaps out of instinct, and lingered around Eleanor's mouth for just an instant before she began slurping down on that dick again.
His large black hand wrapped around the back of her head to pull her mouth deeper onto his dick, so deep that she nearly choked on it before he pulled it out again. She used the spit it generated on Natasha's asshole and resumed to lick it as Darius plunged his big black cock into her pussy once again.
Eleanor licked Natasha's asshole--still tight, she noticed, unlike her other hole--as Darius's thrusts got deeper and more ferocious. She laughed a bit while she licked, careful not to get knocked over in the thrust, but he was holding the slut steady.
Soon enough, she looked up at Darius longingly, her brown eyes wide with passion, and asked, "Can you fuck me now?" below the sweet moans of Natasha and Leya. He gave her a stern look and yet nodded his head yes.
Darius pushed Natasha off his cock with his great black might, and she convulsed into a great crescendo of moans, her naked body sprawled across the bedspread.
Eleanor lowered her purple athletic shorts and let them fall to the floor beside her. She then undid her fishnets as fast as she could and took Natasha's place bending over across the bed for their black king.
Eleanor was so ready for it; her pussy was already soaked and her every movement was propelled by the lightning speed of lust.
She rubbed her pussy slightly before she felt Darius's grasp cupping her fat ass and moaned with the anticipation of great pleasure. The cock came in soon and quick, making her ass ripple and her mouth open inadvertently to squeal out an even deeper moan.
Natasha crawled around to kiss her lover while he fucked Eleanor; she just enjoyed that big black cock inside of her.
Soon enough, both of his big black hands gripped the fat of her ass tightly, squeezing out another moan from her lips. His thrusts only got deeper as he went.
Eleanor's eyes rolled into the back of her head; she was in complete and total ecstasy now. There was no more rivalry, there was no more conflict, only the sweetest bliss of big black dick.
Eleanor's whole thick body rocked back and forth beneath the powerful thrusts of Darius's massive cock all inside her guts. They achieved a great rhythm together, their godly bodies moving in tandem with one another.
He only ever stopped to spank her fat ass and immediately continue thrusting harder into her. This was the intensity she cherished so much, she'd originally strayed from her little sissy girlfriend to chase it. How far she had come now; how far all of them would go.
Natasha crawled across the bed to hold Leya's ass open, though she didn't lick it as Eleanor had. When Jackson's long black cock popped out of Leya's pussy, Natasha caught it in her mouth and sucked it to retain its firmness.
Eleanor wanted to take control of the situation again, so she threw her ass back on Darius's dick by her own volition, letting him put his hands at his own hips and just admire her as she pleased him. She picked up her own rhythm, thrusting all the energy he'd placed into her sweet body right back at him, bouncing her ass up and down as it slid to the base of his cock all the way to its tip and back again, over and over and over, just to show everyone how well she could do, how much she could take, how powerful she really was, even there.
Suddenly, Darius grabbed her ass hard again and came in deeper and rougher. Eleanor laughed and moaned at the unexpectedness of it all.
Leya was across from her, watching her take it, until she raised her head up from the bed and slithered up to Eleanor. Their lips met in another deeper kiss while they both got fucked.
Lightning bolts of desire passed from their wombs as they were ravaged up to their lips as they locked together. They were on fire, they were on clouds, they were ascendant into the ecstasy they loved.
Before she knew it, Eleanor was being guided by Darius's grasp to a different position. He turned her ass around and pulled her to bend over at the wide edge of the bed instead of the long one.
He then guided Leya there to take the same position right at Eleanor's left side. Natasha took the hint and then the same position at Leya's left side.
All three of them were now lined up, their fat asses stuck up in the air for their black men, bent over at the same edge of the bed.
Jackson and Darius both shuffled in behind them. Their gazes were all planted forward in waiting for more cock.
This didn't take very long at all. Jackson wrapped his hands around Natasha's wide ass and thrust inside right away. Darius was quick to follow into Eleanor on the other side of Leya.
His right hand pushed her fat ass to bounce back onto his cock, and Eleanor licked her own before rubbing her clit while he fucked her again.
Her and Natasha started moaning, and soon Leya started moaning too; Darius must've been rubbing her out with his other hand.
This didn't last long, either, however. Darius's grip landed just around Eleanor's wide but firm waist.
All of his big black cock thrusted in and out of her at a more rapid speed than ever. Her tits were sent into a swinging frenzy, slamming into each other over and over again as they spun around beneath the violent thrusting she endured with her whole thick body.
She grit her teeth and reentered the bliss of being fucked so long, hard, and rough.
Soon enough, she couldn't posture as if she could handle it so easily. Her eyes rolled back again and her vision ceased to matter.
At least she was sure she stayed upright; Natasha was bent flat on her chest and wailing out like a dying animal. Eleanor moaned out as well, but held herself up with her arms while her tits swung around against each other amidst the deep-dicking she took so gracefully.
She soon grinned again, just as Darius slid out of her with another ass-smack.
Darius and Jackson alternated, but Jackson stopped at Leya. Her ass, thick in its own right, was still perched up and ready for some good black dick.
Jackson wasted no time in steadying his grip on her hips and fucking her with his long black spear. She bore a full-toothed grin as she was pleased by it.
As Darius fucked Natasha, she pushed her face up in one long moan, her own eyes rolling into the back of her head now. Her grip on the bedsheets below them became iron.
Darius only gave her a couple of minutes before he swapped back to Eleanor, though--and she was very grateful for this. Leya turned to watch her as she attempted to ready herself, but Darius wasted no time, either.
He was already fucking her again by the time she reached down to rub herself wet again. Her brown eyes widened and she steadied herself up on her hands and knees on the bedspread.
Her titties soon began swinging into each other again as he bounced her ass back on his cock with his grip. One hand ended up on her hair as he fucked her, and the best part was that his rhythm didn't slow.
The loudness of Leya's moans from beside her assured her that Jackson was fucking her friend just as hard. Her eyes rolled back slightly again before she looked over; Leya looked at her in the same moment, her mouth agape with pleasure.
Eleanor's expression wasn't solid, but twisted into seriousness, as Leya's open mouth twisted into a smile at her. The next instant, Eleanor's gaze was back at the far wall in front of them.
Eleanor squealed out, "Oh, yes!" as Darius backed up a bit, pulling her fat ass and sweet, wet pussy all the way along with him. She was sure she squirted out onto the sheets and floor below in that moment.
Soon after, Darius pulled out of Eleanor, and she instantly twirled around to look up at him in all his muscular black manhood. Jackson slid out of Leya as well, his long black cock still hard and soaked in her sweet juices.
Both of the men stepped around to the other side of the bed. Eleanor intuitively followed them, crawling down onto the floor below. Natasha leapt at the chance to do the same, then Leya came down as well.
To Eleanor's surprise, Natasha held them both close, one arm around each of their naked backs.
All three queens were pressed together, tit to tit, as they watched their men stroke themselves--it would've been menacing if it hadn't been so hot.
Jackson stood on Leya's side and Darius by Eleanor.
Eleanor grinned as Jackson approached the three of them. They all opened their mouths like birds waiting for their next meal.
A thick rope of cum soon spurted out of his big black cockhead to squirt right across Natasha's face, though his dick hung right above Leya's head. Some drips found their way down to her eager tongue.
Eleanor felt a wetness down her hair and back--Darius. She turned with her mouth wide open to take what was left of his cumshot.
Without patience, she just slurped it up from the tip of his dick for herself. Natasha did the same thing with Jackson, then let Leya have a turn on it.
Eleanor's lips slid off the tip of Darius's big black cock just in time for her to notice Natasha at her left side--Jackson's cum had painted her tongue white.
Eleanor leaned in and kissed the cum off like a gift, before she realized that it was. Eleanor and Natasha sealed the event with a full-lipped kiss of their own.
It didn't end with just one, though; their lips locked together, then unlocked, then locked again. They both simmered in the raw desire and sweetness of the moment.
The only thing missing was Matty to watch.
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Kristin lay naked on the tattoo parlor chair, heart pounding with a mix of anticipation and fear. She glanced over at Maria, also naked, bent over the chair, getting her own brand above her big beautiful ass on the small over her back.
They had come so far in the last few months, Kristin thought. She remembered the day Maria first confessed she and Ron had opened up their marriage, how it had lit a spark in Kristin she thought had been extinguished long ago. She thought of her first date with a black bull, how he had stretched and filled her in ways Ryan never could. Most of all, she thought of the growing hunger within her, the craving for more, for bigger, for rougher. For a life free of restraint.
"You ready, girl?" The tattoo artist asked, needle buzzing. Kristin took a deep breath and nodded.
The needle pierced her flesh and she gasped, the pain sharp yet pleasurable. She looked down, watching as the spade symbol took shape above her bare, hairless pussy. A symbol of her commitment to this new life. To embracing her desires. To being a hotwife...
Later that night Kristin admired her reflection in the full-length mirror, turning this way and that to check how the clingy red dress hugged her curvy hips and ample breasts.
"You look smoking hot, girl," Maria said from behind her. Kristin's younger sister wore an equally revealing black mini dress that showed off her round butt and long legs.
"So do you," Kristin said. She felt a familiar rush of nervous excitement, the thrill of the forbidden. Tonight they were meeting two new black bulls, men who would use them for their pleasure.
Kristin slid on a pair of red stilettos that made her calves look toned and trim. She tousled her hair, letting the dark curls tumble around her shoulders.
Maria approached with a tube of deep red lipstick. "Here, this will make your lips look succulent and swollen after they've been kissed."
Kristin obediently parted her lips, allowing Maria to apply the lipstick with a practiced hand. Their eyes met in the mirror, shadows of guilt and anticipation swirling in their depths.
"Do you think they'll like us?" Maria asked softly. She sounded as nervous as Kristin felt.
"Of course," Kristin said. "How could they not?"
Still, a flutter of anxiety persisted in her belly. They had met strangers from the internet before, but each time felt like another roll of the dice.
Kristin took a steadying breath, feeling the confines of her dress and the pinch of her heels ground her in the moment. She thought of the rawness of being taken by two black bulls at once, their hands and mouths exploring every inch of her body, their cocks stretching and filling her, and the anxiety dissolved into molten need.
"I'm ready," she said, voice husky with arousal.
Maria's eyes gleamed with lust. "Me too. This is going to be a fun night."
As Maria and Kristin walked down the hallway towards the living room, they heard the front door open.
"Ron?" Maria called out in surprise. Her husband wasn't supposed to be home for hours.
Ron appeared in the entrance, his eyes widening as he took in the sight of his wife and sister-in-law. Maria was dressed in a scarlet corset and matching thigh-high stockings, accentuating her ample curves. Kristin wore a tight black dress that ended mid-thigh, showing off her caramel legs.
"Going somewhere?" Ron asked, his voice rough with lust. His gaze traveled over their bodies in a slow, appreciative sweep.
"We have plans," Maria said. She strode over to her husband and stroked his chest, feeling his muscles flex under her touch. "But I think we can make some time for you first."
Ron's hands settled on Maria's hips, pulling her against his hardness. "Is that so?" His eyes flicked to Kristin, a silent invitation in their depths.
Kristin's heart raced as she moved to join them. Ron's desire was evident in the tenting of his jeans, and the thought of that thick cock stretching her sent a throb of need between her legs.
"We were getting ready for our dates, but this seems more...enticing," Kristin purred, running a hand down Ron's chest to cup his erection.
Ron groaned, gripping their hips to grind against them.
"Why don't you take care of this before you go?"
Maria and Kristin exchanged a heated look, desire pulsing in the air between them. Tonight was turning out even better than they had planned.
"It would be our pleasure," Maria said, dropping to her knees to unzip Ron's jeans.
Kristin joined Maria on her knees, eager to taste Ron's cock. He was already fully hard, thick and veined, the tip glistening with precum.
Kristin licked her lips. "So big," she breathed, wrapping a hand around the base.
"All for you," Ron growled, fisting a hand in each of their hair.
Maria sucked the head into her mouth, cheeks hollowing as she took him deep. Kristin followed, licking and sucking his heavy balls into her mouth.
Ron groaned, guiding their mouths along his shaft. The sight of them together, lips and tongues greedy for his cock, nearly undid him.
"Enough," he said hoarsely. "I need to be inside you."
He nudged them back and Kristin scrambled to her feet, heart pounding. She needed to feel him fill her, claim her, own her completely.
Ron hitched her dress up to bare her ass, staring at the fresh tattoo marking her as a slut. He ran a reverent finger over the ink, sending a shock of pleasure through her.
"So perfect," he breathed, and thrust into her without warning, burying himself to the hilt.
Kristin cried out at the sudden invasion, clenching around his girth. Ron gripped her hips, pulling back slowly only to slam home again.
"Please," she sobbed, bracing her hands on the wall.
Maria slid under them, taking Kristin's clit between her lips. Kristin shuddered at the dual sensations, trapped between Ron's pounding cock and Maria's clever tongue.
The coil of heat in her belly wound tighter and tighter until it snapped, pleasure crashing over her in waves. Through the haze of her orgasm she felt Ron swell and pulse inside her, filling her with his release in hot spurts.
They collapsed in a tangle of limbs, sweaty and sated. Kristin nuzzled into Ron's neck, utterly content. She had found everything she needed right here.
Kristin sighed in bliss as Ron wrapped his arms around her, still nestled deep inside her ass. The fullness felt incredible, the slight ache only intensifying her pleasure.
Maria curled up against her back, fingers tracing lazy circles over her hips. Kristin purred, utterly content sandwiched between them.
The three of them stayed like that for long, languid minutes, simply enjoying each other's warmth and closeness. Kristin felt more at peace than she had in years.
Ron stirred first, hands sliding down to grip Kristin's hips. He rocked gently, sending a spark of renewed arousal through her. She moaned, pushing back to meet his slow, deep thrusts.
"Again?" Maria whispered, nipping at Kristin's ear. Her fingers drifted lower, circling Kristin's clit in time with Ron's movements.
"Yes," Kristin gasped. The fire in her belly reignited, burning hotter with each stroke of Ron's cock and twist of Maria's fingers.
Ron's breath quickened against her neck, his grip tightening on her hips. Maria rubbed harder, faster, until Kristin shattered with a cry. Ron groaned, pulling out and spurting his seed onto her pussy and Maria's moving fingers. Maria rubbing her husbands cum into her sisters smooth mound as Ron thrust back into Kristin's spasming hole.
For long minutes they stayed motionless, simply breathing each other in. Eventually Ron slipped free with a wet sound, leaving Kristin's ass gaping and empty. She whimpered at the loss until Maria eased two fingers into her, slowly pumping.
"We should get cleaned up," Maria said, though she made no move to withdraw her fingers.
Ron's head jerked up, eyes narrowing at the closed bedroom door. The faint creak of a floorboard in the hall caught his ear, shattering the peaceful afterglow.
He slid from the bed, grabbing his boxers on the way to the door. "Did you hear that?"
The sisters exchanged a glance, Maria's fingers stilling inside Kristin. "Hear what?"
***
Ryan stood outside the bedroom door, listening to the moans and whimpers within. His cock strained against its cage, dripping pre-cum that only added to his frustration. His fingers kneading his plump, panty-clad ass. His cock strained against its cage.
He was perpetually horny these days, his mind and body feminized by the hormones Maria had put him on. His breasts had started to develop, his hips widening, and he lived in a haze of need and submission.
Ron's cock pounding into his sissy boipussy was the only relief, his humiliation and arousal peaking as he was used for Ron's pleasure. He craved it almost as much as his wife craved her bulls, his thoughts consumed by cock and cum.
The door jerked open, and Ryan whimpered at the sight of Ron's hard, glistening cock. "On your knees, puta," Ron growled, grabbing Ryan by his curly wig.
Ryan dropped to his knees, mouthing at Ron's cock eagerly. His lips stretched around the thick shaft, sucking and slurping as he took it deeper.
Ron fisted his hands in Ryan's wig and started fucking his mouth, groaning. "That's it, bitch. Milk my cock with that sissy mouth."
Ryan moaned around the cock pistoning in his mouth, tears blurring his vision. He was drowning in bliss, his pussy dripping in anticipation of being filled and claimed.
Ron yanked his mouth off his cock, dragging him into the bedroom by his wig. Maria and Kristin were seated on the bed, naked and watching with lustful gazes.
"Gonna fuck this horny puta in front of you," Ron said, shoving Ryan face first onto the bed. "Then you can watch me fill her up with my cum."
Ryan wailed, his hips grinding against the bed. Nothing could match the pleasure and humiliation of being used as Ron's sissy fucktoy in front of his wife and her sister.
Ron thrust into his dripping pussy, igniting flames of bliss and submission. Ryan was lost, owned and filled in ways he had only dreamed of, as the women he loved most in the world bore witness.
Kristin gazed at her husband, a mix of emotions churning inside her. Seeing Ryan so thoroughly dominated and sissified by Ron ignited a heat between her legs, but also a pang of sadness for the loss of the man she once knew.
She shook off her melancholy thoughts, focusing on Maria beside her. Her sister was flushed, rubbing her thighs together as she watched Ron pounding into Ryan.
"Do you see how eager she is for Ron's cock?" Maria purred, cupping Kristin's breast. "Just like you'll be for those big black bull cocks tonight."
Kristin whimpered, her pussy clenching at the thought. She couldn't wait to be stretched and filled, claimed in the way Ryan now belonged to Ron.
"Time to get ready, hermana," Maria said, giving her nipple a pinch. "Our bulls will be waiting to dominate these hot Latina cuerpos."
They rose from the bed, Ryan's cries of ecstasy following them down the hall. Kristin's heart raced as they entered her bedroom, thinking of the forbidden pleasures to come.
"What should I wear now?" Kristin asked, staring at the lingerie and slutty dresses in her closet. Everything she owned was picked to please her bulls, her wardrobe transformed to serve their desires.
"The little red dress," Maria said, plucking it from the closet. "And those black thigh highs. You'll look like a gift waiting to be unwrapped."
Kristin shimmied into the teddy, admiring her reflection in the mirror. She looked like a woman ready to be taken and used, her arousal heightening at the thought.
"Perfecta," Maria purred, coming up behind her. She massaged Kristin's breasts through the thin fabric, pinching her nipples. "Our bulls are going to ruin you tonight, hermana. Just like Ron is ruining your sissy husband right now."
Kristin moaned, grinding back against Maria's body. She was dripping and desperate, craving to be dominated and filled in the way only their black bulls could satisfy. Her pussy pulsed at the thought of being claimed and used, as she embraced her purpose as a hotwife.
Ron grunted as he pounded into Ryan's sissy boipussy, relishing the tight heat enveloping his cock. Ryan whimpered beneath him, his chastity cage swinging with each brutal thrust.
"You love this, don't you bitch?" Ron hissed, grabbing a fistful of Ryan's blonde wig. He yanked Ryan's head back, staring into his heavily made up eyes. "Being fucked like the sissy slut you are?"
Ryan moaned, lost in a haze of humiliation and arousal. "Y-yes, sir," he breathed, pushing back to meet Ron's thrusts. His useless clit strained against its cage, leaking pre-cum as his pussy was pounded.
Ron chuckled, releasing Ryan's hair to grope his budding tits. He pinched Ryan's nipples, rolling them between his fingers as his hips pistoned forward.
"This is what you're meant for, puta," Ron said, his cock thickening inside Ryan's slick hole. "To be dressed up like a bitch in heat and fucked until you can't walk straight."
Ryan whimpered in agreement, too far gone to do anything but submit. His thighs trembled as his orgasm built, driven by the delicious fullness of Ron's cock claiming what was now his pussy.
"Please, sir," Ryan rasped, his hands twisting in the bedsheets. "May your sissy slut cum?"
"Not until I fill your cunt," Ron growled, his thrusts becoming erratic. Ryan cried out in ecstasy, his pussy spasming around Ron's cock as hot cum flooded his channel.
Ron groaned, grinding deep into Ryan's hole as he emptied his balls. He gave a few more lazy thrusts, watching in satisfaction as cum leaked from Ryan's stretched rim.
"Good sissy," Ron crooned, caressing Ryan's face. "Now clean my cock so I can fuck your mouth."
Ryan eagerly turned over, taking Ron's softening cock into his mouth. He suckled happily, savoring the taste of cum and his ravaged boipussy.
His clit throbbed as he cleaned Ron's cock, already craving to be used again.
Kristin and Maria paused in the doorway, mesmerized by the scene before them. Maria's hand slipped between Kristin's legs, teasing her soaking pussy as they watched their husbands.
"Look at your sissy," Maria purred, nipping Kristin's earlobe. "So eager to please his master."
Kristin moaned, grinding against Maria's fingers. The ache between her legs intensified at the sight of Ryan's flushed, cum-smeared face as he worshipped Ron's cock.
"Please, sir," Ryan whimpered as Ron grabbed a fistful of his hair. "Fuck my mouth, use your sissy slut."
Ron thrust into Ryan's mouth, groaning as his cock slid down Ryan's throat. Ryan gagged but didn't protest, hollowed cheeks and glazed eyes showing his bliss at being used.
"Your husband have become such a perfect slut," Maria said, twisting her fingers inside Kristin's pussy. "All he wants is to service cock and be filled with cum, just like us."
"Yes," Kristin gasped, her inner walls clenching around Maria's fingers. The ache for her bulls intensified, her empty cunt craving to be stretched and claimed like Ryan's.
She grabbed Maria's wrist, stilling her movements. "We'll be late for our dates if you keep doing that."
Maria chuckled, slowly withdrawing her fingers from Kristin's soaked channel. She brought them to her lips, humming in pleasure as she sucked them clean.
"You're right, hermana," Maria said with a wicked grin. "Our black masters are waiting."
Kristin shivered, arousal and nerves twisting in her belly. She blew a kiss to her sissy husband, his lips stretched obscenely around Ron's cock, and followed Maria out the door into the night.
Kristin slid into the passenger seat of Maria's car, crossing her legs to try and ease the ache between them. Her pussy throbbed in time with her racing pulse, craving to be filled and used by her bulls.
"You look gorgeous," Maria said, eyeing Kristin's outfit. A tight red dress that barely covered her ass, heels that made her legs look endless, and the black Queen of Spades choker around her neck. The tattoo above her pussy seemed to burn, marking her as property for any bull to claim.
"So do you," Kristin said. Maria's curves were accentuated to perfection in a skintight black dress, her large breasts threatening to spill from the plunging neckline.
"Our bulls are going to ruin us tonight," Maria purred, throwing the car into drive. Kristin shuddered, her cunt flooding at the promise. Being ruined, filled and used until she couldn't walk was her deepest desire.
"Do you think our husbands will still be going at it when we get back?" Maria asked with a wicked grin. Kristin pictured Ryan on his knees, dutifully servicing Ron as ordered, his sissy clit dripping in its cage.
"Of course," Kristin said. "Your husband is a perfect slut now. All he wants is to please cock and be filled with cum, just like us."
Maria barked out a laugh. "We trained him so well. Now, let's go get what we really need." She sped up, hurrying them to their waiting bulls.
Kristin smiled, settling into the seat. Her pussy clenched in anticipation and nerves. Tonight, she would be taken, ruined and claimed in the way only a bull could. Her inner slut purred in delight at the promise of ecstasy to come.
***
Kristin and Maria strode into the nightclub, hips swaying to the pounding music. Men's eyes followed them, drawn to their curvy figures poured into tight dresses and stiletto heels.
Maria leaned in, her breath warm against Kristin's ear. "So much delicious cock here for us, hermana. I'm already dripping."
"Me too," Kristin admitted, her pussy clenching. She needed to be filled, used, reminded of her place as a hotwife.
Kristin leaned close to Maria, shouting over the music. "Do you see them?"
Maria grinned, pointing to a booth in the back. Two tall, muscular black men lounged there, watching the crowd. Even from across the room, Kristin could see the bulge in their pants. Her mouth watered.
"Perfect," Maria purred. She grabbed Kristin's hand, dragging her over to the booth.
The men stood up as they approached, smiling slow predatory smiles. "Well hello ladies," one of them said, voice like velvet. "We've been waiting for you."
"We're so glad you did," Maria said. She reached out, boldly cupping the men's cocks. They were rock hard. A shiver ran down Kristin's spine.
"Shall we take this somewhere more private?" the other man asked. His eyes gleamed with lust and promise of pleasure.
Kristin nodded, barely able to breathe. Her pussy was soaked, aching to be filled.
The men each grabbed one of them, dragging them off to the bathroom. The music thumped, people dancing and grinding, oblivious to what was about to happen.
As soon as they were inside, the men locked the door.
The lighter skinned man grinned, grasping Kristin's chin to tilt her face up. "What exactly do you need. bitch?"
Kristin moaned, rubbing against the hard bulge in his pants. "To be fucked like the sluts we are."
"Your wish is our command," the darker skinned man growled, grabbing Maria's hair to yank her into a bruising kiss.
The other man did the same to Kristin, tongue delving between her lips to claim her mouth as he ground his erection against her.
When they broke apart, Kristin and Maria stared at each other in lust, panting.
"Take us," Maria rasped, eyes glazed with need. "Show us what real men can do."
The darker skinned bull pinned Maria against the wall, hiking up her dress to grip her bare ass, kneading the flesh. "No panties and a tattoo marking you as ours. You hotwives know your place."
Maria moaned, grinding against the thick cock straining against his pants. "To be bred by real men like you."
Kristin echoed her words as the other bull groped her roughly, fingers probing her slick entrance. "We need your hot seed to fulfill our purpose."



"And we will give it to you," the bull purred, freeing his cock to rub the swollen head through her folds. "Fill your married pussies with our black babies."
A cry caught in Kristin's throat at his words, hips bucking to take him inside. The taboo of breeding with these strangers, of being impregnated by men not her husband, sent a dark thrill through her.
The bulls grabbed them, bending them over the counter and ripping their dresses up and panties down. Kristin whimpered as one of the men thrust into her, his cock massive as it speared her open.
"Gonna pump you full," he grunted, slamming into her. Kristin cried out in pleasure and pain, her walls stretching to accommodate his girth.
Maria was getting pounded beside her, moaning and gasping. The bulls rode them hard, grunting and snarling like beasts.
Kristin felt her orgasm building, the man's cock pounding her cervix. "Give me your seed!" she screamed.
With a roar, he slammed in to the hilt, hot cum flooding her channel. Kristin came with a wail, her inner walls spasming around his cock, milking every drop of his sperm.
Breathless, they collapsed against the counter, the men still buried inside them.
"Round two soon," one of the bulls chuckled. "We're not done with you sluts yet..."
Kristin closed her eyes, lost in the euphoria of being filled and bred. The bulls were still hard inside them, their hot seed claiming her womb.
She smiled, imagining Ryan's shock and awe at her swollen, pregnant belly. He would have no choice but to accept and embrace her new purpose as a black cock whore.
"Ready for round two?" One of the bulls growled, grabbing her hips.
Kristin moaned, pushing back on his cock. "Yes, give me your baby batter again..."
The bulls began to move, dragging pleasured cries from the sisters. The lewd sounds of wet sex filled the room once more.
Maria gasped, her eyes rolling back. "Fuck yes, breed us!"
Kristin rocked her hips, eagerly fucking back on the bull's thick cock. Her pussy was soaked in cum already, his movements slick and fast. She was losing herself in the pleasure, her world narrowing to the feel of his flesh spearing into her channel and the building rapture within.
"Gonna fill you up again," the bull grunted. "Gonna put a baby in that tight pussy..."
"Yes!" Kristin cried. "Breed me, give me your child!"
The bull slammed in hard, roaring as he unloaded in her depths once more. Kristin screamed, coming apart on his cock as he pumped her full of sperm.
Breathless, she slumped against the counter, the bull draped over her back.
"Round three?" he panted, nipping her neck.
Kristin shuddered, already addicted to being used. "Yes," she moaned. "Take me again..."
The bull chuckled, his cock hardening inside her. "Gonna make sure we put a baby in you tonight, slut..."
Kristin moaned, pushing back on the bull's cock, eager to be bred again. Her pussy was overflowing with cum already, her womb primed to accept his seed.
She smiled, wondering how many black babies she would carry. However many the bulls gave her, it would be Ryan's duty to care for them all.
Her pleasure built again as the bull began to thrust, his cock spearing into her depths. She gave herself over to the bliss, embracing her purpose as a vessel for his seed.
The bull grunted, his pace increasing. "Gonna put a baby in you with every load," he promised. "You're gonna have your hands full, slut..."
Kristin could only moan, lost to the rapture of being taken. Her new life as a black cock whore was only just beginning.
Kristin clung to him, moaning as he pounded into her, the lewd sound of their flesh slapping echoing in the small room along with Maria's pleasured cries.
"You'll both go home with our seed dripping down your thighs," the darker skinned bull grunted, thrusting wildly. "Knocked up by men who aren't your husbands. That's what you need, isn't it?"
"Yes," Kristin sobbed, climax ripping through her. "Breed us! Make us yours!"
The bulls slammed deep, hot release flooding her channel as her orgasm milked his cock. They came together, primal and intense, sealing her fate.
Breathless, they slumped against the wall. Maria turned a dazed smile to Kristin, caressing her still flat belly.
"Ryan is going to make the perfect sissy mommy."
Kristin giggled, a rush of endorphins flooding her system. She pictured her husband in a frilly pink apron, vacuuming and doing laundry in between feedings and diaper changes.
"He won't know if it's his or not with how much black seed we'll be overflowing with." Maria sighed, eyes glazing over in bliss.
The bulls grinned, tucking themselves away and straightening their clothes. "Our work here is done. For now." Dark promise laced the words, sending a thrill through Kristin's spent body.
They left the sisters slumped together, a mess of fluids and trembling limbs. Kristin nuzzled into Maria's neck, savoring the scent of sex permeating the air.
"I don't know if I can walk." She giggled.
Kristin smiled, imagining her husband's horror at the state they were in. "Do you think he's ready to fully commit to this lifestyle?"
"He doesn't have a choice now." Maria purred. "Not after we give birth to his new children."
Kristin sighed in content, the future unfolding before them in sinfully delicious ways. Her pussy clenched at the thought of being bred again and again, her belly swelling with the seed of strangers while her husband served his purpose.
The night was over but their journey had just begun. Their new lives as hotwives had been sealed, as had Ryan's fate as their sissy cuckold.
***
Kristin's eyes fluttered open as sunlight streamed through the blinds, her head pounding with the aftereffects of alcohol. She felt the warmth of Maria's naked body pressed against her, their limbs tangled together under the sheets.
The memories of last night flooded back in fragments--the men fucking them relentlessly, over and over, pumping load after load of hot cum into their eager, grasping pussies. Kristin shifted, feeling the sticky evidence of their breeding session trickle from between her thighs, and a flush of heat suffused her body.
She thought of the men's promises to impregnate them, to put their babies in her belly, and her hands drifted down to rest over her lower abdomen. Would she conceive from last night's breeding? The thought made her squirm with a mix of apprehension and arousal.
Kristin's pussy tingled at the recollection, already dripping wet. She couldn't believe how intensely she had cum with those strangers, far more powerfully than with her husband in all their years of marriage. She craved that feeling again, to be taken and dominated in the most primal, degrading way. To be used as nothing more than a set of holes for black men to dump their seed into.
"I think I'm becoming a black cock whore," she whispered to Maria, unsure if her sister was even awake to hear. But the words felt right on her lips, like a revelation of her true self that had been hidden for so long. She wanted to shout it from the rooftops, to fully embrace this new facet of her blossoming sexuality. To give herself over completely to the taboo pleasure of interracial lust, no matter the cost.
Maria stirred beside her, murmuring sleepily. "I was born a black cock whore. You're just now catching up, hermana." She kissed Kristin's cheek, her lips curling into a knowing smile before drifting back to sleep.
Kristin squinting at the sunlight peeking through the curtains. She felt sticky and sore all over, her inner thighs slick and her pussy throbbing pleasantly. She turned to look at Maria, dried semen coated her sister's lips and chin, flecked across her breasts and matted in her dark hair. Kristin smiled, filled with affection for her sister and gratitude for bringing her into this new world of forbidden pleasure.
Her stomach rumbled, craving coffee and food to replenish her depleted energy. Kristin slid out from under the covers, the chill air raising goosebumps on her naked skin. She stretched languidly, her joints popping after the vigorous fucking of the night before.
Padding out of the bedroom, she walked down the hall to the kitchen, her hips swaying and butt jiggling with each step. The familiar tingle of arousal sparked between her thighs again as she recalled the black cocks that had been inside her. She yearned to be filled and stretched once more, already addicted to the intoxicating mix of pain and pleasure their huge members provided.
In the kitchen, Ron sat at the table reading a newspaper and eating a plate of eggs and toast. He looked up as Kristin entered, his eyes traveling appreciatively over her voluptuous nude figure. A knowing smirk curled his lips. "You look well and thoroughly fucked, cuñada. I take it you enjoyed your black meat?"
Kristin blushed but held his gaze defiantly. "Immensely. And Maria was right, once you go black..."
Ron barked out a laugh, slapping his thigh in amusement. "That's my girl. Looks like we've created a monster!"
Kristin sniffed, walking to the coffee maker. "One that craves cock for breakfast, lunch and dinner." She poured herself a cup of the steaming brew, savoring the robust aroma.
"Is that so?" Ron mused, a predatory gleam in his eye. "Then you'll be happy to know I invited our new friends over for brunch. You'll get your fill of black cock yet, cuñada."
Kristin took a sip of coffee, her gaze drifting down to the table. Through the glass surface, she could see Ryan on his knees under the table, his lips wrapped around Ron's thick cock as he bobbed his head. Her husband's eyes were closed in bliss, his feminine moans muffled by the mouthful of flesh.
Kristin's nipples hardened at the lewd display, a rush of heat flooding her loins. She leaned against the counter, parting her legs to ease the ache there.
Ron grunted, threading his fingers through Ryan's hair to hold him in place as he bucked his hips. "That's it, puta, choke on my verga. You love sucking your alpha's cock, don't you?"
Ryan gagged but didn't pull away, clutching Ron's muscular thighs for support. Tears leaked from the corners of his eyes, smearing his makeup.
With a roar, Ron climaxed, pumping his seed down Ryan's throat. Kristin bit her lip, transfixed by the sight of her husband gulping down the milky fluid.
Ron exhaled in satisfaction, releasing Ryan to collapse limply under the table. "Clean up your mess, maricón. Our guests will be here soon." He smirked at Kristin's flushed expression. "Like the show, cuñada?"
Kristin stared at him, chest heaving. "I want that. I want to be your slut, just like him."
"Is that so?" Ron purred, beckoning her forward. "Then come, cuñada, and take your rightful place next to your husband under the table"
Kristin hesitated only a moment before sinking to her knees, Kristin crawled under the table, nudging Ryan aside to kneel between Ron's thighs. His cock was soft now, but still intimidating in size. She gazed up at him through her lashes, licking her lips.
"Please, Ron. I need this. I need to be used." Her hands skimmed up his muscular legs. "Make me your slut. Claim me again in front of my worthless husband."
"Good girl." Ron fisted his cock, rubbing the swollen head against her lips. "Worship your alpha, puta. Taste your purpose."
Kristin opened her mouth obediently, sucking him in. The thick, meaty length stretched her jaw, as he hardened for round two, his cock hitting the back of her throat. She gagged but didn't pull away, relaxing her throat to take him deeper.
Ron grunted in approval, tangling his hands in her hair. "That's it, cuñada. Choke on my cock like the good little slut you are." He began rocking his hips, fucking her mouth in slow, deep strokes.
Kristin moaned around his cock, reaching down to rub between her legs. She was soaking wet, and desperate for more. She gave herself over to the depravity, sucking and slurping eagerly at the cock claiming her as its own.
Kristin looked up as Ron threw his head back, groaning. His hips were moving faster now, cock pistoning in and out of her mouth. She could feel his length throbbing, knew he was close.
"Look at you," Ron panted, gazing down at her with lust-glazed eyes. "On your knees like a good cocksleeve, choking on my cock. You love this, don't you, puta? Being used as a set of holes for me to dump my seed in."
Kristin moaned, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure through his cock. She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard as his thrusts became erratic.
Her body was humming with pleasure, her core aching to be filled. She gazed up at Ron pleadingly, spreading her legs in invitation.
"Please" she whispered. "I need your cock inside me, Breed me."
Ron smirked, fisting his cock. "As you wish, mi puta".
Kristin moaned in anticipation, standing up and bending over the table to give Ron better access. Before he could fill her aching cunt though, a voice spoke up from under the table.
"Thank you for the meal, Sir," Ryan said, his voice muffled. Kristin startled, having forgotten he was there. She peered under the table to see her husband still kneeling between Ron's feet, his face streaked with cum.
Ron barked out a laugh, slapping Kristin's ass playfully. "Look at that, your cuckold husband knows his place. On his knees, grateful for any scraps his alpha chooses to give him."
Kristin blushed, humiliation and arousal warring within her. Ron grasped her hips, "You're mine now, puta," he said firmly. "Your pathetic excuse of a husband means nothing."
Kristin shuddered, nodding. "Yes, Ron," she whispered.
He moved to thrust into her, when a soft voice interrupted. "Hermana? Did you tell the cabrón that you might be pregnant?"
Kristin's head snapped up to see Maria entering the kitchen, naked and sleepy-eyed. She blinked at the scene before her - Kristin disheveled and dripping bent over the table spreading her pussy, Ron looming over her with a hard cock, and Ryan still kneeling under the table.
Maria smirked knowingly, sauntering over to give Kristin a deep kiss. "I see you've been busy," she purred, giving Kristin's neck an affectionate nip.
Ron thrusts into her slick pussy, pounding Kristin as Maria stroked her hair "That's it sis, take that cock like the slut you are" Looking over at Ryan and laughing at his whimpering, Ryan thrusting his fingers into his boipussy as he watched his wife once again defiled.
Ron pulls out of her gasping pussy, forcing Kristin to her knees besides her whimping husband. Snarling, gripping her hair tightly. "Take it, cuñada. Take my cum like the fertile little cunt you are." He slammed deep into her throat once, twice, before holding her in place. His cock erupted, spurting thick ropes of cum down her throat.
Kristin struggled to swallow it all, some of the milky fluid spilling from the corners of her mouth. The feeling of being so used, claimed in this way, sent her tumbling over the edge into her own orgasm. She shuddered around Ron's softening cock, moaning as the waves of pleasure crashed over her.
After a long moment, Ron pulled out of her mouth with a wet pop. Kristin gasped for breath, looking up at him through heavy-lidded eyes. He gazed down at her possessively, stroking her cheek in approval.
"Good girl," he rumbled. "Get cleaned up my sluts, we have company coming over."
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The three most slippery words in the English language are: "Just one time". For example, that's what my wife said when I took her to Vegas for our ten-year anniversary. And for six months, I thought those words were true. But then a conversation made me realize they might not be.
We (my wife Linda and I) were sitting on the couch relaxing, watching TikTok on our big-screen. I was rubbing her thigh through the blanket. She was absently rubbing my half-erect dick.
"Honey, do you remember that thing I did for you in Vegas?"
I nodded.
"Do you remember how I said it was 'just one time'?"
I nodded, and leaned over to give her a little kiss on the cheek.
"Well... there's this new guy at work, see..."
----- ----- *kiss* ----- -----
Let me pause at this point to paint a few details.
Linda and I are a typical couple here in the village of Cherry Hills. One look at me, and you can instantly see I work in finance in the city. One look at Linda, and you can tell she was a sorority girl in her youth. She's got long, straight, natural blonde hair, huge natural tits, and a skinny little body. "Sex On A Stick", that's what we used to call girls like that. We met through playing volleyball. Picture a girl like Linda in those tiny little hot-shorts, with a top that you can't tell if it's supposed to be a shirt or a bra, jumping around playing volleyball. Is it any wonder I put a ring on her?? The only mystery is how another man didn't do it sooner!
As for 'one time only' in Vegas, well, let me warn you, I'm a little bit crazy. See, almost as soon as I grew up and discovered girls in general, I also discovered interracial cuckold porn. I may be 6'3" and I may be ruggedly handsome and ripped like a pro athlete. But in my *fantasies* you'll find me in the corner watching! Or better yet, staying home while Linda goes out God-only-knows-where, to come back God-only-knows-when, after being out all night with Mr. God-only-knows-how-anyone-could-be-that-BLACK. Yep, that's right, I'm that guy who's constantly spamming 4chan with 'Built for BBC' threads. Guy like me are why reddit's BNWO subs have so many subscribers. I'm that guy liking and subscribing to all the wife-goes-black porn vids, making sure they come up on your porn feed, and on your wife's porn feed. Yep, I'm that guy. But not Linda.
Linda was actually really conservative when I married her. She married me DESPITE my perverted fetish, not BECAUSE of it. And for an entire decade, she flat-out refused to make my fantasies real.
"I'm not into cheating", she would say. "And I'm not into black guys."
It wasn't until our ten-year anniversary that Linda gave in to my pleading. She agreed I could hire one of those black male hookers so popular at the Vegas strip. She said, "Just one time," about a million times. It was her ten-year-anniversary present to me. And damn was it a good one.
In the end, she was so shy, she didn't even let me watch. And yet still, I was in heaven, just listening! The sounds of my pretty little wife moaning and whimpering as her big black hired lover mounted her were exquisite. I almost passed out when I heard that hotel bed start squeaking.
"Oh!" I heard her say. "It's so big!" And then I heard her moaning.
But it was "Just one time," Linda swore up and down.
And until that conversation on the couch six months later, I believed her.
----- ----- *kiss* ----- -----
"There's this new guy at work, see..."
Linda had this look on her face that she always gets when she's nervous or shy about something.
"His name is Jack. He's one of the new claims adjustors. He's been talking to me and hitting on me. He doesn't care that I'm married. He wants to take me out dancing. Well of course I say 'No' every time. But he's actually really good looking. I think I have a crush on him."
"Wow," I said. My dick was getting harder. Linda could feel it, and she picked up the pace of her rubbing.
"What does this Jack guy look like?"
"He's tall like you," said Linda. "Real muscular. He has the most amazing sense for fashion, baby. He smells good. He's got really great posture. He's really intelligent, too. I even know he has a huge cock: one time I could see the outline through his pants. Oh, and you'll love this next part, hun. He's... like... super... super... DARK... black."
My penis swelled up to full mast. Linda giggled.
"I thought you might like that," she said.
"Maybe he's just teasing," I said. "You're married. Maybe Jack just likes flirting with married girls. Knowing it won't go anywhere."
"That's what I thought," said Linda. "But I found out he's been intimate with two other girls at the office. Both married!"
"Whoah," I said. "Wait, how long has he been working there?"
"Less than two months!" Linda gushed.
"And he's already seduced two married women??"
"Three, if you count me."
"You mean...?" My heart fluttered.
"Well..."
Linda fidgeted nervously.
"I really do kind of like him... would it be okay if I went out with him, just one time, honey? I really mean it. Just one time."
I had to force myself not to pounce on Linda and over-enthusiastically encourage her. There was nothing in the world I'd love more than for my sexy little trophy wife to take a black lover!!
"Is this something YOU want to do? For YOU?" I said.
Linda nodded.
"You're really attracted to him?"
Linda nodded.
"Babe," I said, "if you like Jack, I would LOVE you to go out with him!"
----- ----- *kiss* ----- -----
There's something else I should mention about that Vegas anniversary trip. It'll become relevant in the story later.
It's about that male hooker I hired for Linda. I didn't just pick him off the street. I hired him through an agency. You know: all professional and above-board.
The agency had insisted we both sign a disclaimer.
"The parties agree to waive all legal liability against the Agency in the event of any unforeseen consequences of this contract..."
I was reading the disclaimer out loud to Linda in the hotel room.
"...to include, but not limited to, the following. The Agency will not be held liable if Party 2 (the Wife) becomes addicted to Big Black Cock. The Agency will not be held liable if Party 2 (the Wife) becomes so obsessed with BBC that she goes BBC-only and makes Party 1 (the Husband) go permanently pussy-free..."
"Does that sort of thing really happen????" Linda asked the male hooker.
"Oh, yeah," said the male hooker. "It's not that unusual. That's why we make every couple sign this disclaimer."
"Well, it won't happen to us!" my wife said confidently. "I'm only doing this as an anniversary present. It's strictly a 'Just One Time' thing, Jamal."
"Whatever you say," Jamal chuckled.
He had probably had this same exact conversation with a thousand previous customers.
We signed the disclaimer, and the rest, as they say, is history...
----- ----- *kiss* ----- -----
Two days after the conversation on the couch, I was helping Linda get dressed up for her date with Jack.
Linda was in the bathroom humming to herself while she finished her makeup. I was going through her wardrobe picking out clothes for her.
"One last time," said Linda, floating into the bedroom. "You're absolutely SURE that you're okay with this?"
"Baby, I think it's unbelievably erotic," I said. "You KNOW I always wanted you to have a black lover. That night you got blacked in Vegas was the most intensely erotic night of my life."
Linda took the thong I held out for her. It was a sexy little black number, my absolute favourite one, the one she would wear for me on my birthday or on Valentine's.
"Ooh!" said Linda, when she saw which thong I had picked for her. "I guess you really mean it!"
She slipped the thong on and sidled up to me. She reached down and rubbed my aching hard dick through my pants.
"Just don't get your hopes up TOO much." She whispered into my ear. "Remember, this is 'Just one time'."
It was sheer agony that night, waiting for Linda to come home. She swore she'd be home by midnight... but she wasn't.
It was after 3am when my wife finally staggered through the door!
I was still awake, reading in bed, with the blanket on. I was expecting my conservative wife would want to shower right away.
I was wrong.
Linda was a whole new woman.
She immediately peeled off her ravaged dress. The spicy little thong I loved so much? It was nowhere in site. (I found out later that Jack kept it as a trophy.) Linda's whole body was covered with hickies and bruises. But ESPECIALLY her breasts, and ESPECIALLY her mound (which I had helped her shave for her new lover).
Without any preamble, Linda pulled the blanket off me. She climbed onto my chest and started rubbing her pussy against me. Her pussy was GAPING loose and GUSHING with her lover's sperm. I guess Jack is really a lady's man, because it looked like pumped a couple gallons of seed into Linda!
In no time, my conservative faithful well-behaved wife was crouched over my face, grinding her well-used pussy into my lips. There was no time to think, no time to negotiate. All I could do was activate muscle memory. I opened my mouth and started devouring Linda's pussy.
"Oh baby, thanks so much for letting me do this," said Linda.
She was moving her hips and her big black lover's cum was just POURING out of her. I could hardly even swallow it, there was just so much of it. The alternative would be to drown in it! I had never even tasted my own cum before, much less another man's. And yet there I was, feasting on what felt like a RIVER of nasty black DNA.
I would have been disgusted to lick my wife's lover's sperm off a plate or something. But somehow it seemed natural, even erotic, to swallow it from her pussy.
"Baby, as soon as I started dancing with Jack, I knew I could never say no to him."
My wife's body went into a little mini-orgasm and she thrust her pussy down hard against my face. By this point I had Jack's cum all over my face. I was in pure animal instinct mode, licking and sucking my wife's ruined sex. Like some primal competitive part of me was trying to suck out all my rival's sperm. To keep it from reaching my wife's unprotected womb.
"Fuck that feels good when you eat me," said Linda.
"Darling, Jack took me to his place and it was magic. I never knew sex could ever feel so good. I just totally lost it, baby. He put me in some kind of sexual trance. He just kept fucking me and fucking me. I never wanted it to stop, baby. He was kissing me and biting me, and I was scratching him with my fingernails... Honey I completely forgot everything. Jack was the only thing in my world. I wanted that big black cock of his to ABSORB me. I wanted him to keep thrusting that thing in me until every last ounce of me just rubbed off onto him and there was nothing left of me!"
I grunted and started tongue-fucking my wife. She was still so flooded with her lover's cum I could hardly believe it. I was working out thick globs of cum with my hungry tongue. I swallowed greedily. The SMELL had me locked in a hypnotic trance. My penis was practically humming, I was so horny.
When I came out of my trance, Linda was somehow under the covers with me. We were tenderly embracing.
"I guess you had a good time..." I said, dumbly.
"Mmmmm..." said Linda. *kiss* *kiss*
"Was his cock as big as you thought it was?"
"Bigger..." *kiss* *kiss*
"Did you cum on his big black cock, baby??"
"Mmmm... Over and over..." *kiss* *kiss*
I worked up my nerves to push forward with my next question.
"Are you going to see him again, Linda??"
"Baby I cannnnnnnn'ttttt...." *kiss* *kiss* "It was 'Just One Time' baby..."
----- ----- *kiss* ----- -----
It wasn't until Linda's fourth date with Jack that she started imposing changes in our own sex life.
"I just don't understand..." I said. "We haven't been using these for over a decade..."
Linda was rolling a condom onto my dick.
"I told you like five times," said Linda. "Jack makes ALL his girls use condoms with their husbands."
Early in our relationship, Linda and I had lost the condoms because I had always had low sperm count. When I learned Linda was going to make me use rubbers again, while her black lover was allowed inside bareback, I felt a sharp pang of jealousy.
Linda gave my rubber-clad dick an affectionate squeeze.
"Maybe you'd rather I stop seeing Jack...?"
"No!" I said quickly.
"You know, this is all your fault, honey..." said Linda. She was teasing my dick, rubbing it. Kissing it. "You're the one that wanted me to have sex with a big..." *kiss* "...black..." *kiss* "...cock." *kiss* "Did you change your mind darling? Did you decide you don't like your wife sharing her pretty little body with her big, rough, black lover?"
I shook my head vigorously.
"Would you rather have a nice conservative little wife?" said Linda. "A good little wife who would never even talk to a big black man...?"
Linda leaned down and started rubbing her titties all over my dick. I was hard as a rock, even with a condom on.
"I know how much you love getting me ready to go out on dates with my black lover..." Linda purred. "If you want, though, I'll stay home and stop seeing him. Then you can have your little wife without a condom again... Or do you love it too much when I come home full of black cum?"
"Fuck..." I said.
"Honey do you like it when your little wife comes home all covered with hickies?"
Linda was interrogating but my penis was answering for me. It was throbbing like crazy in response to all her dirty talk.
"Do you like knowing your wife is out there kissing and petting her big black bull?" Ughhh... "Do you like knowing your wife is at her big black lover's house, getting fucked stupid by her lover's beautiful big black cock?" Ughhh... "Do you like kissing me when I come home, knowing I've been sucking on his beautiful big black cock all night?" Ughhh...
"...Or would you rather I stop seeing him, and we can go back to the way things were?"
"No!" I rasped.
"You're okay if I keep seeing Jack, even if it means you have to wear a rubber, darling?"
I gulped hard. "Yes."
"You're not too jealous I'm letting Jack fuck me raw and unprotected, darling, while you have to wrap it up? Are you sure you're okay with that?"
I gulped hard. "Yes."
"You're okay that my big black bull is pumping my little pussy full of hot cum?" *kiss* "Even though you have to cum inside a rubber, darling?"
I gulped hard. "Yes."
"Oh darling, thank you for being so obliging!"
She lowered her pussy down over my condom-covered dick, and I came right away, I was so turned on by all her teasing.
Linda giggled.
"You know, baby, when I see Jack, he always lasts a long long time..." she said.
Linda climbed off of me and pulled the condom off of my softening penis.
"When I see Jack, he can fuck me all night..." she said. "He cums in me over and over, darling... Do you like that thought? Do you like the thought of my big black bull breeding me, over and over all night?"
My dick started hardening again.
"Mmmm darling I wonder if your condoms would even FIT on Jack..." Linda was stroking my cock lovingly. "He's like three times your size honey... I bet even if he wore a rubber, it would just break instantly..."
In my mind's eye I could practically see Jack's huge veiny black cock, bursting right through the flimsy condom.
My dick was fully hard again by this point.
"Oh! Did something get you all excited??"
I was so horny from all Linda's dirty talk, I was humping the air. I desperately needed relief.
"Mmmm darling I bet it would feel so good to put this hard dick of yours in your wife's pussy naked, wouldn't it..."
With a devilish smile, Linda opened another condom and started putting it on. I groaned in agony, knowing I would never feel my beautiful wife unprotected again.
----- ----- *kiss* ----- -----
By the time "Just One Time" became "Just Fifteen Times", my wife missed her period.
"Darling don't be mad," said Linda, consoling me. "Jack has got plenty of white wives pregnant."
I knew I should be angry and upset, but instead I was incredibly horny. In the back of my mind, I had known my wife was gonna get black-pregnant. As soon as she went on that second date with Jack (so much for "Just One Time"...), I subconsciously knew we were going to have a black baby.
To my surprise, I found the thought incredibly attractive. No matter how I tried to think about all the social consequences, I actually WANTED to see my wife's belly swell up with her black lover's baby.
Linda continued making me wear a condom, even though she was already pregnant.
"Don't be upset, darling," Linda comforted me. "Jack does this to all his girls' husbands."
----- ----- *kiss* ----- -----
The pregnancy was the perfect excuse for Linda to cut me off from sex.
When her belly started showing, it was suddenly 'health risks this' and 'have to be careful that'.
And just like that, my sex life was reduced to handjobs and blowjobs.
Funny enough, none of those 'health risks' seemed to apply to Linda's sexy virile black lover. If anything, she spent even MORE time riding his giant black babymaker.
"Honey, do you remember that disclaimer we signed?" said Linda one evening.
She had just come back from a liaison with Jack. I was tenderly licking her sore, stretched-out pussy. Her belly was huge by this point. It was so sexy knowing she was carrying her lover's black baby in there.
"In Vegas I mean. The one about how the Agency isn't responsible if the wife ends up addicted to black cock..."
I came up for air. I kissed my wife's belly.
"Are you addicted to black cock?" I asked.
"Yes!" she admitted. "I can't get enough of my lover's big... huge... veiny... black cock."
"Are you going to let me have sex with you again when you're not pregnant any more?" I asked nervously.
"I don't know..." said Linda, biting her lip.
"You mean, you might not?" I said, heart racing. "Are you so addicted to big black cock you're gonna cut me off permanently?"
"Ummmmmmmm..." said Linda, intelligently.
----- ----- *kiss* ----- -----
By the time my wife gave birth to Jack's lovely daughter, she had gone full "Blacked New World Order". She was wearing Blacked clothing, she had her snowbunny anklet on constantly... she even got a Queen of Spades tattoo on her chest, with the inscription: "Black Only".
I couldn't have been happier.
"Honey," Linda said, cuddling with me. I had just finished watching her breastfeed Jack's baby. The color contrast was so beautiful. The baby was so dark, Linda's breasts were so fair and pink. "Honey are you happy your wife went black cock only? Are you happy your pretty little wife is nothing but a big black cock SLUT?"
I nodded vigorously and kissed her.
"Honey I was thinking," said Linda. "About what you asked that one time. About cutting you off. About denying you..."
We hadn't had sex yet because it was too soon after giving birth.
"Honey," she said. "When it's safe for me to make love again, do you want to make love with me, 'Just One Last Time'?"
"Just One Last Time??" I said.
"Yeah," she said. "You know I'm hooked on big black cock now, darling. I love you but I'll never go back to white dick."
"Fuck," I said.
"Do you want to make love with me, 'Just One Last Time', before Jack starts working on my next black baby and I cut you off forever?"
She gave me a tender kiss.
"Fuck... I don't know..." I said. "I want to but..."
"Shhhh," said Linda, embracing me. "I know it's hard to talk about this. You don't need to say it."
----- ----- *kiss* ----- -----
So I never did have sex again after that. I grew to love being a pussy-free husband. I love taking care of my wife's black babies; she's pregnant right now with her THIRD one, if you can believe it! My wife is thoroughly black-cock-obsessed and I absolutely love it. If you're reading this, dear, I love you! Thank you for making all my deepest, wildest blacked cuckold fantasies reality, darling. I'll never stop loving you. My wonderful, snowbunny, Linda.
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The day started out nicely for Patrice Duplessis. It was an unseasonably warm day in early October in the City of Montreal, Quebec. The Fall of 2023 surprised many across Canada in this manner. Patrice had things to do that day. The six-foot-tall, brown-haired, green-eyed young Frenchman checked his messages and found himself smiling. He'd been talking to this nice couple from Fetish Life, Yvon Etienne and Rachel Lefebvre. The tall, dark-skinned and muscular black man and the curvy, blonde-haired white woman were insanely hot and down to do some raunchy stuff. Patrice was more than okay with that because he's totally bisexual and into couples. Let the raunchy interracial bisexual fun begin.
"You're my first BWC," said Rachel Lefebvre as she grabbed Patrice's long and thick pale cock. Patrice nodded and smiled as the sexy blonde woman took his dick into her mouth. Meanwhile, Rachel's boyfriend Yvon Etienne put a condom then slammed his thick black dick into her from behind, making her big white booty bounce. Patrice winked at Yvon as the tall, handsome and dark-skinned stud fucked the hell out of his favorite blonde. Patrice took note of Yvon's impressive dick size and stroke game. The black stud got a lot of things going on for him. Patrice likes that a lot.
"Take this dick," Yvon said, and he smacked Rachel's thick white ass as he slammed his big black dick into her pussy. At five-foot-eleven and two hundred and sixty pounds, Rachel is definitely a BBW and one of the hottest ever. This gal can take dick for days and then some. As Yvon fucked her, Rachel would have screamed but Patrice's big white cock in her throat kind of prevented that. The two studs rammed their dicks into the sexy curvy blonde's holes, fucking her like there was no tomorrow. At a certain point, the three of them took a break before switching things up. This time, Patrice got to fuck Rachel while Yvon watched.
"Exquisite beauty," Patrice said as he bent Rachel over and admired the sexy blonde woman's thick white ass. Stroking his big white cock, Patrice winked at Yvon as he drew closer to Rachel. Without further ado, Patrice put on a condom, then spread Rachel's thick ass cheeks and looked at her butt hole. Yvon stroked his big black dick with one hand and grabbed some lotion with the other. Patrice smiled at Yvon as the black stud handed him the lotion. Patrice lubricated Rachel's asshole and then warned her that he was going to fuck her ass. Quite fortunately, the blonde gal was down for whatever.
"Show me what you can do," Rachel said in a sassy tone. Laughing. Patrice proceeded to do just that. Time to remind this Queen of Spades how good a big white cock can feel. Gripping Rachel's hips, Patrice pushed his cock into her asshole. Rachel screamed as Patrice's cock popped into her asshole. She hadn't had a dick this huge back there in a long time. While fucking Rachel in the ass, Patrice made eye contact with Yvon. Nodding, Yvon continued to stroke his big black dick while watching Patrice fuck Rachel in the ass. Some black guys like watching their white girlfriends get BWC and there is nothing wrong with that.
"This is what I do to white bitches who fuck black men, I fuck them in the ass with my BWC," Patrice crowed as he butt-fucked Rachel right in front of Yvon. Face down and big ass up, Rachel screamed passionately as Patrice fucked her in the ass. As Patrice continued to fuck Rachel's asshole, he smiled at Yvon. Oh yeah, Yvon is one of those black guys who likes watching his woman get fucked by other men. Black cuckolds most definitely do exist and Patrice loves to have fun with them. As Rachel's passionate screams filled the air, Patrice did his thing, enthralling both the lady and her man Yvon.
"This is hot," Yvon said, and then he did something which surprised both Patrice and Rachel. Yvon got on his back and slid underneath Rachel. The chubby blonde gal was pleasantly surprised when her favorite black stud grabbed her big tits and fondled them. At the same time, Yvon brought his lips to Rachel's pussy and began licking her. This was a nice surprise, to put it mildly. Meanwhile, Patrice thrust his big white cock into Rachel's asshole, his dick mere inches from Yvon's face while Yvon licked Rachel's pussy. Oh my, isn't this wild and hot?
"Oh fuck, it hurts but feels good," Rachel said, moaning and groaning as Patrice's big white cock filled her asshole. At the same time, Yvon ate Rachel's pussy, causing her to squeal in sheer delight. After fucking Rachel's asshole for a while, Patrice had enough. He pulled out of her asshole and tossed aside the used condom. Yvon suddenly grabbed Patrice's big white cock and then took him into his mouth. Yeah, that's right, the black man started sucking the same white cock that just fucked his blonde girlfriend's asshole. Rachel slumped on the bed, exhausted from getting ass fucked. Ignoring her, Patrice and Yvon did their thing.
"Suck my cock before I fuck you," Patrice said, and Yvon nodded and complied. The black stud sucked that big white cock like there was no tomorrow. Stunned and aroused, Rachel fingered her pussy while watching Yvon suck Patrice's cock. Rachel had never seen anything like this that's for sure. After polishing Patrice's cock with his mouth and tongue, Yvon got on all fours. Patrice admired the bisexual black man's cute ass. As Rachel looked on, Patrice winked at her and asked her to hand over the condoms and lubricant, which she did. Patrice put on a condom and then pushed his big white cock into Yvon's smooth black ass. Time for the black stud to learn what the Queen of Spades just experienced, how much fun it to take a BWC up the ass!
"Oh damn," Yvon said, groaning as Patrice shoved his big white cock up his black ass. Talk about reverse Oreo action. Rachel watched as Patrice fucked Yvon's sweet black ass. The tall, chubby blonde-haired white woman knew exactly how the tall, dark-skinned bisexual black man felt as the BWC filled his black ass. After all, mere moments ago, Rachel, a bona-fide Queen of Spades, took Patrice's huge white cock up her big white ass like a champ. Yvon here is a strong black man, one who's wicked popular with the white ladies due to his macho airs and his big black dick. Surely a brotha like that can handle a BWC up his ass? Time to find out!
"This is what I do to black guys who fuck white women, I shove my white cock up their black asses," Patrice said to Rachel as he fucked Yvon. Groaning, Yvon stroked his big black dick as Patrice filled his black ass with his fine, thick white cock. Rachel was both disturbed and aroused by what she was seeing. The Queen of Spades was stunned to see her BBC man take a BWC up his ass. Rachel drew closer and took Yvon's dick into her mouth, fellating him while Patrice fucked his ass. Patrice smiled at Rachel as he fucked Yvon's ass. Yeah, nowadays, Queens of Spades and BBC men are all the rage. Someone's got to remind them of how much fun BWC can be. In the name of interracial harmony of course.
"Oh yeah, cum over our faces," Rachel said, and she knelt beside Yvon as Patrice jacked off all over their faces. The bisexual white stud smiled as he blew his load all over the blonde-haired white woman's face and the bisexual black man's face. The bisexual interracial couple happily shared the bisexual white stud's cum. Bisexual BWC is the gift that keeps on giving and for far too long, bisexual BBC men and Queen of Spades-type white women have denied themselves. Patrice thanked Yvon and Rachel for a wonderful time and then hit the road. Another one done, and it's all good. The adventures of Bisexual BWC will continue...



        Eleanor Winter Pt. 01

        A love so beautiful and cold; the sacrifice of one cuckold.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/eleanor-winter-pt-01

Title: Eleanor Winter Pt. 01

Author: madelinemasoch

Category: Interracial Love

Description: A love so beautiful and cold; the sacrifice of one cuckold.

Tags: white woman, cuckold, black man, queen of spades, sissy, big black cock, humiliation, cuck, ffm threesome, pussy eating




Do not harass those who happen to have likenesses to any of the characters in this story in real life. Credit to The Smiths/Morrissey for lyrical inspiration.
Prologue
"Mommy's coming home," Madeline said into her mirror, though she wasn't sure if she herself believed it. She trembled nervously before her own reflection before snapping out of it a moment later. "She always does," she cooed to herself effeminately with a joviality that betrayed her inner sadness.
Madeline threw herself down on the chair at her desk, allowing herself to sink deeply into its comfortable red leather. Books surrounded her on tall shelves at all sides of the room aside from in front of her, where big windows with drawn red curtains ornately patterned with flowers in bloom stood. The study was perhaps her favorite place to retreat in the new house, to get some reading done just like the old days. However, that day she wanted to write something new.
She shuffled some papers around on the desk, expertly carved from dark wood as the rest of the room's architecture was. It was a variety of random notes that she did not need for the coming project. She then grabbed a set of blank looseleafs and set them in front of her. Her fingers traveled to the side of the desk to grip a black ink fountain pen.
A thud rang out on the ceiling above her--probably just the cat? Madeline looked down at the pen between her fingers and briefly contemplated scratching Eleanor's name into her arm with it. It was as fleeting a thought as many of hers had been. The moment passed and the pen's tip hit the white paper instead of her flesh.
Not a word came out, however. Disappointed, she sighed.
The new house was extraordinary, like it materialized from her dreams. She didn't know why she still harbored this black splotch of terrible sadness within herself. She had finally escaped her hometown and moved on successfully from college alongside the woman of her wildest fantasies. Eleanor was her favorite person in the world. She was lucky enough--submissive enough, really--to follow her along wherever she went. Still, she could not shake the sadness.
They were coming off the heels of Eleanor's twenty-fifth birthday. Snow had already fallen that late November, but Madeline had wished for a place far away, without snowfall. Shoveling was terrible, but she did it for Eleanor much more eagerly than she ever had for her parents. They had no neighbors, which was something she wished for, as well; still, she heard voices from beyond the trees whenever she went outside, for shoveling or otherwise. There was not a single thing these voices said to her that wasn't unwelcome and cruel.
It was as if her inner thoughts had been invaded by outsiders and severed before they could ever reach their own completion. "I don't give a shit," she heard from a far left corner, half-whispered and distant but still close. The pen in her hand skidded across the paper in a scribble. It was impossible to write anything with the voices of scum in her ears. What worthless dross in this world wouldn't "give a shit" about what she had to offer, she didn't want to know.
Her life was a constant tug of war between the beautiful things inside that she loved and the ugly things outside that she hated. The people outside--if they truly existed in spite of her deepest wishes that they would cease to--were probably exactly the kind of walking, talking trash that would condemn her wife for the path she had chosen in life under the mistaken impression that such condemnation would somehow constitute "balance" and "healing." That would never be true justice--true justice would be the eternal disappearance of those who speak in these voices forever.
No matter where she went, these voices followed. Eleanor was the only person alive who could still them, even for a moment. Almost everyone else's presence only made it worse. That was why, though unofficially, no one aside from Eleanor's friends was allowed at their new home. Perhaps she'd never escape them no matter how far she ran. That would mean the only way to stop the mental invasion and emotional torture of the outside world clawing at her insides was death.
On the other hand, she didn't want to leave all this beauty behind for anything. Even on the off chance that Eleanor didn't care, she would stay locked in her world for the rest of her life, however long it might last.
As she moved the paper she'd scratched away and gripped the one beneath it, she heard rumblings above her head. It sounded as if the bed was sending creaks into the ceiling of her study--the floor of one of their bedrooms. Maybe Eleanor was home after all, helping herself to an early pleasure. There was no question that she was welcome to it. If it was really her, though Madeline could've sworn she had gone away for the day, she'd soon be calling her upstairs to clean up the remains.
Madeline heard her sweet lips emit a massive, unmistakable moan through the floor. She was never going to get anything done at this rate. Perhaps Eleanor merely found it a devious bit of fun to disturb her work with her fucking. Still, it was a better sound than the "I don't give a shit" voices from outside, or wherever they found their source, times a million. So long as Eleanor didn't take one of her long liaisons away any time soon, Madeline knew she would be safe.
She started to wonder which of her wife's lovers was upstairs with her this time. Dominik couldn't have been back; he'd left them long ago, though Madeline was sure Eleanor had loved him. It tugged at her heartstrings and poured invisible sweetness all over her wounds. After college, he went far away--farther away even than they had ended up escaping to. Eleanor, while left distraught for many months, had not wasted any time in finding a replacement.
She found it hard at first, enduring bad dates with several otherwise fine men not willing to accept the life she chose. All the while, she was also hounded by whiteboys who did not match her selective preferences. Eventually, she found a stalwart lover in the form of Andre, a strong black man with dreadlocks and a ten inch cock reminiscent of Dominik of old.
However, her appetite only grew more voracious once they'd settled into the new place. She wouldn't be happy with only one man for long. Several more came to follow him, one of the more memorable ones being Victor--and victorious he was. Handsome, rugged, and aggressive also described him quite well, Madeline thought, knowing Eleanor agreed.
Through it all, Madeline endured her complaints and her lusts, treated to a full report of every interaction and a front row seat to any action that had happened--well, most of it, at least. She had continued her usual household duties over from their old apartment, and completed all of them each time with the utmost obedience. Her rewards were many but scattered--to clean her after was not a reward, but a necessary duty. Still, she savored every taste of her godly flesh that she received.
Being with her may have been heavenly, but if there was any one of Eleanor's lovers who was Madeline's least favorite, it was Damon. His appetite was even more voracious than Eleanor's. Madeline believed any goddess should be free to pursue as many lovers as she wished, but Damon was out of control and beyond the pale in the way he strayed away from her own. Too often he wasn't at her beck and call when she craved him. At some point, she might have to step in, but she didn't know what she could do.
Eleanor's upstairs moaning slithered in to interrupt Madeline's thoughts yet again. She supposed she would have to go up and check in on them sooner than later. The tiniest of bulges appeared beneath her own skirt. The straining of her little dicklet against her panties compelled her to stand and make her way to her goddess and him, whichever him he may be.
Eleanor was so devious for starting this without even telling her. She supposed they'd gotten to the point where she didn't have to. She had always been the queen of her life, so why should she wait? She deserved to take the best in life at her leisure.
Madeline circled around the dark wooden corridor to ascend the stairs, shutting the door to her study on the way. Her eyes blazed past one of the portraits of Eleanor that was placed just outside of her study on the way, an eternal reminder of her dictatorship over Madeline's life. Eleanor's voracious moans floated through the air and into her ears from high above her. The short pink pole beneath Madeline's skirt stiffened as she listened to it. This unremarkable day was about to become something significant.
Those damned voices followed her up the stairwell. "She doesn't give a shit," they whispered. "She doesn't want you," they screamed. Madeline adjusted the tuning of her ears to focus in on the real Eleanor to the best of her ability, but a frown scarred her face anyway.
She entered the bedroom Eleanor had chosen with a ghostly scowl. The sight laid before her was a holy one in spite of her own face. Eleanor's whole curvy body glistened with sweat in the pale light of the snowfall beyond the window. No other light was on aside from the one in her own heart, the one that never dimmed out.
It was crystal clear why she was moaning so loudly. The opening of the door didn't stop it for an instant. Her arms were outstretched behind her to support the rest of her, hovering over him. Otherwise, she sat back and relaxed in her own pleasure.
The natural arch of her back, a trait which Madeline was proud to share with her, was intensified, all of her curved over the strong body of her lover. Even the curvature of her bare back was flawless in Madeline's eyes. Her thick ass was bare for the peeking, swallowing up every upward stroke he fed her. Her tits sat loose and free upon her broad chest, but Madeline could only see the left one from the angle she walked in at. She decided to circle around to get a closer look at her goddess in the midst of her dark lust.
The thick black cock inside of her curved in at the center of its width to fit perfectly inside of her pussy as he thrusted powerfully from below her. The whole thing was stretched out to its exact size and dripping, right before Madeline's eyes. Eleanor's head bobbed and her big golden hoop earrings bounced at either side of her beautiful, softly angular face as she was fucked from below. Her long brown hair was flawlessly straight as always and tucked behind her broad shoulders. Both of his big black hands were planted firmly on each of her thighs, just beside the delicious thickness of her hips.
Eleanor's left leg shuddered a bit, and she slowly looked down. Her pretty brown eyes had not even looked in Madeline's direction yet, though she must have known she had entered. The sheer inaction of being ignored for him only made her stiffen ever harder in her thong. His hands ran up the length of her thick thighs and then back down again as she settled upon his cock and his heavy upward thrusts ceased, and the sweetest of pleasured sighs rang out from her upturned lips.
Another moment lingered and she finally looked up. "You should be on your knees," she said without another instant passing, looking directly into her eyes. Madeline knelt with an exquisite anxiety that the voices she heard might have been him. She looked from Eleanor's sharp brown eyes to her lover's face. It was none other than Malcolm, Eleanor's latest favorite.
Madeline silently flagellated herself for forgetting him. He wouldn't have said those awful things to her, not even as a joke. She looked into his dark and handsome face and he turned to her.
"You're not wearing your maid dress," he remarked with a bemused smile on his face. Madeline couldn't help but grin a little in return. She looked down at herself, eyes scanning the blood red flowers sprawled across the chestpiece of her black dress, and the tiny lump protruding from its skirt.
"I'm sorry, my King," she replied genuinely. "I didn't know you were coming. I hope this will suffice." She ran her hands down her skirt and looked back up at him.
He only laughed at her a little as Eleanor sighed with pleasure over him and said, "You should take it off and show us what's underneath."
Eager to fulfill this taunting challenge, Madeline lifted her dress up over her head. It hadn't even hit the floor beside her before the both of them began laughing at her in earnest. Her body was thin, flat, and weak. Her ghastly white skin was kept hairless at both her goddess's discretion and her own need for comfort. She normally hated being naked and avoided it as much as she could, but the shame of such normalcy being violated for the sake of the two of them was sweet. Even as their eyes and laughter pierced her nakedness, she wanted nothing more than to bury her face into their sex.
"She's just a little bitchboy," Eleanor happily degraded her.
"Take your thong off, too," Malcolm ordered casually.
"Of course," Madeline said with an effeminate sigh before reaching down to pull it off herself. Her little pink nub of flesh popped out, throbbing with all the hardness it could muster, to the resounding sounds of laughter from her authorities.
"Awh, look at your useless little dick," Eleanor thoroughly defrocked her, smiling all the while. She looked back to her lover with one hand on his hard chest and said, "Should we let her feed?"
"Hell yeah," Malcolm said, returning her grin. He lifted her up and off of his cock in both of his strong, black hands. A sweet moan left her lips on the way out, ending on a high note. He placed her in front of him, facing Madeline on the bed. She spread her beautiful legs apart and rubbed two fingers of her left hand up her own pussy lips, gorgeously spread as well.
"Show me how much you love me for cheating on you, sissy," she ordered in such sweetly mocking tones. She existed as if out of a dream, always with the right words to say.
Madeline, compelled to fall forward right into the haven of her lust, buried her face into her sopping wet pussy--but not before saying, "Yes, Mommy." Eleanor closed her thick thighs right about her head as she lapped up the wetness her strong black lover had left for her.
"Oh, yes," she seethed lustily through her shiny white teeth as she was licked. The taste of her on Madeline's tongue was as sweet as it was musky. Though he hadn't cum inside of her this time, he'd left his mark. Madeline worshiped at the altar of their strength and beauty, contemplating the sheer, glittering reality of it all. Eleanor just threw back her head and let her lick.
Part I ~ As You Wish
Eleanor awoke to a happy Sunday morning. The snowfall from the night before had stilled. The sunlight went pale through her windows and into her vision as she blinked her eyes open.
Malcolm's strong arms were still wrapped around her naked chest. Her eyes shifted from the window to his face, only to see that he was still fast asleep beside her. She looked into his handsome, round but chiseled features and thought up the best way to wake him.
Moving silently, her hand slid down his hard chest all the way to his shaft. It was already hard to her touch, but with a few gentle strokes beneath the covers, it grew. It was large enough for both of her fists to cover, at least. She moved onward to slink up and over their bedding and turn around. With her bare ass towards the window, she knelt over and took his tip straight into her mouth.
When she felt him throbbing between her lips, she only took him deeper. She let him feel the sensation of her tongue ringing around his thick tip as she met it in a full-lipped kiss and sucked on him. Soon enough, he would wake up to it. He was the real man in her life, and so she treated him like a king, like he deserved... She savored his taste in her mouth and continued sucking.
When she looked up to meet his eyes with her own, he blinked awake. He reached up to rub the side of his right eye with one finger. Eleanor came up for air with a lusty slurp, continuing to stroke his long black cock with her left hand. She smiled bright as the sun at him as he awoke to such luxurious treatment.
"Well, there we go," he said in a slow and scratchy drawl. She giggled a little. "Keep going," he said.
She rubbed him up and down once more, then slowly slid her lips back up the length of his shaft. She felt his strong black hand on the back of her ass as she welcomed his dick between her jaws all over again. The further she sucked him, the tighter he squeezed her. Malcolm was her favorite, but she knew she didn't have to tell him.
No further words were necessary for either of them that morning, only the most pleasurable touching, the language of the flesh. She was so eager to please him that she began to utilize the full breadth of her throat on his cock. It could only fit halfway down its length, but she made up for it in speed of sucking.
As she sucked him, the swiftness of the moment fluttered away from her. His hand came down hard upon her tender flesh, sending a ripple through her body with a smack. She looked up from his dick to see Maddie there, kneeling in the doorway, wearing the same black and red floral dress she had on the night before. Strings of Eleanor's own spittle painted the space in the air between her lips and Malcolm's magnificent dick as she recoiled up from it.
"Awake already?" Eleanor tauntingly asked, staring into her little slave's eyes as she planted a passionate kiss upon the head of Malcolm's black cock.
"I couldn't sleep a wink," Madeline replied from the floor before her, rubbing her right eye as well. Her makeup from the day before had already been smeared, so it didn't do too much damage to her luster. Still, it was a much too casual response--Eleanor wanted to see her hurt and drink her pain.
Malcolm touched her hair and guided her lightly away from his dick. She laid flat on her back beside him, but his arms soon found their way back around her again. He stroked the breadth of her chest, his black fingers climbing the mountain of her naked white tits. She smiled down at her slave and lightly moaned in the grasp of her man.
"Poor baby," Eleanor cooed, half-sweet and half-mocking. Madeline just knelt there on the floor, pathetically. "What to be done with her?" she said, looking at her in fascination. How could she hurt her feelings today?
She imagined herself telling Madeline to get out of the room, just to ensure the sting. She contemplated forcing her to strip down again, just to leave her utterly bereft of whatever shred of dignity she had reserved. Then, they could force her to earn the right to clothing with only the most debasing tasks imaginable. Such a humiliating idea would've been adjoined by one of her other many lovers, but not Malcolm. He was always reining her in whenever she wanted most to get much too cruel.
Right on cue, he said, "Why don't you go back downstairs and make us all some coffee, since you're up so early?" With a sigh, he continued, "I'll take mine to go. I'll be out of your hair in the next fifteen minutes."
Eleanor hit his chest with the back of her hand. "You're leaving this early?" she struck him incredulously. His scruffy chin moved back into his mouth, much too sheepishly for a man like him, knowing he had disappointed her.
"She wants you here," Madeline said from the floor of the doorway. Her voice was sweet, not judging or presumptuous at all.
Eleanor's eyes flickered back and forth between them, slave and lover. "If she can know that, why can't you?" she asked him as her brown eyes furrowed into the slightest of glares. He could have stayed all weekend; neither of them would've minded. She'd just given him his kingly treatment, but he wanted to leave early, regardless. She could just as easily take that right away the next time.



"Listen, I'll be back later," he said while caressing her naked back, less promising than a true promise would have been. "I have some shit back at the warehouse me and my boys have to take care of," he explained, leaving little in the way of an explanation at all.
"Oh, fine..." Eleanor replied in a sultry tone, sliding her nails down to his stomach. "Text me when you're done."
That was an order, though she had no way of knowing that he took it as one beyond his own, "Understood."
"Should I wipe off the car and get it ready for you, King?" Madeline asked in still sweet tones.
"No, I won't make you go outside in this cold," Malcolm answered, kingly as always. He stood up and slowly let go of Eleanor, so she only followed suit.
As his strong black body slipped out from beneath the covers to tower over the bed, his long, hard, delicious cock swayed in the air. That sight would always remind Maddie of her place on the floor. Eleanor watched her stare at its imposing size for a few solid fleeting moments, then turn around and crawl her way to the ground floor, to get their coffee ready, no less. She was so spoiled, there was no doubt in her mind she deserved it.
Malcolm soon followed Madeline down the stairs, and Eleanor followed him, lagging farther behind as he'd forgotten his clothes on the floor. She scooped them up in her hands and exited the bedroom they'd chosen to descend the staircase. They had both already reached the bottom and crossed the corridor onto the next staircase down by the time she got there. Strange as some may find it to be, her plaything and her lover had an interesting rapport together.
The house was big and lofty, with high ceilings on each of its three stories. They had inherited it a year back in the past, when Maddie's great uncle and godfather had sadly passed away. Since Eleanor controlled all of their finances, it became one of her few assets. It possessed the darkness and seclusion that they had sought after, but at times it felt too much for Eleanor.
The whole space encompassing the stairway's hall was dimly lit with dark gray diamonds sprawling about the walls in black patterns on wallpaper much too old, all set upon dry hard wood. She set her left hand on the dark brown wood of the stairway's elegant railing and looked up through the large paneled window above. It spilled out sweet blue faded light all over them.
She caught up to the two of them in the kitchen, stepping through the open doorway. By the far wall across the kitchen's vastness, Madeline stood in front of the coffee machine at the furthest counter, set to pour Eleanor's mug first. It was a big and beautiful crystalline black one that she bought for her, for no special occasion at all. It wasn't that she expected gifts, only that she was showered with them anyway.
Malcolm was sitting at the large dark table waiting for her. She stepped around him and he watched her bare body bounce all the while. "You left these on the floor," she said, setting his clothes down on the table in front of him. Then, she leant in close to him and kissed his left cheek.
He grinned up at her and said, "Thanks." His phone vibrated on the table, and her eyes dashed to the screen. It was just a text from one of his underlings at work. "I may have gotten too comfortable here, from their perspective," he remarked, looking at the notification himself.
"Never too comfortable from ours," she replied with a glimmering grin of her own. She was just a moment of pride shy from asking him to move in, right then and there. Instead, he stood up and stepped into his boxers and jeans.
"Yeah, I know I always have a place in your home," he said, gratified, as soon as he was half-dressed. He grabbed a handful of her thick ass in his fist with a loud smack and roughly squeezed her once again. Eleanor laughed instead of moaning. Malcolm turned toward Madeline and said, "Got that coffee ready, cuck?"
Eleanor laughed again and looked at her with bright brown eyes. Maddie turned around with her mug in hand. "Yes, Sir," she dutifully said. Her eyes trailed down the length of her thick body and lingered on her ass in the hand of her lover, only to widen.
She stepped up and handed Eleanor hers with a glimmer and a flourish of her hand. Happily, her excitement hadn't worn off. Malcolm's was already set to pour.
Madeline turned excitedly back to the coffee maker. Eleanor watched Malcolm put his red and black flannel shirt back on and button it, slowly covering up the magnificent musculature of his toned torso. She lifted her coffee to her lips--perfectly creamed, not as black as him, biting but not too hot for her to drink.
Eleanor then looked to Madeline, who was taking Malcolm's travel cup off the machine to mix it. "Did you use the blueberry one?" she asked, taking another sip. It sure tasted like it.
"Yes, Mommy," she sweetly said with a flip of her long brown curls back at her.
"Perfect," Eleanor said as the steam wafted from her mug over her face.
Maddie put the spoon away and stepped up to hand Malcolm his own. "Thank you, Madeline," he said with a smile.
Her eyes trailed over with a soft shimmer to Eleanor's face as she gladly replied, "Just doing what's expected of me." She then turned to finally pour her own cup.
Malcolm graced her back with his hand once again and said, "I'm off, now."
"Well, okay, just--" she started before her eyes went wide as he pulled her in and kissed her lips. "--let me know when you're done," she finished inches away from his face.
"I will," he professed, letting her go to grab his phone and continue towards the door. She watched him leave the kitchen, closing it on his way out. She'd been seeing him for what felt like a long time now, but he could still be such a mystery to her. Leaving so early in the morning was one thing... If he was pulling a Damon, she might kill him.
She turned to see Madeline pour her own excessive amount of sugar. Oh, Madeline... she was something completely different. There was never any doubt in her mind that Madeline would stay there with her forever. Her loyalty was unimpeachable, her devotion was unmarred, and her submission was perfect. There wasn't a man in the world who could do that better than she could.
Still, she was only Madeline. She watched her bring her coffee to the table and sit.
"I bet you were so happy to see us last night," Eleanor said to Madeline with an expectant grin.
"Oh, you know I was," she happily replied. "I didn't even know you were home!"
"I snuck back with him while you were still in the study," she revealed. Sometimes she found it more exciting to act as if she had to hide it. Still, she couldn't resist making it more obvious once they had really gotten going.
"You're so devious," Madeline remarked, drawing one of her vape pens up from the table and closer to her lips. "That's so hot," she added before clicking it to her lips. Each word hit like she was incapable of saying anything else to her. Entranced, her eyes never left her.
"I know it is," she said with a curl of her feline grin. "He's coming back later, you know. You'll really have something to clean up then."
Madeline's face lit up and she blew out her peach flavored vapor, sitting back directly in her chair with a slight spasm of energy. Eleanor took the moment to pull out her own chair and sit down beside her. Its morning surface was cold on her nakedness, but she didn't quite mind.
Maddie looked to her and said, "You really like him, don't you?"
She stopped a moment just to think, sitting perfectly still. "He's alright, I guess," was all she gave her to go off of.
"You're a very good liar," Madeline replied, still smiling at her.
Eleanor rolled her eyes and said, "Drink your coffee, sissy."
Madeline shrugged her right shoulder a bit and reached up to her cup to quietly say, "As you wish."
Those were the gears that turned to run the way they lived. Eleanor did as she wished, and Madeline did as Eleanor wished her to. She watched her take her sip and smiled.
~
In the ground floor bathroom, Eleanor fixed up her makeup. Holding an eyeshadow brush in between her fingers, she painted black onto her eyelids, though not too harshly. The left side was already done, but the right side just wasn't enough yet.
As soon as she got it close enough, she stepped back and looked over her own reflection. Bathed in white light, she looked like the goddess of darkness Madeline dreamed her to be--good, she thought, perfect.
Her long, dark hair was tied up and thrown behind her back in one straight, gorgeous flow. Her golden hoop earrings dangled with each slight movement of her body. The dress she wore was jet black with a silver ring of trim resembling chains interlinking with themselves around her waistline. Braless beneath it, her boobs almost spilled out the sides of it, resting slightly exposed alongside her bare and rounded shoulders. It was perfect for Malcolm to bend her over and fuck her in.
Satisfied with herself, she turned away from the mirror and flicked the light off. Crossing through the corridor, she knew she needed to find Maddie. Her looks needed no approval, nor her heart--it was only adoration she craved before the big show started, knowing she, as always, was to be its star. Around her right hand corner in the vast living room sat her little sissy slave, sprawled across the width of one of their most comfortable chairs. She stomped in her black fuck-me pumps all the way across the room to her.
It only took two steps for her to take notice of her entrance. Madeline's tired eyes lifted and lilted at her presence. Her pale face grew warmer just at the sight of her. She knew if she just reached out and touched it, that spark would turn to an explosion. She kept her hands at her sides and said, "You know you love it."
"I know I love you," Maddie cleverly replied.
"Then come and kiss me," Eleanor said, coaxing her forward with such effortless flair. Madeline slid up from her seat and stepped up to her, still too tall. Eleanor placed a hand atop her head and said, "You know where," resuming to push her ever downward. Her slave fell slowly to her knees and even lower, her lips landing upon the toepiece of her extended right heel.
A kiss of worship now, and a kiss of lust awaited her. Her life had all it needed.
Madeline lifted her head, and Eleanor let her up. She was not allowed to get off her knees just yet, however. "Good girl," she said with a smile. Then, her phone vibrated on the couch to her left. She turned and stepped away in an instant to check it. Sure enough, it was Malcolm himself. She grabbed it from the couch's black leather surface and answered.
"Hey, King," she said, her excitement bleeding through in her voice already.
"Hey, uh, Eleanor..." he answered, his voice trailing off and scratching in static. Instantly, her heartbeat stilled. "I can't make it over tonight."
"What?" she all but barked at him. Her smile dissipated and her blood began to freeze. "Why?" Looking at her reflection in the window, she knew she deserved at least an excuse.
"Once I finally got out of the warehouse, my sister called me," Malcolm started to explain. "She got caught in the snow and the ice. I'm going to pick her up, now."
That was consistent with the shoddy service, at least. "Okay..." she said, heaving out a sigh into the phone but knowing that she would do the same for her own sister, should she have need of it.
"I'm sorry, I--" She heard nothing but scratches of static after that. She slammed the red hangup button and threw her phone down back onto the couch.
"I got all ready, changed into this dress and everything, for this!" she began to shout. Another heavy sigh laden with frustration left her pretty lips.
A silent moment of darkness passed before she turned her icy shoulder slowly over to the sissy on the floor. "What am I going to do with you?" she menacingly said. Madeline only looked at her, her hazel eyes full of forlorn desire and timidity. As she stepped in a circle in front of and back around to face her, it only grew in the air between them.
Eleanor came closer and wrapped a fist around Madeline's throat with slow precision. Those hazel eyes widened in her grasp and she felt the heat of her submissive desire collide with her own coldness. She used this tension only to lower her slowly so she laid flat on her back on the floor, her grip remaining solid on her neck throughout its movement.
Eleanor reached down with her other hand and grabbed the black hems of Madeline's dress. She could see in her eyes that it was okay, but even if it wasn't, in that moment she didn't much care. In an instant, she flipped the dress upwards to expose Maddie's skinny blue thong. Eleanor peeled it back and to one side to reveal her tiny, pathetic little cock.
It was almost too small even to pinch, but she gripped that little nub between her finger and her thumb and tugged it upward. Madeline gave her the slightest of moans she could muster--still much too loud. "This little thing is useless to me," Eleanor said. When Madeline didn't respond, she let go and gave her little balls a smack.
"Yes, Mommy," she said with a squeal.
Too angry to be amused, Eleanor just looked down at that pale flap of flesh and contemplated all the terrible things she could do with it. "Maybe I could pinch it, until it bleeds..." she darkly breathed, cupping Maddie's little nuts in her hand and squeezing so the tips of her nails dug into the skin. Luckily for her sissy, she knew better than to writhe and squirm. For that, she took her nails away.
"Maybe I'll have it removed," she announced, pinching her pitiful little inch at its tip again. "All I really know is, it's useless." She slapped her balls again, sending another ripple through her ending in a moan. "You're lucky for even this from me, you know that?"
"Yes, Mommy," Maddie repeated.
"That's why you wear your little dresses," Eleanor said, "and it'll always be this way, whether you agree to it or not."
"You need a real man to please you, Mommy," Madeline instantly replied, and it was so good of her to do so.
"Yes," Eleanor confirmed, the tension not quite relieved but brightened, finally leaving Maddie's little clitdick alone to slither closer to her face. "Precisely," she said just to drive the point home. "That's why I'm so angry about this. Malcolm canceled. I have no idea what I'm going to do." For all of her subtlety, she saw no reason why she shouldn't be honest.
Eleanor adjusted her assets, knowing they would be wasted on her, and awaited her response. Madeline just stared up into her brown eyes with a small quiver on her lip. "I'm sorry," she softly said. "You could always call Damon instead."
"I don't want Damon, I want Malcolm," Eleanor snapped back within an instant. Her words would have been spoiled with insolence if they had been said to anyone else.
"Well..." Madeline breathed beneath her. "I don't know what we can do."
"Come on, Maddie," Eleanor said as she wrapped both hands around her little slave's face and looked directly down at her. "You always think of something."
"You really don't want to call any of the other bulls?" Madeline gently questioned her, looking genuinely surprised. Her shock only grew with her awe when Eleanor lifted her leg around her body and situated herself over her. Eleanor's hands stayed solid on her face.
"No... Well, certainly not Damon," she replied.
"I've never liked the way he treats you," Madeline admitted. She surely meant the way he'd consistently strayed from her for other white bitches--but that was nothing new for them ever since Dominik. Eleanor's lip stiffened at the memory.
"Why do they do that?" she posed the question to her slave.
"I have no idea," she said. "You're the most beautiful woman who ever lived."
At that, Eleanor brimmed with assurance. She clasped each of Madeline's cheeks in her hands and said, "You're the only person who ever notices." Madeline smiled brightly beneath her. Eleanor's own smile faded as she realized what she had just done. "I'm sorry," she said, though the words seemed strange in her mouth.
"Don't apologize," Madeline assured her.
"Why not?" Eleanor struck back incredulously.
"It spoils your splendor." Maddie was grinning, but she was dead serious. Eleanor breathed in deeply, having lost nothing from this sorry little momentary exchange. The wind in her lungs and the icy blood in her veins rushed forth with exaltation and power.
"You once told me that your only organs of use were above your neck," she slowly said in a pouty, mocking tone. She turned Maddie's face back and forth in her hands, just to feel just how much control she had over her. Her own pleasure was still at the forefront of her mind.
Madeline loudly laughed and said, "I didn't know you even heard that."
"I did," Eleanor confirmed as her feline grin returned. "Lingering outside my room like you did, you shouldn't be surprised I would hear you." Looking down at this pale creature, little more than a shadow but a shadow under her control, a reflection of her very will itself, Eleanor had no cause to doubt her own power. She held Madeline's face and slowly grinded her body up the length of her skinny chest.
"I know just what you meant, too," Eleanor said as she moved ever closer to her face. "Your brain and your tongue." She completed the long slide towards Madeline's mouth to the tune of her pleasured and anticipatory murmurs. Just when all of her was right over her face, she flipped her dress away and showed her her pussy. It was bare and pantyless for her lover--in lieu of him, she would have to use her slave.
"Let's put that tongue to use," she said. Madeline lifted her head closer to her sweetest place, but she met her halfway there and pushed her back by sitting right atop of her. She could already feel her tongue running up to taste her innermost beauty.
Eleanor let her dress down over her slave's head, leaving her in darkness beneath her, where she truly belonged. She would keep her there for hours upon hours, all night if need be, she did not care. She shuddered a moan as a lightning bolt of pleasure crackled up the thickness of her body and squeezed down hard on her tit with her right hand.
~
The very next night, Eleanor traipsed through the hall in search of not her lover, but of Madeline. She had finally finished reading the most recent of Madeline's theoretical essays and had several significant notes to share with her. It was the same one she had stayed up all night working on while Eleanor was upstairs with Malcolm on Saturday night.
She knew she could usually find her in her study. With the paper in hand, she opened the door, the skeleton key to the house dangling from a golden bangle around her wrist.
Sure enough, Madeline was sitting in her big red leather chair at her desk, clacking away at the keyboard of her laptop and murmuring to herself under her breath about some "puffed-up idiot." Eleanor trusted her judgment about whoever that could be and simply made her presence known by the sound her steps made on the floor.
Madeline made an excited spasm with her fingers as they were in mid-motion and turned over her own shoulder to say, "Hello, Goddess." Eleanor only grinned a little and stepped right up to the desk.
She moved the cursor all the way up to the red button to close the window Madeline had been using to argue with some loser. "Get rid of this," she said. "We have more important things to discuss." She held the essay into view.
"You finally finished it!" Madeline excitedly observed.
"I did." Eleanor paused and looked into her pale face, biting the inside of her own mouth a little. "It's good," she said, meaning it, "but there's a couple of problems I noticed."



"Oh, God..." Madeline said, not out of exasperation or annoyance, just playfully.
Eleanor walked across the room to find a chair to pull up beside her. As soon as she sat down, she flipped through the stapled papers and said, "On page five, you just sort of throw out there that the proletarian revolution abolishes the state, but the state is never abolished, it only dies out."
"Right..." Madeline agreed, looking over her left side at her and then dancing her eyes sporadically across the ceiling. "It is rendered superfluous."
Kind of like you, Eleanor thought, though she didn't say it; her words would be too readily distorted in perception. She felt the whole heat of the connotation, though, all along the flesh beneath her black leggings and vestment. She gave an audible sigh and looked back to the paper in her hands. "So, you might want to add that in," she said.
"It is a gradual process," Madeline said. "One that the Soviet Union never had the chance to achieve."
"Right," Eleanor said, looking back up at her. "There must be a dictatorship of the proletariat established first, which you've already included."
"God willing, we'll be the ones to lead it," Madeline quipped.
"God willing," Eleanor said with a joyful widening of her eyes. She found the image just as exciting as she knew she did.
Madeline brimmed at her and said, "I always said you walk like a dictator."
"Mm," Eleanor said, pleased at that observation's repetition. "Well, there's more," she continued, looking back to the page and flipping through one. "On page seven, where you compare the modern libertarian movement in America to bourgeois socialists, it sort of doesn't make sense."
"Why?" Madeline asked, though it sounded like she was already starting to see the problem when it was recounted to her.
"Didn't Engels say that the bourgeois socialists were in favor of a welfare state? Libertarians only want to abolish it," Eleanor explained.
"You're right, but the comparison is that they seek to preserve the foundations of presently existing society," Madeline countered in defense of her original argument. In her ever-present persistence, the point had entirely eluded her.
"Right, but the capitalism they want to preserve doesn't even exist anymore," Eleanor said. "It's already out the window. It's dead. They're striving for something impossible," she elaborated.
"So, a better comparison would be to the reactionary socialists?" Madeline observed as it finally clicked in her head.
"Yeah, exactly," Eleanor confirmed.
"I'll change it around and add that..." Madeline said, drawling off a little as she looked to her computer screen and slowly back at Eleanor. "...as long as you read the next draft."
Eleanor instantly replied, "Of course I will." She hated how sad Maddie looked in her eyes. The spiritual blood that leaked out of them within the tiny space of that instant told her she'd been utterly starving for her attention. Did she do this just to tug at her?
Eleanor hadn't done anything Maddie wouldn't have already expected her to do, even on those rare but increasingly more frequent occasions when it was a surprise. Still she had no words to express her consolation.
"Great," Madeline spoke so she didn't have to. "Thank you, Mommy."
"You're welcome," she said. If these were the means by which she could still show her affection, she would. Still, her mind was nagged by something else entirely. Her smile faded and she hoped Madeline would notice, would say something before she brought it up. Even though she knew she was willing, it made her feel just a little bit too selfish to say.
"What's wrong?" Madeline said, taking notice with genuine concern in her eyes, just as she hoped she would. It was clear Eleanor had no need to fear selfishness.
She looked into Maddie's face and said, "Last night, when Malcolm canceled... Do you think he lied?" She knew Madeline would never lie to her. When it came to the bulls, she wasn't so sure.
"I don't see why he would," she answered. "He said his sister got caught in the snow, right?"
"Yeah," Eleanor replied. "It did snow a lot the night before, but the plows would've already been out by then..."
"Maybe not up there, wherever she was," Madeline said, trying to offer assurance once again.
Eleanor sighed and said, "I'll try to ask him." She adjusted her devious stare and added, "Even if he is lying, I can always put him on thin ice with Damon."
"And how thin is that ice, really?" Madeline playfully questioned her.
"Thin enough... to crack!" Eleanor said with a doot of Madeline's nose with her finger. She smiled and sat back low in her chair. "In all honesty, I expect he'll be gone momentarily."
Her smile lingered as she silently plotted how she would do it. She could have one of her other lovers invited ahead of time, then kick him out of the house, or even fight over her... The possibilities were as titillating as they were endless. Still, she contained her excitement the best she could.
"You could have a lot of fun with that," Madeline observed anyway, as if to read her mind.
"My thoughts exactly," Eleanor said. A twinge of regret tugged at her from within. "But you know..." she started slowly. "...he has a footlong cock."
"You can still do better," Madeline replied rather fast. She leaned in close and put both hands on Eleanor's knees, still covered by her leggings, to add a little more intimacy to their contact. "You deserve better," she said, much slower this time. "Why not go out and try to find thirteen?"
"Thirteen inches?" Eleanor said, laughing. "That's like... thirteen times the size of yours." She held her pointer finger and her thumb out in Madeline's face, squeezing them together.
"But I still know you could take it," Madeline retorted, mostly unphased by her humiliating gesture by that point.
"You have faith in me," Eleanor said, "Which is more than could be said of him." Her fingers dropped back to the side of the armrest. "And you're right. He can just be... replaced. It isn't like I'm in love with him."
Still, she quietly sighed after speaking. Damon's unreliability--to say the least--was the original reason why she had found Malcolm at all, and still she found herself back where she started. She made other options for herself since then as well, but presumed they would be little help to her current predicament. She simply did not prefer them.
"Do you ever miss him still?" Madeline suddenly jabbed her with a question.
"Who?" Eleanor asked back, though she knew exactly who.
"Dominik," Madeline confirmed.
"No," Eleanor measuredly replied, keeping herself perfectly even and composed. "I never think of him, at all," she lied. She had seen him in her dream just the night before. An image of his face burned in her mind, of his high cheekbones, his sunken cheeks not unlike Madeline's own, his sharply trimmed goatee, and his mid-length jet black hair parted off to its left side... She blinked so as not to lose herself in it, and tried her hardest to suppress her saddest smile.
"You don't have to lie," Madeline failed to assure her.
"I don't want to hurt you," Eleanor admitted.
"That's the biggest lie you've ever told," Madeline said. She didn't mean it to, but it sounded cynical... cynical and bitter.
"You're right," Eleanor shot back. Her eyes narrowed into a serious, bloody glare. Madeline visibly shivered. Eleanor considered telling her she was in love with him, though that, too, would have been a lie... So much had already been said a long time ago.
She played with the image in her mind and the living body of her slave in front of her. In her mind's eye, lines were drawn connecting them in a triangle, and she realized that what she truly loved was the three of them together, how it had all unfolded, the initial excitement of her escapades and the final realization of her own vitality and power. It felt as if nothing could recapture that intensity anymore. Everything had become a tangled mess.
The two of them sat there in total silence, staring at each other, for many passing minutes. It was clear to her that they both could have been thinking the exact same thing simultaneously during that entire span of time: Eleanor needed to be fucked, and Madeline needed to be cucked, just as brutally as she had been back then. That they did not need to say so explicitly to each other meant to her one of two things: either they were truly of one mind, or they had found each other dead in the water.
A twisted plan stitched together in her head as she stood on her feet and turned to leave the study, feeling Madeline's unending gaze never leave her. "Fix the essay," she said, in a tone more like an order. "I'll read it when it's done."
~
Eleanor took the next winter night in, preparing herself all over again. Two long nights without any black cock had left her craving more. Thankfully, her present plan was set to unfold without a hitch. He was to come over, reignite the fire in the heartland of the snow, all to satiate her hunger not only for cock, but for control.
She looked over her curvaceous figure in the mirror. White lines danced in a snowflake pattern embroidered over her cleavage, making her tits pop perfectly. That white dress left enough space of her legs exposed while leaving some to the imagination.
He wouldn't have to wait long for that idea to become a reality right in front of his eyes. He would touch her, grope her, explore her innermost aspects and take in his hands what he wanted, not to defile what she had with Madeline but to enliven it and give it its base structure. She absolutely couldn't wait.
She made her way outside the bathroom and down the corridor. It wasn't just her who had to be ready. She had to find Maddie and make sure she was, too.
Halfway through the dark hallway, she heard her fumbling with her dress in the living room. Eleanor entered, her heels stabbing into the wooden floor like dullened daggers to indicate her presence to her slave. Madeline shivered just a little bit already.
Standing in front of a tall rectangular mirror with her back facing her as she approached, she was flattening the pink fabric she had placed over her body to shield her from ridicule--one of Eleanor's own dresses. Ashamedly for her, that was not about to work.
Eleanor wrapped a hand around Madeline's right shoulder from behind her and pulled her back a little so she could step into the reflection before them both. Her pale skin was icy cold to her touch, so much so that she sought to burn right through it. She intensified her grip on her and said, "Oh, Maddie, you didn't have to do all this," with a bright smile at the way the two of them looked together, Maddie shivering in her grasp. She had even made up her face quite nicely with eyeshadow effeminately pink, dark black eyeliner and mascara, doe-eyed pink blush and lipstick the shade of blood. It would all make for a lovely accentuation of her impending humiliation.
"That dress won't stay on for long," Eleanor said, holding her ear closer to her mouth. "He's coming over soon."
She had no doubt she knew which he was coming over, judging by the way she timidly winced at her words. Before pulling away entirely, she wiped a hand down the pink fabric over Madeline's thigh. "It's pretty on you, though," she said, her hands moving up to grasp and force her to face her smile. Madeline froze in it.
"Are you excited?" she murmured.
"Yes," Eleanor honestly replied. "I can't wait."
They lingered with each other, Madeline's neck in Eleanor's grasp, eyes baked into the other's for one long moment. Eleanor's feline grin only grew when the knock came on the door in the distance behind them. "Just in time," Eleanor softly said, knowing it made Madeline ache.
She let go and turned away, saving her kiss for her lover. She could feel Maddie watching her as she bounced up to the entryway, each of her steps bleeding excitement. Her hand hit the doorknob and turned it to reveal Andre standing there as the icy breeze kissed her bare legs from outside. She looked into his handsome face and said, "Come in."
Andre wasted no time in following her in the door. He let his black jacket slink off his cannon arms and placed it on the coat rack on the way through the hallway. He had been the first she'd found after Dominik's departure, and in lieu of her usual favorite as of late, she required to make use of his rough, brusque nature. She felt his eyes scanning the thickness of her body hungrily as he followed her through the corridor back to the living room where Madeline waited. The space between her thighs was already growing hotter.
Madeline turned away from the mirror to face them as his hand came forward to touch Eleanor. His strong black fingers traveled upwards below her dress to warmly cup her right cheek. She saw in Madeline's eyes a mixture of excitement, enticement, and pain, swirling with a drop of intimidated fear. Eleanor grinned brightly at that, and it burst to become expansive.
"You know the rules, whiteboy," Andre said in his deep black voice. "No clothes when I'm home." He squeezed down on her ass as Maddie's fingers traveled to the hems of her little pink dress.
"Yes, Sir," she said, resuming to obediently strip. She pulled the dress over her head and let it fall to the floor to reveal her greatest shame. Pathetically, her little white balls sagged out of the bottom of her black thong, but that was coming off, too. Eleanor giggled and pictured giving them a nice, hard kick--but that was not his style.
Madeline bent to discard her thong, too. She stood there with her spindly little legs bare, shaven smooth the way Eleanor kept her. Eleanor paid for her laser hair removal out of her own pocket, and the results had paid off. She was hairless from her toes to her face, pale and thin and weak, especially in comparison to Andre or any one of her other lovers. The worst of it all--or perhaps the funniest detail--was Maddie's little cock, already standing hard at little more than two inches.
The both of them giggled at her expense, and she just stood there naked to take it. For a split second, Eleanor forgot she was there, turning to meet Andre's lips in one sweet kiss. Quickly he lifted her dress up to reveal her pussy, already wet from his touch and his words, sparse as they were biting for her slave.
He turned her forward in his hands and showed it to her. "Take a good look at what you'll never have, whiteboy," he said as he stroked her clit upwards with his fingers. Madeline's eyes widened like a doe as she looked at her with love. Eleanor felt truly desired; the fire had been lit.
Unable to help herself, she turned and grabbed his neck to kiss him again. "Fuck me on the couch," she hungrily demanded between their kisses. "Right in front of her," she seethed with desire. "No need to use the bed." He backed away for a moment and her smiling eyes traveled up to his. She could see that he'd been craving her at least as much as she'd been needing him.
Andre took her hand and led her to the black leather couch in front of the windows on the wall. He whirled her around effortlessly so she laid across the couch's length, facing down. She perched up her fat ass beyond her dress's slim restrictions and bounced it hungrily at him.
He discarded his clothes, shirt first to unveil his heavy musculature. He whipped it right at Madeline, and she caught it in her hands, much to Eleanor's delight. Next came down his jeans and then his boxers. His cock was long and hard like a black python she would love to choke on--and already had, many times before.
As Andre steadied his grip on each of her broad hips, Eleanor watched Maddie fall to her knees on the floor beside the couch and set his shirt down beside her. The sacrifice of her comfort all for Eleanor's own pleasure was delicious as ever to see.
Eleanor bit the left side of her bottom lip and faced forward. "I'm already wet," she quietly said, half to herself. "Fuck me already," she more loudly demanded.
Andre entered her in one long, slow slide. She felt her lower lips spread to accommodate the thickness of his head, then the rest of his oncoming shaft. As most of him came into her, she began to moan uncontrollably at the sheer feeling of their intertwinement.
He began to thrust at what he'd hollowed out for himself within her. Already getting more than she bargained for, she moaned out high and loud in the grip of him. "Oh, you could never do this to me with your dick," she said, turning to Madeline still kneeling on the floor beside them. "If we can--ah--even call it one at all."
She caught a glimpse of it before whirling her head back, that little nub pinched between Maddie's two pale fingers. Her moans entwined to mix with newfound laughter as her face hit the leather of the couch.
Madeline didn't have to say anything with her pathetic little mouth; she knew it was true. Andre, on the other hand, was strong in the way he didn't stop fucking her for an instant. "Whiteboys are bitches," he said in low tones with a rattling smack of her ass that sent shudders up her spine as it bounced into his rapidly thrusting cock. Her throat opened for a gasp and another high moan. Through blurry vision she lifted her head with her voice and stared into the wood of the ceiling.
His demeaning of her slave was of no consequence to her beyond the heightening of her own pleasure. Madeline must be laid bare and sacrifice all semblances of dignity just for the privilege of seeing them together. It all made her pussy incredibly wet and her heart a full on fire.
She could burn her away, but she didn't want her destroyed. As Andre's methodical thrusts became faster and harder, she could've sworn she felt Maddie's eyes leave her for a moment too long. She balled up a fist and punched the leather of the couch beneath her, just to grab her attention.
With heavy breaths, she looked at her to order, "Don't look away." Madeline's eyes were planted right into her own, which were as sharp as stakes. The pain she'd seen so many times before was amplified to a maximal degree. "Just watch him fuck your wife like you never could."
"Yes, Mommy," Madeline effeminately moaned, still tugging at herself with her two little fingers. As if to possess her, Andre smacked Eleanor's ass again, sending her into rippling moans of pleasure that shocked her gaze forward once again. She was sure Maddie was absolutely enraptured in the vision before her, so she obliged him. How she hadn't shot her pathetic little load yet, Eleanor never knew.
As Andre rocked into her ever faster and harder with every single stroke, she already felt as though she were about to squirt. He capitalized on the moment by reaching out to wrap a tuft of her straight brown hair in his right hand. His entire body extended over the length of her own, shooting his big black cock all the way inside her with a shudder and a gasp from her lips.
His own landed on the right side of her exposed neck. A lightning bolt ran up her head and down her spine as she squealed with pure pleasure. His lips went up closer to her ear to whisper, "Tell her how much you love my big black dick."
"I love his big black dick!" Eleanor wailed loud enough for Madeline and even the nonexistent neighbors to hear. She said so not because he told her to, but because it was the truth--a truth she had forgotten the full weight of in his long absence.
"Tell her she's just a pathetic whiteboy," he whispered now.
"You're nothing but a pathetic whiteboy, Maddie!" Eleanor squealed beneath his muscled weight. Her fingers curled into the leather of the couch strong enough to leave a scratch.
Slowly, he backed away and pulled his big black cock out of her. Eleanor just laid there flat on her stomach and heaved out long, pleasured sighs. If he was done so soon, she might have to hop on his dick herself for some more. Slowly, she raised her eyes and then her face, the rest of her body following.



She slithered up beside him. It occurred to her that she was the only one still semi-clothed, her lover naked beside her and her slave naked beneath them, the both of them where they belonged. Madeline had stopped tugging her short little nub--still hard and not spent yet, much to her surprise. Lustily she looked up at her, enraptured by her beauty, enthralled within her world of empowered darkness.
Eleanor wrapped her right fist around the center of Andre's thick black dick and shook it around in the air. Little drops of her own fluid flew off of it and onto the floor below. "Be respectful, Maddie," she said so tauntingly to her with a smile on her face. Of course, she of all people knew just what she meant, as always.
Madeline crawled in close and lifted her puckered lips to kiss the tip of Andre's cockhead. She stretched her lips to suckle on it a little. Eleanor watched her savor the taste of the wetness she found there, aching for a drip from its source. She then popped it out of her mouth and murmured, "Thank you for fucking my wife, Sir."
Eleanor giggled a little before sighing happily, raining a smile down upon her. "You're welcome, whiteboy," Andre said.
"Such a good little whiteboy!" Eleanor praised her in the only way she deserved.
"Now, I'm going to do it again," Andre said so cooly from beside her. "You just sit back and watch me take her," he commanded.
"Yes, Sir," Madeline acquiesced like the good little cuckold she was.
Andre turned back to Eleanor, placing all his attention on her once again. His strong black hands landed on the hems of her white dress and he pulled it right over her head. Her big round tits fell loose and free upon her chest. She laid back and let him tower over her for a moment before shoving his big black cock back inside of her, right before Madeline's eyes.
~
Eleanor descended the many stairs to the ground floor wearing a lilac-colored sweater. It dangled off her left shoulder, exposing some of her body beneath, which was part of why Madeline liked it so much, she thought. Eleanor herself enjoyed walking the line between sultry and modest.
In all the throes of her recent arousal, she had even more reason to be excited. Leya had invited her out that upcoming Friday night. While Madeline the notorious recluse had very few friends to boast of, Eleanor's closest female companion resided in the city they now lived on the outskirts of. She was happy Leya was still around after all this time, especially when it gave her a chance to get out.
The only thing missing that day was Andre. He had already left in the morning, after sharing a bed with her in the master room. The dominance he'd displayed over her cuckold had proven him worthy of the privilege. However, when he withdrew his hands and the rest of him from her bed, it left her feeling hollow. She considered it was possible the upcoming party would help remedy this, temporarily, at least. That evening, she really just wanted to talk to Madeline.
Eleanor reached the bottom corridor of their dark house and went around to the living room, where she might find her. Instead, she saw the same mirror Madeline had been looking into the night before, smashed to scattered pieces of broken glass all over the floor. Her heart descended in her chest ever farther.
She stepped carefully into the room so as to not tread on any glass pieces. There were enough there that it was improbable that Madeline could have taken a shard for herself, but there was little way of telling because the mirror was so big when it was still intact.
A meow rang out at her feet--Lenin had entered behind her. Eleanor felt him pawing at her leg and looked down at his thick gray fluff. "No," she said sweetly, cupping him up into her hands. He was heavy, but she was strong enough to deal with this.
Eleanor took Lenin out of the living room with its broken glass and around to find Madeline. The softness of his fur offered her a little bit of comfort in all her tensity, but it wasn't enough. She wasn't about to let either of her pets hurt themselves, human or otherwise.
"Maddie!" she called out from the bottom of the staircase to no avail. If she had been in the study, she would have heard her. It was unconscionable for Madeline to be ignoring her. Another moment passed of Eleanor just cradling the cat in waiting, and she was starting to grow furious.
Lenin leapt out of her grasp and crawled along the corridor. "Ugh," she groaned, following him out. That damned cat started clawing at the door to the basement. Eleanor opened it, and he led her down the dark steps to the deepest place in the house. One solitary light flickered in the distance.
Eleanor looked along the dark damask patterns on the wall, the floor creaking beneath her, as she followed the cat to a narrow room that Madeline had evidently made her hideout. She found her on the floor donning Eleanor's own white snowflake dress, the very same one she wore for Andre the night before. Thick black mascara she had caked onto her eyes was now streaming down the paleness of her face in tears. Her hands were on her knees as she sat up in a truly pitiful position.
Eleanor approached her from behind, less menacingly than she otherwise might, and placed a hand around her back. Madeline's hazel eyes looked up at her first, but her head didn't move from behind her upstretched knees. "Madeline," she said.
"Nothing works," Madeline softly breathed, as if she was ignorant of what she was trying to ask her.
"What?" Eleanor questioned.
"I tried everything, but nothing ever works," Madeline continued on her self-spiraling course of sadness. She clutched her knees in her hands and softly sobbed.
Eleanor moved her hand away momentarily and said, "Is that why you broke the mirror?" She expected some kind of answer, at least.
"Yes," Madeline sobbed. "I hate myself."
"Maddie..." Eleanor carefully extended a hand to hers so she could help her up instead of sitting on the dirty basement floor beside her, well aware she was dealing with a caged tiger. Madeline slowly took her hand, which Eleanor was grateful for, and gently let her raise her to her feet.
"I'm surprised you didn't rip the dress up," Eleanor said, observing it was spotless and unscathed even after the tirade she'd thankfully missed.
"It shouldn't be surprising," Madeline instantly replied. Through her sadness, she would never do any damage to her. Eleanor took both hands in her own and looked up into Madeline's eyes, coming close enough that their breaths intertwined in the small space of stale air between them.
"We don't have to stay down here, you know," Eleanor said, much too lightheartedly for the moment, she knew. So long as Madeline wasn't angry again, it didn't matter. "Do you want to tell me what's going on?" she quietly pressed when she didn't get an answer.
Madeline swallowed as her tears subsided and said, "I broke the mirror, because I don't like what I see in it. I couldn't get it right."
"You couldn't get what right?" Eleanor asked purely for clarity's sake.
"I want to look as beautiful as you do," Madeline said. "But I don't." Any further words remained stuck in her throat. Eleanor thought she might have to choke her just to get them out, but she kept her hands firmly placed.
"Is it because of the way he humiliates you?" she asked, genuinely not understanding where the problem lied. She knew Madeline was prettier than any whiteboy could be; those were the words he chose, however.
"No," Madeline sputtered. "Well, yes... I don't know." She seemed nervously tense to admit it, but it must have contributed to her present discomfort somehow.
"Well, Andre knows whiteboys aren't men," Eleanor said, just to reassure her. "He doesn't mean it that way, you know, as if you were a man or something. We both know you can't be that."
"I know, Mommy, I know..." Madeline replied and repeated as if to assure her instead of herself. She looked at her with eyes still as crestfallen as they had been when she'd arrived in the basement to find her there crying, so Eleanor knew she had to do something else to comfort her.
She placed her hands on Madeline's cold, pale face and whispered, "Do you want me to stop seeing him altogether?"
"No," Madeline said, only somewhat louder than her whisper. "I... love it. I love you." Her words were as quiet as they were full. Eleanor brimmed at that.
"And I love putting on the show for you," she replied. Gently, she moved her hands away. "Let's go upstairs. Okay?" She turned her smile ever so slightly, and Madeline actually grinned a little back. Eleanor looked at her arms, thankfully as unscathed as her dress was. The only scars on them were a couple years old, at least.
"Okay," Maddie said.
The cat meowed beneath them, circling her leg. "Little Lenin here could've hurt himself on all that glass," Eleanor said before picking him back up in her arms. She led them all the way back upstairs, contemplating as she did whether to make Madeline clean up the mess she made or to take care of it herself to relieve her of the trouble. When she turned to see the sadness in her eyes once again, she decided on the latter course of action.
First, she had something she wanted to try. She walked down the dark hall and into the bathroom, knowing Madeline would follow her there as she would anywhere. After flicking the light on and shutting the door behind Maddie, she set Lenin down on the floor. He mewed and crawled over to the corner of the room.
Eleanor took Maddie's face in her hands again and said, "I know just how to make you feel better."
Madeline smiled, for how could she not? Through it all, her love only grew stronger. She could bring her to the brink of death and back again, and she would only drop to her knees to propose to her all over again. Knowing the power she held in her hands, Eleanor let them fall behind Madeline's back to unzip the dress slowly. Though Madeline trembled, Eleanor only continued with her best interest at heart.
As the white fabric of the dress fell to leave her flat chest bare and pale, Eleanor looked down to her fingers. "You didn't hurt your hand when you broke the mirror, did you?" she checked.
"No, it didn't hurt," Madeline confirmed. "Not nearly as much as you could hurt me."
"Hmm," Eleanor murmured happily. "Well, that's certainly true," she said, knowing she would endure any and all pain for her sake.
Eleanor let the dress fall off Madeline's spindly little body with a giggle that she couldn't stifle. Nothing but her little pink bulgeless thong shielded her little cuck, now. Madeline turned to the mirror and said, "Oh, Mommy, how is this supposed to help me?" It wasn't that she was unwilling--she could tell--but more that she was confused, wracked by emotion in the wake of her own violation to nakedness.
"Shh," Eleanor ordered, cupping her pale face again. "Don't look that way. Just look at me." As soon as she said that, Madeline's gaze never left her--just the way it should be. "You really love this sweater, don't you?" she asked, running a hand down her own turned-down sleeve.
"Yes," Madeline professed. "And those leggings you wear everywhere." She bit her bottom lip lightly as her eyes scanned the breadth of Eleanor's body, perfectly encased in her skin-tight black leggings and that lilac-colored sweater she loved so much.
"Let me see how it looks on you," Eleanor said, more a demand than a request; she knew that's what Madeline wanted anyway. Eleanor quickly lifted it over her head, not making too big of a show of herself though she could tell Madeline was enamored as ever with her voluptuous appearance.
With nothing but her black bra on, she lowered the lilac-colored sweater over Madeline's head and patted it down across her body nicely. While she couldn't fill it out as well as Eleanor could, of course, she didn't look half bad in it. The soft cloth ended right above her waist, leaving her bottom half exposed. It was as funny as it was cute in Eleanor's eyes.
Madeline's face was already made up, but the tear marks could stand to be removed. Eleanor grabbed a wipe from the sink's counter and cleaned them off gentler than even a mother would. After discarding it, she saw the brightness of Madeline's smile, rivaling even her own. Her euphoria was palpable, and Eleanor knew she could always make her smile, no matter how sad she could get.
"It's pretty, right?" Eleanor said.
"Yes."
Eleanor finally turned her to the side so she could look at their reflection together. "You'll always be my woman," she said, stroking the soft fabric on Madeline's back. Her red lips stayed still in a smile wide enough to swallow the world. Her hazel eyes sported a glimmer that didn't leave for the entirety of the evening, and Eleanor knew she had won.
~
Eleanor lay awake in the early morning, a spectator to Madeline's dreams beside her. In all reality, she was probably the centerpiece of those, too. Everything in Madeline's life revolved around Eleanor. Her beautiful hand clutched her heart and squeezed never too tight to break it.
Eleanor looked from the dark ceiling to her right side at Madeline, pretty in the pale light of the moon, peaceful in her slumber. Eleanor knew she cherished these nights where she could sleep beside her wife, when none of her lovers were home, but this night was special. Madeline had been so enamored with her lilac-colored sweater that she wore it to bed. She took her euphoria to sleep with her, and Eleanor hoped her dreams of her were as sweet as her smiles had been when she dressed her up.
She drew her hand to her hair, not to wake her, just to caress her dark brown curls lightly enough that she could feel her presence with her through her sleep. Madeline was the sweetest slave she could ever hope for. Even though things were a mess with the unreliability of her bulls, Eleanor felt so lucky in that moment just to be with someone so enthralled by her regardless of whatever she did. She remembered Madeline would assure her that she was the lucky one, just to have the chance to be around her at all--and that was true, as well.
She considered each of her lovers in the moments passing, her hand resting upon Maddie's sleeping head. The first to barge into her mind was Andre, with the most recent black cock she had. Even though he was the first she found after Dominik left, it had been a long while since she got to see him. She pictured the manly scruff beneath his chin, the way his long dreads bounced back and forth as he fucked her so hard and rhythmically... They had first met because Madeline worked with him on music; Eleanor couldn't help but to seduce him. Andre was a drummer, and he could slam a snare just as hard as he could slam her pussy.
Eleanor moved her hand downward from Madeline's head to the covers, swiping them aside quietly. Beneath the lilac fabric of the sweater sat Maddie's tiny white penis, all shriveled and ridiculously small in her slumber. With a soft chuckle, Eleanor was reminded why she strayed. Big black cocks provided what Madeline could never.
She was especially pathetic in comparison to Damon and his footlong black cock. He had roped Eleanor in with his confident demeanor. His arrogance was proven, but she always found herself unable to resist him when he was around. The way he never took no for an answer made her soaked. If Andre was cruel to Madeline, then Damon was an absolute devil in comparison. Just another testament to how much her little-dicked cuck would endure for her sake.
She might have to call him around again sometime soon, just to prove that to herself. Or she could continue in her pursuit of Malcolm, her latest favorite. He brought a whole new kind of electricity to their relationship when he graced them with his presence.
It wasn't just his delicious dick, either; he had the most chemistry with her in all areas. He even helped Madeline with her writings, when he could. Eleanor wanted to seduce him into living with them, if she could. She could finally breed his babies, and Madeline could help to raise them. It could be such a beautiful thing, if only she knew she could depend upon him.
But then, could she forsake her other lovers if she had to? She thought not. There was also Victor, the second one she seduced after Dominik left. He proved his dominance in a more physical nature than the others, something he had in common with Dom. Madeline had endured a number of beatings from the both of them, usually before Eleanor got her sex. The pain in her eyes made her orgasm come quicker and harder, that much was certain.
Each of her lovers had some aspect of what she needed, but none of them the whole package on their own, ironic as it was to admit that to herself. She had seen two additional others during the preceding five years, Dante and Cyrus, but they were less remarkable. While still much larger than Madeline's, their cocks weren't quite as big as those of her other lovers. So much or so little could be said of either one of them. All Eleanor knew was the way her craving grew upon her thoughts of all of them.
She brushed the covers back over Madeline's lower body and placed her hand upon her sleeping face. Her cravings for black cock could wait until her party plans came to fruition on Friday. While she hadn't told Madeline yet, as she was afraid it would be a bad time to do so, she would keep her very well informed of whatever might transpire there. She also thought it best not to bring a date along to the party, and instead to play the field in search of another lover to put beneath her belt. This would help to recapture the old excitement she desired so dearly.
~
Flurries of snow washed up into the air around a sleek black car driving through the night. Eleanor sat in its driver's seat. She had left her loyal cuck-wife home in her maid's dress after informing her of her plans at the very last minute. The sad stare Madeline had given her on her way out assured her that the sting had successfully hit her heart, raising the heat in Eleanor's loins. She was going to find a seventh lover at Leya's party, or else she would have to default to one of her other six.
She slowed down as she approached Leya's place. There was already a swarm of cars outside, all lined up along the streetsides. Eleanor found a place at a too-great distance from the house, behind some arrogantly parked white truck. She opened the door and felt the icy air bite at her mostly exposed legs. Luckily, there wasn't much ice on the road to obstruct her way to the party.
The music blaring within Leya's big white house was already audible to her ears from beside the yard as she approached. The strobing multicolored lights shone through the big windows in the front, great red curtains drawn to their sides within the house. When she turned the doorknob and entered, she was greeted with the sight of a sprawling crowd of people of all different colors and sizes, bouncing up and down to the tune of the music they blared. Eleanor had left the cold order of the household she ran to descend into the wet hot chaos of party life once again.
She heaved a sigh of relief and scanned the crowd in search of Leya, at the very least, and a hot black man at the most. She spotted several of them she could pick out, but none of them were half as hot as her least attractive lover. The entire front half of Leya's ground floor had become a rave. At the risk of being subsumed in the sea of people, she put her search on hold and moved along towards the deeper rooms held within the house.
A light of normal color shone from the chandelier of cheap false gold above the dining table in the room she entered. Various bottles of soda, whiskey, and gin were scattered across the table before her, some of them drunk from and some of them still closed and full. Also sitting atop the table was a whiteboy who looked even younger than her, wearing black sunglasses and an unbuttoned white polo shirt, shotgunning a can of beer held in the hand of one of his likewise white friends.



With a drunken swoon, he turned and looked at Eleanor through his dark shades, foams of beer still running down his dirty chin. "Whoa," was all he said, likely scanning her down head to toe with his covered eyes. His friend stood with his mouth agape at her.
"It's alright, boys," she cooly said. "No need to stare."
The one standing on his feet slowly dragged his eyes down to her cleavage, amply exposed beneath her dark dress and push up bra, then instantly whipped them away. Stunned, he stammered, "S-sorry."
"Make yourself useful," she said without leaving him any room to deny her anything she wished. "Pour me more than you think I can handle."
"Are you sure?" the whiteboy in the sunglasses asked; quite a stupid question, too.
"Yes," she solidly said. "I have a lot of catching up to do." When both boys just continued staring agape at her in still silence, she raised and snapped the fingers on her right hand. "Pour it up," she demanded.
That got him off the table and onto his feet. His drunken hands slid over to a big green bottle of gin and poured wide into a red cup. "There you are," he said, handing it to her. Eleanor snatched it and instantly drew it up to her lips. "I'm Rusty, by the way," the boy with the sunglasses said from her right side--much too close for her own liking.
"Oh, it makes no difference to me," she said after swallowing her gin, letting him down far too easily. "Where's Leya?"
"Upstairs, in the crowd... I don't know," the boy said sort of nervously, running his fingers through the unkempt light brown curls at the top of his head.
"Maybe you should find her," Eleanor replied calm as daylight before turning away from them both and making her way back into the crowded front of the house, cup of gin in hand.
That boy in the sunglasses looked a lot like Leya's ex-boyfriend, Finn, but Eleanor paid it little mind. Rusty he said his name was; it occurred to her as she was traipsing back into the crowd that she should have made some sort of quip on it. Ah, well, she told herself, whiteboys will be whiteboys.
There weren't too many black men at the party in comparison, by the looks of things. Still, there could have been at least one man worthy of her for a night hidden somewhere within that sprawling crowd. Eleanor took another strong gulp of her gin and waited to find one. A hangover wouldn't bother her too much--she wanted to get fucked that night, in every sense of the word, and Madeline would help her in the morning as she always had.
Oh, Madeline. Images swirled in Eleanor's mind of her little slave, obedient and feminized, scrubbing the floors clean in her little maid's dress like the pussyless little bitch she was. Had she taunted her enough before she left? Regardless, she must have known what was coming next.
All Eleanor needed to do was find a solid bull in that damned crowd of people. If Madeline had come along with her, she'd be hanging by the wall nursing a cup of something strong and staring at her, eagerly awaiting her newest sexual conquest. The thought offered her some comfort and even more determination to complete the task before her. "Don't go to them, let them come to you," she heard some of Madeline's old words in her mind as she lingered there.
She shuffled up to where the speakers were, sprawled about the floor below a table with a laptop. A boy--white, by the color of his hands--with a clown mask with crazy orange hair on his fool's head was slamming down the beats at the laptop, giggling like a lunatic. Eleanor just turned to face the crowd and lingered there beside the clown.
Several minutes seemed to pass, and Eleanor lifted her gin to her lips once again. The second she pulled it away, there was a tall black man staring at her at her right side, as if he walked out of her dreams. His face was expertly chiseled like a statue, and everything about him looked clean. Momentarily losing her composure, she couldn't help but blush and grin at him above the cup she held.
"Where's your husband?" he said low and dark with a slight point of one finger right in her direction.
"I don't have one," she said with a spirited giggle. Madeline's face came to mind; even though they were married, the thought of her as a husband was laughable.
"You could've fooled me," he cooly said as his brown eyes pierced her own for one solitary moment. His moved only to check out her other assets. "You're the most stacked bitch in the house, as far as I can tell." She could tell he almost said the word wow out loud at the sight of her backside.
Hearing that from a whiteboy would have made her squirm the hell out of there--but from him, it was more than welcome. Eleanor looked up at him with hungry eyes and said, "I can tell you more about that later, if you're willing."
"Ten seconds after arriving, Eleanor's already flirting with all the black men," she heard from beneath the archway in front of them--Leya. With a touch of embarrassment, she smiled at her. Leya approached them both, her heavy tits held back by a thin black camisole and her perfectly toned curves accentuated by gray booty shorts. She appeared to her as already quite drunk judging by the way her smile gaped. Eleanor swung down her gin in an effort to catch up.
"Mm," she said through her cup before lowering it again. "Did you invite the whole city?" she called out over the music. The both of them laughed before meeting each other in a sloppily-held-together embrace.
"I would if I could have," Leya said. "There were actually more people here last time, but you wouldn't have known, because you were out with Malcolm, instead," she explained, entirely without bitterness.
"Shh," Eleanor whispered in her ear. "He doesn't know."
Leya looked to the side at the black man Eleanor was trying to rope in. With a playful smile, she said, "You still have so much to learn! Eleanor's gonna be your teacher..." Leya's fingers slid up the side of his right bicep, and so Eleanor grabbed his left one. His face turned to her instead of her friend.
"Why don't you come upstairs with us?" she salaciously breathed, coming ever closer to him as she did. A vision played in her mind's eye where she lunged her whole thick body onto him, wrapping her arms around his strong black back and clinging to him as he fucked her in midair. Instead, he only smiled as her grip on his muscles grew unconsciously tighter.
"I'd be happy to," he said--and she was so very happy to hear it. She didn't even know his name yet, but she wanted him to pound her out right then and there.
"Let's go," Leya said before leading the way up to the bedrooms. Approaching the archway into the dining room again, Eleanor took her last sip of gin, swirling the bitterness in her mouth before swallowing it and slamming her plastic red cup down on the table before Rusty and his unnamed whiteboy friend.
"Pour me another," Eleanor casually demanded.
"Me, too," her future black fuck said from behind her. "But I like wine. Make it red."
Eleanor stood there and basked in what servitude she could squeeze from these little whiteboys for her and her lover-in-the-making. Still, she couldn't help but to consider that Madeline would've already had them poured. When they finally had both their cups filled, she wasted no time in picking it up and following Leya to the stairwell behind the kitchen.
As they traveled up each step into the darkness, Eleanor could feel him watching her ass bounce beneath her dark green dress. She absolutely could not wait to feel him touch her there, and everywhere, to see and taste and take the big black snake of a cock she just knew he harbored in his pants. She took another large sip of gin just as she reached the top step and turned around to see his handsome face again.
"Come on, follow us," she said with great excitement. She watched him do just that as she walked backwards into Leya's bedroom. He was nothing short of a black god, and her loins ached to feel him so deep inside. She craved to take him deeper than her little cuck back home could ever hope to go. She could explain in the morning--or during the act, who could really tell? She took a swig and put her cup down on a bedside table.
In the throes of her own desire, she approached him as he entered the dimly lit bedroom and took his face in her hands. Forcing him back onto the nearby wall, she leaned up and kissed his handsome lips. Shocked, he said, "I'm Roman, by the way," before she leapt up for another.
Their lips unlocked again and she said, "Does that mean you're from Italy?"
He laughed and put his hand upon her arm. "No, it's just my name," he said before she pushed another hungry kiss on him. "Never even been there," he practically whispered right into her mouth.
Eleanor gave him another excited kiss that nearly knocked the cup out of his hand. "Don't spill it," she moaned into his face before Leya snatched it away from behind her. She could always count on her. His lips tasted like pure pleasure--she dove in for another kiss.
Her left hand cupped the back of his head, feeling each closely-trimmed black hair as she kissed him over and over again. One of his strong hands landed hard upon the left side of her ass from below it, and she softly moaned into his mouth. He squeezed her tender flesh between her fishnets and her dress, not moving his hand for anything. She had successfully drawn him in.
Eleanor's own fingers moved downward to pull his black tank top off. The sight of his rippling musculature set her pussy on fire, and she knew there was something even more impressive left to be revealed ever lower. She slid his belt out of his rings and let it fall to the floor before doing the same with his pants. Her right hand held him still against the wall by his shoulder, and her left stroked the pulsing bulge in his boxers.
It was just as big if not more as she'd hoped; she could always tell. Roman stood still as a statue as she ran her hand down his chest and then the rest of her down with his boxers. Eleanor gasped a little as his long black python of a cock popped out in front of her face. She wrapped a hand around the thickness of its base and started to slowly stroke him.
"Do you like that?" she looked up and asked him with a smile.
"Yeah," he moaned dark and low from above her.
Eleanor wasn't yet satisfied--she couldn't wait to taste him. She pointed his big black cock right at herself and pursed her lips tightly around its head. This momentum she used to take him farther, all the way into her mouth, pushing herself up and around it only to swirl her tongue about his tip as she sucked him. "Such a good girl..." he breathed, not knowing just how bad she could be.
"Be careful," she heard Leya say from the bed behind them. "You might just wake up like that, too." If he stays to see that side of me, Eleanor thought. "She calls it the 'kingly treatment.'"
Her thoughts were not audible over the sound of her sucking his cock. She looked up again and pierced his eyes with her own just to let him know he deserved it. Then, she took him ever deeper into her throat. His groans of pleasure told her he was sufficiently impressed with her skills.
Both of his hands landed on the back of her head, pulling her away just as she started to gag on him. Webs of saliva broke off in the air between her eager lips and his long black cock. She looked up at him, her pussy awash with the thought of what was to come next. "Let me fuck you," he said. "I can't wait another moment."
That being just what she wanted to hear, Eleanor slowly stood up in his grasp and planted kiss after kiss up the length of his hard black body. Once she reached his pectorals with a kiss, she guided him off the wall by his shoulders with her hands and shoved him back-first down on Leya's bed. His huge black dick stood hard and massive, pointing straight up at the ceiling, all ready for her to ride.
Eleanor stood before him, still fully clothed, keeping her eyes on the prize of black cock. Leya had already disrobed, leaving all her clothes discarded on the floor in the corner. Her milky tits bounced bare as she stepped up to help Eleanor into the same situation.
She lingered behind her. Her dress, a green so dark it looked black, fell to the floor around her feet. Roman's brown eyes widened at her freshly exposed curvature as Leya continued with her push up bra. The black lace fell discarded and her tits fell freely onto her chest.
Eleanor watched her latest black lover take the holy sight of her in, drinking her with his chocolaty eyes. "But, now, for the best part..." Leya said as she lowered herself behind her friend and pulled her tight black fishnet leggings to the floor. Her hand squeezed her fat ass before letting her loose with a light but rippling tap.
Eleanor bounced up to Roman at rattling speed, leaping upon the bed and crawling around him like a cat. She lifted her right leg over his hard black body and gave him the best view of her ass that he could presumably imagine. She did all this only to slide slowly down to his long cock, still dripping with beads of her own saliva, then hover herself over it.
Before she sat down upon that thick black dick and let it into her womb, Roman reached out to play with her ass, bouncing it back and forth several times in his grasp. He ended with a rough smack to her right side cheek, emitting a light moan from her lips. Eleanor looked down, intent upon riding him, giving him the best fuck of his life.
She slid her fingers up the length of her own pussy, dripping wet with emotion right above his big black weapon. As she descended, she sheathed it deep within herself. That backwards feeling always shot lightning bolts through her entire thick body, and this time was no different.
Because she liked to challenge herself, almost as much as Madeline back home enjoyed a good challenge, she sank to swallow Roman's big black cock all the way into her pussy. With a squealing moan, she rose again and repeated the motion with more and more rapidity each successive time she did. Bouncing her fat ass backwards on his big black cock, her pussy gripped him expertly, and she was sure he had no doubt that she knew what she was doing.
She watched Leya crawl in behind her, her big titties bouncing with each slight movement, much to both of their delight. Evidently, Roman was so tall that Leya could outstretch her entire body across the length of his. She heard his manly grunts of pleasure muffle and felt Leya's hands around her hips instead of his. "It's really a gift best shared," Leya said, feeling her ass as it rocked up and down on Roman's cock, before inserting her own tongue in between her deep cheeks.
As Leya licked her butthole out while she rode Roman's cock, Eleanor hoped it tasted sweet. She hadn't showered twice that day for no reason. By the squishing sounds coming from behind her head, she could tell Roman was getting a taste of her closest friend, as well. The two of them had him smothered in a reverse oreo fashion, right where they wanted him.
Eleanor did not cease to ride his big black cock for a single solitary second, even with Leya's tongue so far up her ass she practically smacked her in the face with it every time she threw it back. With all her years of experience riding big black cocks, she was sure it looked as absolutely effortless as it felt. The only piece missing from the board was Madeline to watch on her knees beneath the three of them.
Eleanor was sure she would return home the next day, but the deal was sealed that she would spend the night there. If that meant she would get another taste of Roman's big black dick... she'd stay for hours for that chance. Eternal fate had blessed her with a seventh lover--provided he could stick the landing and enter her dynamic as strongly as he'd entered her womb.
She let out a loud moan that had been climbing up the inside of her chest for the last several thrusts. As she sang it out, she sank so his big black cock penetrated her deeper than she'd yet allowed, only bringing her moaning voice to new heights. She was sure everyone downstairs could hear her, but she didn't much care. With Leya's tongue and Roman's cock inside of her so deep, she had entered her sweetest state of ecstasy.
In white hot heat and big black lust, she squeezed onto him inside of her, feeling his cock pulsate as she sat still on it. Eleanor reached back to grab a tuft of Leya's light brown curls and pulled her face into her ass so she kissed her tender hole and drowned between her cheeks. Then, she felt Roman's fingers graze her own, only to pull Leya away from her and off the bed.
One look behind her back and into his eyes again, and he was reaching for her hair next. As she moved, she presumed for a second that he was pulling her closer to him for some sort of sweet embrace and gratefully went along with his magnetic pull, hoping their lips would collide all over again. Instead, Roman whipped her down onto the bed, hard, so her fat ass faced him. Her pussy gushed onto the bedsheets below at that raw display of power.
Eleanor looked behind her shoulder and saw Leya's naked fingers rush to help his cock back inside, but he had no need for any such guidance. His own hand landed on her head and pushed her face deep into the clean white pillow, all before coming in even deeper with his cock. "Aagh," she moaned into the whiteness as the big black cock she craved became the gift that she once again received. In the morning, she would make him a regular; for the night was to be full of sex.
~
White light seeped into Leya's bedroom through the small square windows sitting just beneath the ceiling. Eleanor blinked awake with a light pounding inside the top of her head. Roman's strong black arm was wrapped around her back, his other hand gripping her hip. They had drank and fucked each other into a total stupor the night before. They couldn't have slept more than a few hours at the most.
Keeping that in mind, Eleanor let Roman get his sleep. Leya had already gotten up, judging by her absence--either she slept on the other side of the bed, or on the floor, or somewhere else--she didn't quite remember and she knew she'd be alright, in any case. She couldn't wait to tell Madeline all the dirty things she did remember.
As soon as that delicious thought crossed her mind, Roman awakened. He answered her smile with a solid look and said, "You didn't give me the kingly treatment."
Eleanor lightly laughed and said, "I'm surprised you remember." Her fingers slid beneath the sheets to clasp around his cock. Sure enough, he woke up hard.
"It's alright, you don't have to," Roman said in his low tones. As she felt his black skin graze her white, she was nothing short of comfortable. The only thing he could do to spoil it is get up. Eleanor contemplated the way men sometimes woke up hard just to stop themselves from pissing everywhere. If only Madeline were with them, she thought. As she pictured it, his fingers brushed the side of her right cheek and he said softly into her ear, "Eleanor, right?"
"Yep," she answered with a shimmer, happy he remembered her name, too.
"What's your middle name?" He posed an unexpected question--they never asked that.
"Grace," Eleanor replied.
"I like that," Roman said, brushing his hand off her cheek and down her neck. She glimmered in his arms and let him feel her, running his other hand up the delicate curvature of her tight white body. "And you said you're not married, right?" Though his voice remained low and unwavering, a shade of self-doubt sprouted in his eyes.
"No," Eleanor slowly began to explain. "I said I don't have a husband. I have a wife."
Roman's deep brown eyes expanded and his jaw wilted downward in surprise. "I know you do that freaky shit with Leya, but I didn't expect--" She put a finger to his lips and stilled them.



"I made her that way," Eleanor solidly stated. "She has a tiny little dick, completely useless," she continued, showing him the forefinger and thumb hand sign. He didn't say a word. "So, I do this instead."
"...Oh," he said, a bit dumbfounded by the whole thing. "Is she white?"
Eleanor laughed out loud at that. "Of course she is," she said. "I only fuck black guys."
"I see," Roman said. There didn't seem to be an ounce of disapproval running through him, but he did seem confused.
Eleanor grabbed his arm as if to tell him not to get right up and walk away and said, "I'm sorry. I should've told you before we--"
"No," he said. "There's no need to apologize. That makes things a little more interesting, actually."
Eleanor sighed, relieved, and slid her hand down the length of his strong bicep. She got just what she wanted out of the party, a new black lover to share her bed with. "Perfect," she said, still wrapped up in the softness of his strong grasp.
"I've never been with someone like that before," Roman confessed. Eleanor couldn't fathom why, as he seemed like the perfect specimen for the task of taking unsatisfied white wives to bed, but remained silent anyway to just let him speak. "I've been known to have a bit of a commitment problem, myself. So, if this is all you need from me..." He lightly moved the covers away to expose his rock hard black cock. "...then I'm down."
Eleanor wrapped her hand around the base of his magnificent dick once again. She gave him a couple of slow strokes and slid her body down the length of the bed. "It's never too late, you know," she said, pointing his big black cock right at her face. Just as she playfully bounced it against her left cheek, she heard the door open behind her, giving her pause.
Alas, it was only Leya. She stepped right up to them wearing some dull gray sweatshirt over all her best parts with a small black box in her hands. Attached to the box was a yellowed note tied in with jet black ribbon. "Someone left this here, for you," Leya said, holding the box out for Eleanor to take.
Eleanor took it and sat up on the bedding, on the opposite side of Roman than she'd slept on. She ran her fingers down the box's soft surface to unsheath the flimsy little note from its ribbon. Eleanor~ it said in bright red letters. A twisted heart had been jotted in beneath her name.
"Do you know who left it?" she asked Leya.
"No idea," Leya replied with a small shrug. "I found it by the doorway inside when I got up."
Eleanor unfolded the note, straightening out its four corners and turning it around to read the following: Should you ever have need of this, here you go. That was all it said. She turned it around a couple of times in her hand just to be sure. It was a strange way of saying it; Madeline might have put it that way, but why would she send her an indiscernible message like this?
"Open the box," Roman said, breaking Eleanor out of her temporary paralytic confusion. Delicately, she untied the ribbon around the box and forced it open. Laying on the fluffy white cotton lining the inside of the box was a thin, golden switchblade knife with a black granite hilt. Its blade looked sharpened deliberately, like someone wanted it used.
Eleanor dropped the open box back onto the messy bedspread and said, "I have to go." Visions of blood shot through her mind as her own went cold. She just stared at the knife's terrible blade in frozen stasis, like the world had stopped turning in the worst way.
"Already?" Leya asked her, which didn't help a thing.
"I have to make sure Madeline's alright," Eleanor solidly said, standing on her feet and turning to Leya with serious eyes.
"It couldn't have been her," Leya said, finally sharing her concern. "Wouldn't she have watched?"
"No, it could've," Eleanor said, her eyes darting to the floor and back again. "You don't know her like I know her."
Leya fell silent; they both knew that was true. "Do you have something for me to wear? I'm not going back in the same clothes," Eleanor said.
"Yeah, of course," Leya comfortingly said. Eleanor could always count on Leya.
She turned to Roman, still laying on the bed in such a beautifully naked display, and said, "I'm sorry."
He only waved it off. "You do what you gotta do." She smiled and went into Leya's closet to get dressed, making a mental note that before she left, she'd give him the means to contact her again.
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Chapter 9 - The Masters
Master Greg
Master Greg was moving quickly down the hall. He had several tasks to finish or delegate before leaving for the day, and he planned to take Friday off, giving him a nice long four-day weekend since Monday was a holiday. He and his friends were planning on enjoying his two personal slaves all weekend and watching football. He barely noticed the slave that moved off to the side ahead of him; he was in a hurry, and slaves parted like the Red Sea when he was going somewhere. He almost passed her when he realized she didn't have any Queen of Spade's markings. He stopped dead in his tracks and looked at her.
"Lost Bitch?" Master Greg said.
The slave didn't look up, "Yes, Master." she responded.
He was going to enjoy this; it's not often he had an excuse to whip another Master's Staff slave.
"Well, I think you need a lesson for that. Whipping stance!" Master Greg responded.
He turned grabbed a whip from the wall, uncoiled it and raised his hand for the first strike, then looked at her. And he stopped. She was gorgeous. Slaves were, of course, selected for their attractiveness, but most were not of model quality; those were a lot less common, rare even. The beauty in front of him was exquisite, about 5 foot 3, perfect firm tits, petite, natural olive complexion, jet black straight hair, the kind of girl that could go out without makeup and still look stunning. He got an instant Hardon just looking at her. It would be a waste to blemish such a body with a whip. He ordered her to turn around slowly and keep going a full circle he instructed. Her back was whipped; Master Thomas was a fool to damage such an elegant creature. She had the words "Father Fucker" tattooed just above her barcode; Masters often added degrading words like this to their favorite slave stallions. He changed his mind about whipping her and dropped the whip onto the floor, not caring where it landed. Some slave would pick it up later and return it to the wall.
He walked up to her and grabbed her by her long black hair,
"I have a better use for you instead." Master Greg said.
He pulled her along; she was stumbling along as he pulled her down the hall holding her hair, and he turned into a room that held several metal stockades in it, used for fucking slaves from behind in standing to bend-over position. There was a bar at waist level, farther set back on the device; he forced her to lean over it and opened the top of the stockade, forced her head and wrists into it, and snapped it closed. He lubed up his dick from a nearby sex lubricant pump bottle and forced his dick inside her in one forceful action; he began fucking her; he was amazed at how tight she was for a Staff slave.
As Master was fucking Kim, at first, she was horrified that she was getting raped yet again after regaining her freedom only just recently. At least the Master's huge dick felt good, really good. Jerry had a much smaller dick, she was starting to enjoy being used, and it felt wonderful. She rarely came anymore when Jerry used to fuck her, she felt an orgasm building, and before she could control herself, she came, screaming, "Yes, Yes, Fuck me, Master!"
Master Greg wasn't surprised by her outburst, a real gem she was. Unknown to her, he had a ring on his finger; he would touch the top of a slave's head with his ring finger, select a setting from 1 to 10, and press a button on it. It would activate the remote receiver inside a slave's head, sending a tiny amount of current to the pleasure center of her brain. He did so with her; he turned the dial from 1 to 6, pressed the ring against her head, and then pressed the button. The results were instant; her head yanked back, and she moaned in pleasure. She screamed, "Yes, Yes, Fuck me, Master!"
While most masters didn't care if their slaves enjoyed sex or not when they raped them, he found it made for more motivated slaves if a slave received pleasure from the experience. If they are more motivated during sex and they would often beg him to fuck them. He continued to fuck her, enjoying himself and her reactions to the orgasms she thought he was giving her naturally when it was his ring he was using to induce her pleasure. He voice-activated the monitor on the wall in front of him. "Call Master Thomas.", he ordered; the video screen connected, and Master Thomas answered; the video call allowed them both to see and talk to each other.
"Master Thomas, I'm enjoying your slave 4634 immensely. I wanted to know if you wanted to part with her; I want to add her to my staff." Master Greg fully expected Thomas to deny his request; only a fool would part with a rare gem like this slave. He just wanted to show Thomas he was using one of his stallions to rub it in, so to speak.
Master Thomas typed on his keyboard, "4634, you say?" he questioned.
"Yes," Master Greg; he could clearly read her number off her back, no mistaking it. "4634," he repeated.
Master Thomas hesitated for a moment; he started to speak, then stopped himself. When he spoke again, he replied, "I want the first pick of the new shipment of staff slaves when they arrive."
Master Greg didn't hesitate, "Done." he said.
Master Thomas replied, "Deal!"
"I'll have her transferred to your department. You want her delivered to your personal assistant, so you have her properly marked?" Master Thomas said.
Master Greg thought the response was odd, transferred? He was fucking her right now, he would just have his personal assistant do it for him when he was finished with her, but just then, he was Cumming and just replied, "Yes." In Ecstasy and thought nothing more of the conversation.
Master Thomas
The video monitor rang, and he picked up; he could see Master Greg fucking a slave from behind, but from this angle of the camera, he couldn't see what her number was.
Master Greg said, "Master Thomas, I'm enjoying your slave 4634 immensely. I wanted to know if you wanted to part with her; I want to add her to my staff."
Master Thomas typed in his keyboard, locating slave 4634 in his database; it was one of his slaves, to be sure. In fact, he could see her number on her back; across the room, she was working at her station in the surveillance room. Her number, 4634, was clearly visible to him. She was nothing special to look at; looking at her photos in his database, she was below average, in his opinion. She wasn't ugly, but nothing special, a five at best.
"4634, you say?" Master Thomas questioned.
"Yes, 4634," Master Greg replied.
Master Thomas hesitated for a moment; he was about to tell Master Greg he was a fucking idiot. Learn to read that 4634 was in his surveillance center as they were speaking. But he could use this to his advantage. He would give Greg the slave he asked for; the call was recorded; when Master Greg realized his mistake, it would be too late, and the deal would have been made. It's not Master Thomas's problem; Master Greg was apparently dyslectic.
"I want the first pick of the new shipment of staff slaves when they arrive." Master Thomas said
Master Greg didn't hesitate, "Done." he said.
Master Thomas replied, "Deal!"
"I'll have her transferred to your department. You want her delivered to your personal assistant, so you have her properly marked?" Master Thomas
"Yes." Master Greg responded; Master Thomas could see he was cumming as he was answering. Master Thomas didn't know which one of his slaves Master Greg was fucking, but it didn't matter, he got what he wanted, and it only cost him a below-average slave; it was a great deal for him.
Kim was released from the stockade by Master Greg, and she was sucking his dick on her knees while he relaxed on a sofa that was on the side of the same room with the stockades. He would occasionally touch the top of her head with his hands, but other than that, he said nothing, just enjoyed her oral skills. When Master Greg released Kim from the stockade, she was drooling with pleasure; she wasn't sure if she had come 2 or 3 times; it all seemed to blend into one long orgasm. She never felt anything like it. Master Greg also filled her entire pussy with cum; she couldn't believe anyone could cum so much; when he pulled it out, it flowed out of her pussy and down her legs; it was a huge turn-on. When Jerry fucked her, he didn't stay hard for long; he would punish her for failing to keep him hard. Sex would be hours of an ordeal of him getting hard, losing his erection, she sucking his dick, him getting hard again, more fucking, only to lose his erection again. Sex was hours of pain for her before Jerry finally came, and not that much cum either; he would then toss her onto the floor and fall asleep.
Master Greg ordered another slave to bring him a big jug of water, drank some, and ordered Kim to drink as well. He wouldn't let Kim stop drinking until she drank at least a liter of water, maybe two. Jerry never cared if she was thirsty or not. Master Greg really cared about her. If this was how sex was with Master Greg, she was seriously considering telling him all about Lisa and Sally and would beg him to enslave her again. He said he would fuck her up the ass when he was ready again, and she was eagerly looking forward to him using her again. She heard the conversation between Master Greg and Master Thomas; they bartered for her like she was some cheap trading card, but she was OK with that if it meant more orgasms with Master Greg for her. As she sucked on Master Greg's dick for 20 minutes when someone else entered the room behind her, she knew it was another Master when he spoke.
Master Greg was enjoying his new slave sucking his dick; he would occasionally place his hand on her head and press his ring at the level 1 setting to keep her enthralled with him. The batteries for the receiver in her head wouldn't last long with continual use but should last long enough to return her to the stockades. The stockades had wireless rechargers, so she would be topped off in short order once he put her back in it. Normally, the batteries were wirelessly recharged by transmitters built in the bunks the slaves slept on, one on each end, so it didn't matter what direction they slept. Master Bill walked into the room and said to him,
"I've been looking for you. Do you have that report I asked for ready?" Master Bill asked
"I've been busy enjoying this slave; I'll attend to it when I'm finished with her." Master Greg responded.
"Isn't that one of Master Thomas's slaves?" Master Bill asked, "Isn't it a breach of etiquette using another Masters slave?"
"She was fair game," Master Greg responded, "Fortunately for me, she got lost and wandered into my domain; I'm well within my rights to enjoy her. Besides, I own her now; I traded Master Thomas for her."
'What for?" Master Bill responded.
"First pick when we get the next shipment of Staff slaves." Master Greg said.
"Really, you're giving up your turn of first pick?" Master Bill answered, surprised.
"Absolutely. Stand Slave, let Master Bill get a good look at your wonderful body." Master Greg ordered.
Kim released Master Greg's dick from her mouth and immediately stood up with arms behind her head in a submissive pose to allow the other Master to inspect her.
"Wow, she is very nice; I'm surprised Master Thomas would part with such a Creature. Maybe he is hoping the first pick will get him something better." Master Greg responded.
"Fat chance of that," Greg said. "The slave centers in Europe get the pick of the litter most of the time; it's rare we get such model quality beauties such as this. Break times over, slave, get back to sucking my dick; I'm not ready to rape you again yet."
Kim immediately dropped to her knees and began sucking Master Greg's dick again.
"I agree," Master Bill responded, "If I recall correctly, Master Jerry was the last one to get a really hot slut, with his first pick. What was it three years ago now? Four? He added her to his household staff. I was surprised that he opted to keep his Slave Wife and dispose of Daughter number two. It's a crime we do not get to keep more than two personal slaves as employees; I'd have more of a harem if we were."
Master Greg laughed, "I recall he made a snuff video when disposing of her; he bragged his slave wife was cleaning the blood off the walls for a week. It's really sick stuff, even by my standards. Then he complained endlessly that it was taking too long to wipe the memories of his new slave and implanting false memories one to make her believe she was really his Daughter."
Greg's Slave stopped sucking his dick just then; he slapped her across her face, "Who told you to stop slut?" He angrily told her. After a few seconds, she started sucking again. "What Slave number are you on, Master Bill," Master Greg asked.
"Number fourteen and seventeen if I recall correctly," Master Bill responded, "I tend to get tired of them after six months to a year and replace them with fresh pussy. You?"
"I'm on Slaves number three and four, but I'll have to decide which one to get rid of to add this beauty to my harem," Greg responded. You'll have the report in an hour." And with that, the conversation ended.
"It's time to rape your ass now, slave," He grabbed her by the hair and re-secured her in the stockade. With a bit of lube, he assaulted her ass and raped it. He used his ring again several times on her head; she moaned in pleasure. He activated the video monitor again. And he summoned his personal assistant, Slave 2004. After 20 minutes of fucking his new slave, he came in her ass. Just as he was finishing, Slave 2004 entered the room. She was one of the few black slaves at the resort. He thought it fitting that his assistant be Black and ordered the lesser races of slaves around. He owned her for a long time; most staff slaves only last 5 or 6 years before they are replaced and disposed of. She was 5' 10, athletic build, in her forties, nude of course but still had firm B-cup tits. Around her neck, she wore a thick metal collar with the number "2004" stamped into it. Her skin was far too dark for any tattoos to show up, but she still had all the required body piercings.
As he filled Slave 4634 with his cum and pulled out of her ass, he touched the top of her head and gave her a dose of level 10 that lasted several seconds. She moaned with pleasure and drooled. Her bladder released all the piss it had; she pissed down her legs and onto the floor. He knew this would happen; losing all bladder muscle control at the height of total ecstasy was typical. She must have pissed for two minutes before she stopped. The stockades were designed to have a 2-inch deep square depression around where the slave had to stand so the piss pooled around her feet and did not spread all over the room's floor. There was a reason he forced her to drink so much, and it had nothing to do if she was thirsty or not. He enjoyed watching slaves piss themselves. Often they also shit too, but not this time but his cum was dripping out of her ass. On your knees slut, he ordered His Assistant, Slave 2004, to clean me up; she began to lick and suck her Master's dick, cleaning the cum off of it. His new slave was still secured in the stockade.
"This is my new slave," Master Greg said to Slave 2004, "Get her properly marked as my property. Add the words "BLACK" above the words "FATHER'S FUCKER" on her front. But first, prepare the weekly report on "Slave Conversion Statistics for Master Bill. This slut isn't going anywhere; you can prepare her later." Satisfied that his slave assistant cleaned his cum off his dick well enough, he turned back to his new slave; time to mark his territory. He moved to the front of her and began pissing on her. He pissed on her face, soaked her hair, and arched the stream of piss high so it hit her back, continuing to move his stream of piss so it washed onto her tits. There was not an inch of her body that wasn't soaked with his piss. Satisfied, he walked out of the room, his assistant Slave 2004 close behind.
Kim was left alone in the room, still drooling with the after-effects of so much pleasure. It took several minutes before she could form any coherent thoughts again; such was the after-effect of the intense pleasure she received. When she could think again, she felt warmth all over her body, all the way to her feet. She was convinced that Master Greg was her soul mate; she loved him, and she was sure he loved her, and she would tell him everything when he returned. While was initially shocked and dismayed at the revelations that she wasn't Jerry's real daughter. And to learn that Jerry horribly killed someone else to possess her. That seemed unimportant now that she was Greg's property.
She anxiously waited for Master Greg to return... but he didn't return. An hour passed and then another. Her body turned cold, and she realized she was not only soaked, but it was piss. She smelled the strong smell of it as it dried on her. As the pure bliss she experienced with the anal sex she received faded, she began to wonder, was it worth it to only live a few years before she was replaced? She didn't like the retirement plan either. Once, the bliss of pleasure wore off, and she shivered, soaked with cold piss on her and standing in cold piss as well. She was embarrassed to think she almost turned in Lisa and Sally for a good fuck. There was a clock on the wall, it was 10 pm, where did the day go? She had to get some rest so she could get up and be in place in time to swap out medication for the candy, but first, she had a more pressing issue: how to get out of this stockade she was locked in.
Master Thomas informed Slave 4634 that she was now the property of Master Greg but not to report to his Master Greg's personal assistant, Slave 2004, for processing until she completed her shift. She accepted her order without question. Her Shift ended at 4 am and before her replacement took her place at her station, she pressed a button labeled Master Greg's Personal Assistant Slave 2004 to locate her. Once slave 4634 had 2004's location, she stood up, left her station, which was replaced by another slave, and hurried to meet her new Master as ordered.
Kim woke up as Master Greg's assistant, Slave 2004, was removing her from the stockade; she didn't even remember falling asleep. She fell to the floor and into the pool of piss after she was released. What time is it she almost blurted before she remembered that Slaves do not question. She looked at the time on the wall; it read 4:15 am. Slave 2004 ordered her to stand, which Kim painfully stood. "Follow," she said, turned, and left the room. She fully expected Kim to be right behind her, but Kim didn't move. She was still conflicted. Should she willingly become a slave again or help Lisa and Sally free them all? Slave 2004 entered the hall, turned right, and didn't look back. She took a step to follow, and she almost followed it with another step, when just then, another Slave entered the room from the other direction. She had the same number tattooed on her chest that Kim had. Oh shit, Kim said to herself; when they both were discovered together, with the same number, she feared what they would do to her, especially once they found out she had a hand in torturing Jerry. Slave 4634 looked at Kim, and Kim returned the stare; it was a deer-in-the-headlights moment for her. But in a moment of pure brilliance, she told said 4634, "Master Greg's assistance just left going that way." She pointed to the direction she had gone, "Follow her. Hurry," she added.
The Slave noticed that the other slave had the same number as her, but she was not to question—but to obey. And she did. She left the room, running to catch up to 2004. Once Slave 4634 caught up to Slave 2004 and followed closely behind her, they arrived at the tattoo parlor, where slaves were marked to their master's specifications. This was a different parlor than the one in front of the house, but the function was the same.



When Slave 2004 arrived and turned around, she was surprised to see that the slave behind her was different from the one she had seen earlier. Her number was the same, and where she saw "FATHER'S FUCKER" on her crotch was missing; her white skin was smooth and had no markings there, except the barcode just above her pussy. She must have been mistaken, she concluded, with her limited critical thinking ability. While she had a higher level of mental capacity than most of her peers to carry out the job of Master Greg's personal assistant, Slave 2004, she was still limited in her critical thinking to conclude this was not the same Slave her Master ordered her to process. Her number was correct, so it must be her. She turned to the Tattoo artist slave on duty.
And said, "Process this slave and mark her with Queen of Spades Tattoos above her Tramp Stamp, tattoo BLACK FATHER'S FUCKER on her crotch, a QoS tattoo above that. QoS tattoos on the outside of both ankles, ass cheek, right breast, behind her right ear."
With that, she turned and left the parlor without looking back. She knew her orders would be followed without question.
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"Make sure he gets you nice and wet," she giggled. I could see her green eyes peering at me from below the arch of her hanging breasts. Her thick brown hair fell in cascades around my knees, tickling the inside of my thighs as she cocked her head to one side, grinning playfully. I felt movement on the bed above my head. I tilted my eyes upward, following the soft white curves of Alyssa's body, past the lacy black G-string at my eye level, and onward past her pale thighs firmly planted on either side of my head to a much darker, and impressively muscled, second pair.
Between them hung an absolute monster of a cock. It was nine inches from where it left the sharply chiseled abs above it, with powerful veins running down its dark black length. The head was swollen with blood, nearly as thick in diameter as a soda can and glistening with precum- I could feel warm heat radiating from where it hung a few inches above my face. At the goliath's base hung a pair of prodigious balls the size of my two fists put together.
"Alright," a deep voice sounded above, its source blocked from view by the black triangle of Alyssa's G-string.
"Open up, bitch boy." I heard a giggle from below, and to my shame I felt myself start to stiffen. Dark fingers wrapped around the base of the shaft, angling the thick spear down to my lips.
"Yes, master," I heard myself whisper. I tilted my head back and opened my mouth, the engorged cockhead further forcing my lips apart as it began its entry. I ran my tongue over the head, dutifully coating it in saliva. I felt it pull out slightly before pushing in further- deeper. I felt a moan rumble in my chest, which was met with a matching moan near my knees. It pulled out again, this time sliding in deeper, starting a rhythm. My jaw strained to accommodate the considerable girth, and I fought down my gag reflex as the cock started sliding farther and farther down my throat with each thrust. Stretching my lips to the absolute limit, I began to swallow the entire length, and with it my abuser's heavy sack began smacking into my nose and eyes as he jackhammered in and out of me. The gentle moaning by my knees was interrupted by a sharp giggle.
"Oh, someone's awfully excited! Looks like he can't get enough of that cock." I knew this was in response to my own member which was now standing at rigid attention- all four inches of it. But it was true- I moaned louder around the massive invader that was causing my throat to bulge. The dense taste of sweat and precum; the heavy musk coming off the balls repeatedly cutting of my breathing- it was absolutely intoxicating. Involuntarily, I felt myself reaching for my own member.
"Don't you fucking dare." I heard from above. I felt Alyssa's hand grab my wrist and pin it to the bed.
"Nuh-uh-uh, little cucky." They knew when I received release, I became less compliant- less submissive. They couldn't have that.
With her other hand, Alyssa pulled her G-string to the side. Underneath she was shaved completely bare- I never minded a bit of hair, but Trey preferred it that way- revealing a black spade temporary tattoo just above her pussy- in the center of the spade was a large Q.
Rocking her hips back, she let her clit rub along the upper side of the giant member that continuously violated my throat. She was already soaking wet, and I soon tasted her juices alongside that of sweat and precum. She threw her head back, moaning as she pressed her hips back harder, gyrating against the pumping shaft.
"Mmmm, baby," she cooed. "He's had enough, I want you inside of me. Show him how a real man fucks."
"One moment." Trey buried himself as deeply as he could in my throat, and his prodigious sack covered my nostrils, completely cutting off my air- one final insult. Alyssa continued grinding against what was left off the base and base and my chin, as I fought welling panic as my chest started to burn from lack of oxygen. She was moaning loudly now.
"Uggh, yes, fucking choke him, baby." I knew she was in full heat now- her hips grinding desperately, her earlier playfulness giving way to a tone of malice. As had happened so many times before, her body was taking over- she needed to be fucked. Fucked by a man who wasn't me- her fiancé. Fucked by the man who was rapidly taking over every facet of our lives.
I was at my limit- I began sputtering, eyes watering, my legs thrashing at the lack of air. Trey remained firmly planted in my airway for another few, agonizing, moments, before ripping out of me. I desperately gasped in lungfuls of air between fits of coughing. Alyssa whined at the sudden loss of her grinding post.
"Baby, I need you," she whined, swaying her wide hips from side to side, her pussy slick with hunger.
"I know you do," he said coolly. "I want to hear it from him." His dark eyes met mine, his face partially obscured by the giant member still hovering above my face.
"Please," I whispered. "Please fuck her."
"I'm sorry what?" He said, cupping a hand to his ear. Alyssa whimpered.
"Please fuck her," I said, louder.
"Please fuck who?" I blushed bright red. I knew what he wanted.
"Please fuck my fiancé."
"Remember faggot," he said he lined up his big black cock with her waiting pink pussy. "She's your fiancé, but she's my bitch."
Alyssa squealed as Trey slammed his entire length inside of her.
***
Alyssa and I had been together for years. We were your archetypal high school sweethearts- I remember how proud we'd felt when we made it through the first year of college together, which everyone warned us would be our end.
Things had changed with a study abroad semester Alyssa took in Jamaica her junior year. She had confessed immediately when she returned- how in the last month of the semester she had cheated on me with a guy, Josh, she'd met there. I'll never forget how she'd thrown herself on the ground pleading, wracked with sobs, begging me to forgive her.
It had taken some time and a lot of fighting, but we had ultimately resolved to put it behind us. But no matter how many months past, I couldn't get the images out of my head- his dark hands exploring her pale, curvy body- the breathy moans of hot Caribbean nights, her pink bow lips pressed firmly against his as he ravaged her. Over time the potent mix of rage and humiliation I experienced as these images played endlessly in my mind's eye faded away to something wholly unexpected... arousal. On nights where we couldn't see each other, I found myself jerking off to the idea of him fucking her. The shame I felt after that first time was immeasurable, but I couldn't force myself to stop.
It was a full year, and an engagement, later when I worked up the resolve to tell Alyssa about these fantasies. She initially had been taken aback, but i was stunned by how quickly the floodgates then opened. Things started off benign enough- she'd tell me about her time with Josh while we were having sex, and we started watching interracial porn together- but before I knew it, we were hurtling down the rabbit (or perhaps more accurately, snowbunny) hole. She talked about cheating on me every time we had sex, and she bought a giant black dildo that she would fuck herself with while she jerked me off to increasingly extreme interracial porn. We were addicts. Every time I saw her naked, I imagined her getting fucked by black men. We had less and less penetrative sex and she used her dildo more and more. Every time we came, black cock was on our minds.
Things really came to a head when we started going on imageboards and forums together. I took pictures of her in lingerie and we posted them on snowbunny, queen of spades, and BNWO pages. We went wild to the messages we'd receive, getting each other off to things like:
"DAMN, a body like that deserves this black dick, "
"I'll make you scream, girl,"
"BUILT FOR BBC,"
and our favorite:
"Take that ring off honey, you're gonna worship this black cock."
It had been from Trey. Through the exchange of dozens of DMs and nudes, we learned that he lived two towns over, was 6'3", a bodybuilder, and was packing heat. Alyssa and I discussed it to death, and ultimately agreed to a meetup at our place. Our hearts were pounding when he stepped through the door, but he immediately set us at ease- he wasn't going to do anything we were uncomfortable with. They had started by kissing on the couch, and I'd never been harder in my entire life. Before long, the two of them were a sweaty mess in our bed, and I experienced the strongest orgasm of my entire life... Followed immediately by a panic attack and a horrible feeling of despair. They had stopped to calm me down, and Trey explained this was all "part of the process." He had left shortly after, but it was only a matter of days before we had him back over at our place. He and Alyssa learned to keep me on watch, making sure I didn't come. In return, they received an incredibly obedient, submissive servant.
My change precipitated a corresponding change in them- Trey's cool attitude became increasingly demanding and aggressive. Alyssa's playfulness gave way to bouts of extreme masochism. They reveled in finding new ways to degrade me- picking out her outfit for each visit, the temporary spade tattoos, blowing him to lube him up to take her- we've reached a point where I am no longer allowed to have sex with her, only perform oral. It seems like every visit we sink to a new level of degeneracy- I wondered how deep we would go tonight.
***
Alyssa's screams wrenched me back to reality. Trey had pulled Alyssa's arms behind her back, gripping just above the elbow, as he jackhammered in and out of her. The skin of her ass began to turn bright pink as his adonis belt smacked up against it, every muscle in his powerful body flexing. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, bare nipples swinging wildly, chest flushed pink with ecstasy. The whole bed - no, the whole room- shook as he fucked her, the whole time my face mere inches away from the brutal pounding. Her pussy lips were bright red and nearly full to tearing, struggling to accommodate the black titan. Flecks of her juices and Trey's precum hit my face, and the unmistakable reek of animal sex filled the room.
The sounds splitting my ears almost didn't sound human- high pitched shrieking and primal shouts as she goaded him into going harder, going faster. Never in all our years together had I heard her make these sounds while we were having sex- her screams back then now sounded so performative, so artificial. But there was no faking it with the giant black spear she had lodged in her body now.
Trey broke his usual unaffected silence:
"Whose pussy is this?" He shouted.
"Yours!"
"I said whose pussy is this?"
"TREY'S!!!" She shrieked.
"That's got damn right. You hear that, bitch boy?"
"Yes, master" I said. A hand descended and slapped my right cheek.
"That's damn right," he repeated, quieter, as if to himself. He regripped Alyssa's arm and doubled his speed. Alyssa's screams crescendoed into hellish shrieks as she hit climax, her whole body shaking in Trey's tight grip. A jet of liquid from her pussy hit my face, completely coating it. She continued to moan, her body still spasming uncontrollably. I was hard as a rock.
Trey released his grip and Alyssa fell forward, collapsing on my lower half in a shivering heap. Trey's spear, glistening with moisture, was still at attention- he wasn't done.
"I want you to do something for me, girl." The mess on top of me shifted, pale face peering through a mess of hair.
"Anything, baby." And she meant it. There was a pleading look on her face- a desperation to please. She'd been fucked into total compliance.
"I want you to finish me off with that pretty mouth... while bitch boy here cleans my ass with his tongue."
What????
I watched in shock as her face split into a wide grin, her cheeks and chest flushing pink. There was no mistaking the glint in her eye- this idea had clearly turned her on.
"What?" I choked out. "I don't know if I'm..." I was interrupted by a sharp slap to the cheek.
"You're gonna do exactly as I say, bitch." The mattress at my head shifted as he stepped onto the carpet below.
"Babe, if he needs some encouraging, you toy with that tiny clit of his." Still grinning, Alyssa sat up and fondled my cock in her warm hand- I felt a moan escape my lips- before standing up.
"C'mon, cucky," she was breathless with excitement. Gripping my dick more firmly, she led me behind Trey and used a firm hand to push my shoulder down into a kneeling position behind him- she then took her place kneeling in front of him. My heart was pounding. I was face to face with another man's ass, about to do the unthinkable.
Framed between his powerful legs and the outline of his hefty sack, I could see Alyssa take Trey's length into her mouth, throating it down greedily as her hand slipped into her G-string, fingering herself. Her head and torso bobbed forward and backward, moaning as her hips gyrated into pumping fingers. Her other hand found my dick once more, and with an expert hand began to stroke slowly. My mind nearly went blank, consumed with the pleasure, and my lips parted in a moan. I felt a large hand grip the back of my head.
"Give him more..... now." The hand shoved my face into the dark round cheeks before me; in the same instant, Alyssa's hand began vigorously pumping my shaft. The pleasure was unbearable- I moaned loudly into the firm, dark flesh enveloping my face.
"Use that tongue, boy." Helpless to resist, I felt my tongue extend, once again tasting heavy musk and sweat. The hand clutching my head reoriented my tongue, finding an orifice. My skull was held firmly in place as my tongue worked, probing in an out. I was barely aware of myself. My eyes rolled back as the feeling in my cock built, closer and closer to the edge, neurons firing in utter ecstasy. My tongue probed deeper, the musk intoxicating, my body taking on a life of its own.
"Mmmm, I'm about to fill this bitch up." Trey rumbled. I felt his body tense up, muscles flexing on either side of my face. I delved deeper and more greedily into the hot flesh. At some point in my altered state I realized the hand was no longer holding my head in place. I could tell by Alyssa's moans that she was hitting a second climax.
"Mmm, how's that cock taste baby? Here comes the main course... mmmmm." Trey's hips jerked forward suddenly, pushing be back onto one hand from my kneeling position. I watched as he gripped both sides of Alyssa's head and unloaded in her throat. Cum bubbled up around either side of the cock lodged in her skull, running down her chin and spattering onto her heaving, flushed breasts in thick gobs. Her body shook to match his as her climax peaked. I was ready to erupt. After a moment Trey withdrew, his shaft snaking its way out of Alyssa's throat, leaving her mouth momentarily held in a perfect "O" with a strand of spittle suspended between her pink lips and his dark cock.
"Good girl," he cooed, stepping from between us and close to the side.
"Now, why don't you give your fiancé a kiss? Maybe you can finish him off while you're at it. It looks like it won't take much, the little ass licker." My high was coming down a bit, and I was vaguely aware of the fact that I had just tongued a man's ass as he skull fucked my girl. I briefly felt a pang of something in my chest before it was interrupted by Alyssa, who threw herself on me. Her warm breath found my cheek, her tongue entering my mouth in a passionate lock. The soft curves of her body pressed hotly against me, the stick of the cum on her breasts pressed into my chest. The familiar sweet smell of her perfume mingled with that of sweat and cum, her long hair tickling my bare flesh. Using some of the warm cum on her chest as lube, her adept fingers began to work my member as her tongue explored my mouth. I was immediately back on the edge.
"How's my cock taste on your girl's breath?" Alyssa's mouth broke from mine for a moment, and her lips pressed against my ear.
"Tell him," she whispered breathily. "Tell him how good it tastes." She pumped my dick harder with the question, and I moaned. I was almost there.
"So good."
"I bet not as good as my ass, though. Do you like tonguing my ass while I fuck your girl?"
"You loved it," her breath, pregnant with lust, tickled my ear and neck- her hands furiously worked the underside of my cockhead.
"Yessssss...." My eyes rolled back, and I erupted. Pleasure shot down my pack, my legs spasming as my cum shot through the air. I fell back on the floor and let the orgasm roll over my body, as laughter split the quiet of the room.
"Damn, we've fucking broken him, haven't we?"
Cackling, Alyss leaned into my ear: "Mmm, what a good little cucky."
As the pleasure ebbed away, I was intensely aware of several things at once. I was laying at the foot of my bed. Another man's cum was drying on my cock and my fiancé's chin. I had just performed an act of such subservience and degradation that thinking about it even seconds later was difficult to swallow.... and the result of it all was one of the strongest orgasms of my life.
What the hell was happening to me?
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Chapter 1 - Art of the Deal
Gina was on her knees, naked, and had Tai's big black dick in her mouth, moving her head back and forth, caressing it with her tongue, her hands lovely, tickling his balls. She was so turned on that her pussy was eagerly awaiting when it would be assaulted by Tai again. She almost couldn't believe she was doing this; so much had happened so quickly.
It seems only weeks ago, she was out with a friend for afternoon lunch. Gina noticed her friend Oliva had something black on her ankle; Olivia's high-heeled shoe strap partly covered it. Curious, Gina bent down for a better look, examining it closer, she realized it was a tattoo.
Gina said to Olivia, "You got a tattoo?"
"Yes," he responded with a grin, pulling the leg strap aside to let Gina get a better look at it. "My boyfriend gave it to me."
"Boyfriend?" Gina questioned, "But you have a husband. How can you have a boyfriend? You're cheating on Tom?" Gina could see it was a playing card, Spade, with a Q in the middle. She had no idea what it meant.
Both Gina and Oliva were what you called trophy wives, young, beautiful women who married older, wealthy men. Gina was lucky with Marty; he was 35, only seven years her senior. They got married shortly after she turned 19. Olivia was not as fortunate. While she was able to land a wealthy man, he was in his mid-50s then; he was 64 now, and Olivia was confined to Gina; they hadn't had sex in several years. Tom couldn't get it up anyway.
"Yes, and I love every minute of it. You should meet him; she is quite the charmer," Oliva responded. "Actually, he's here. I wanted you to meet him, and he wanted to meet you. I told him all about you."
Olive beckoned across the room, and a young black man approached their table. He slipped into the booth seat next to Oliva, took Gina's hand, kissed it, and said
"Hi, I'm Tai. It's wonderful to meet you finally. Oliva told me so much about you."
She almost blurted out to Oliva, but he was black, but she held her tongue. Blacks were not common in town. She tried to be polite. Gina always thought of black men as uneducated high school dropouts who either sold drugs or sponged off their black girlfriends who had jobs as store checkout clerks.
Tia seemed different; he was a smooth talker. Before Gina knew it, against her better judgment, the three of them were in a hotel room, Gina naked on the bed, Olivia was French kissing Gina and fondling her breasts, and Tai was giving her oral sex. Gina had an intense orgasm. Before she came down from her high, Tai was inside her, pounding away. His thick 10-inch cock was stretching her pussy to her limits. Her husband wasn't small; he had a good 7 1/2 inches, and you wouldn't think a couple more inches would make that much of a difference. Gina attested otherwise; it felt so good, more so when Tai came inside her. Gina's lunch date turned into a sex date; by the time they were finished, it was late, and she only had time for a quick shower in the hotel room before rushing home before her husband returned home from the office.
Gina promised herself it was a one-time thing; everyone tried new things from time to time, and Marty, her husband, was always trying to get Gina to try something new. Especially in the bedroom. Gina put the whole thing out of her mind, that is, until Oliva called her again next week, wanting to know if she wanted to have another fuck date with Tai. Before she was aware of what she was saying, she answered, "Yes."
Gina arrived at the indicated hotel room and knocked on the door. Tai opened the door wide open instead of a crack, as most people would do--at least in his state of dress. Gina could see Tai was buck naked, not ashamed of it at all. Gina quickly stepped inside, closing the door behind her, fearing someone would see. Looking around, she didn't see Oliva; maybe she was in the bathroom.
"Where's Olivia?" Gina asked.
"It's just us." Tai responded, "I wanted to give you the full attention that you deserve." And give her attention he did; it was again late by the time they finished. Tai wouldn't allow her to wash up and sent her home with the heavy scent of sex on her. She barely had time to take a shower at home before Marty arrived.
Again, she promised herself it was just a phase she was going through now that she had it out of her system. But she did see Tai again. First, it was once a week, then twice, now it was three to four times. Sometimes Oliva would join them, sometimes not, or Tai would invite a friend or three to their encounters. She used the same excuse again and again. She was losing control.
Movie night
Gina and her husband Marty just sat down together on the wraparound sofa for a movie night together--something they had enjoyed doing together for several years. A huge flat-screen television covered the wall, and Marty made buttered popcorn. Gina, a blonde with 36 double D, enhanced tits and had laser hair removal treatments; which Marty paid for. She had not one hair on her body below her neckline. Marty was successful and quite wealthy, which was unusual for the small former coal mining town in northwest Pennsylvania. The unemployment rate was high; most people were just scraping by on government assistance.
Gina asked Marty what the movie was about, but he said wanted to surprise her. They cuddled up together, dimmed the lights, and Marty pressed play on the video. Initially, the lighting was terrible, the camera angle was poor, and the sound quality was static; Gina wondered what kind of movie this was. It was certainly not a recent blockbuster--it looked like some independent homemade film. Heavy breathing was heard, and the sound of bodies slapping together. Gina could see a white woman and a black man having sex on what looked like a motel room. The video was out of focus, the camera moved to get a better angle, and the sound quality started to clear up.
Gina said to Marty, "A Porno? On movie night? Want us to watch porn? You know I don't like this stuff." Gina said disgusted
Gina started to get up, but Marty wrapped his arm around her and pulled her back.
"The good part is coming up," Marty said.
The video came into focus; Gina noticed the phone on the nightstand next to the couple fucking in a missionary position; the woman's legs were spread wide, giving the black man full access to her body. She could not see the faces of the couple yet, but she realized she recognized that case; it had a blue cover with a unicorn on it. Gina started at it in horror and glanced over to her phone sitting on the coffee table in front of the Sofa. It was the same phone as a unicorn; her stomach dropped when the black man on top of the white girl shifted his position on top of the woman, and she could clearly see the face of the woman; it was her.
"Oh god," Gina said.
"I don't believe that's the next line in the video," Marty said
Gina heard herself cry out, "Fuck me, Tai, Fuck me."
Gina said to Marty, "Please turn it off."
"Not a chance," Marty said, holding Gina tighter; "it gets better, a lot better."
The scene changed, it was not a cheap, grainy video anymore, and it was in high-quality video worthy of any quality porno. Gina saw herself on top of Tai cowgirl style, with another black man behind her, fucking her up the ass. The video camera angles changed as the action unfolded, giving the best views of the sex scene unfolding on the screen; she could see it was carefully edited. As she watched the three-some in front of her, the pit in her stomach began to change to one of arousal. After only a few minutes of being forced to watch, she felt her pussy get wet, then her pussy soaked her pants. She shifted her arm so she could get her hand down her pants, she began rubbing her pussy. Gina started to moan softly.
Again, the scene changed. The video showed Gina bent over the side of the bed, with Tai taking her from behind.
The heard herself say, "You fuck so much better than my husband." in the video.
Tai responded, "I want you to get a Queen of Spades tattoo on your ankle."
"I would love to, but you know why I can't. My husband will see it." Gina responded in the video.
Marty pressed pause on the video, and the action stopped. Gina was frozen mid-action with a look of bliss on her face on the video.
Gina snapped out of her daze, "Please, Marty, I can explain." She began, but she knew there was nothing she could say to explain this; she was fucked.
"Save it, Marty," he said in a calm voice. She expected him to be enraged.
Still holding tightly onto his Wife, Marty continued.
"I thought long and hard about what you have done and came up with two options," Marty said.
"The first option is I divorce you with cause. You will get nothing; you will lose this nice house, your jewelry, designer clothes, Mercedes, everything. After I show these videos to your parents and friends, you will be disowned. You can move into the mobile home trailer with young, unemployed Tai Dam and his mother."
Marty paused, letting this sink in.
"My second option is I share you with Tai."
"What?" Gina said, confused.
"Let me finish," Marty said. "You can continue to see Tai and continue fucking him, keeping all of your material possessions, but I get what I want as well, and there will be ground rules."
"First, no more lies; I want to know where you are, who you are with, and what you're doing at all times. There will be tracking devices on your phone, car, if necessary, even you. Your iPhone text messages will also be sent to your iPad so I can monitor them. You will have no privacy anymore; I will install cameras in every room of the house to watch you."
"Second, you will get a tramp stamp. I will specify the design. You will also get your tongue, breasts, belly button, and pussy pierced. I will allow you to get that Queen of Spades tattoo Tai wants for you."
"Third, we will join a swinger site; I will make all the arrangements. We will meet other couples every weekend for full swap sex; I will fuck you whenever I want, and you will fuck whoever I tell you to, no questions.'
"Fourth, you will wear short skirts without underwear. We can put those hair removal sessions you wanted and that I paid for to good use. You will always wear crop tops, showing off your tramp stamp."
"Fifth, you will continue to use birth control. If Tai gets you pregnant, I will divorce you, and you can raise your mixed-race bastard child with Tai."
"Finally, I want to meet Tai to work out our sharing arrangement with him," Marty finished.
Gina was stunned.
"That's the deal: divorce or a sharing arrangement. You can have an hour to think about it, and you can even call Tai and talk it over with him." With that, Marty walked out of the room.
Gina sat on the sofa for a few minutes in a trance. What just happened? She snapped out of it. She didn't think she had any choice, Tai was only 19 years old, and he was a good fuck, but hardly someone that could take care of her in the lifestyle she became accustomed to. It was a trailer trash future for her if she picked divorce, and she knew it.
In a daze, she picked up the phone and dialed Tai. He was surprised to hear from her that evening and more astonished at the offer her Husband made, but he agreed to meet with him.
Marty returned precisely an hour later; "What is it going to be slut?" He asked.
"Please don't call me that," Gina asked.
"If you're going to behave like a slut, then you get to be treated like one. That's who you are now. Are you a divorced or married slut? That is the only answer I want to hear from you now." Marty demanded.
"Married," Gina replied in a defeated tone.
"Excellent!" Marty said in a happy tone.
"Come with me; we have an appointment at the tattoo shop. I have your new Tramp Stamp already picked out." Marty said.
"Wait, what now?" Gina said, surprised.
"Yes, now," Marty said forcefully, "the sooner you get your Tramp Stamp, the sooner you get to see and fuck Tai again."
The Arrangement
Marty and Gina arrived at the Tattoo parlor ten minutes later. Marty boldly walked up to the door, pulling Gina by the arm behind him.
She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw the close sign on the door; maybe she could talk him out of this. She was usually able to manipulate Marty, but she wasn't so sure this time. He must have known about her cheating for some time. She counted at least three separate occasions in the video where she met Tia to have sex. The threesome in the video was several weeks ago, and she had done far worse with Tai since then. Marty must have had hidden cameras installed in the hotel room. Now that she thought about it, she wondered why they always had the same room available for her and Tai. There was only one other hotel in town, but the other one was always sold out when she inquired about a room, even if the hotel parking lot was empty. The hotel she and Tai lovingly referred to their place always had the same room available for them. After a while, she didn't even bother trying to book at the other hotel; she just drove over to their favorite hotel, walked into the lobby, and provided her a key. She always paid cash; she wondered how Marty discovered her cheating. At first, she only met Tai once a week, if that. Then, a few times a week, now as soon as Marty pulled out of the driveway to go to the office, she was in her Mercedes picking up Tai at his mother's beat-up mobile home in the trailer park where he lived. Tai got into her car and greeted Gina by making out and fondling her breasts before rushing over to the hotel for a morning and afternoon of fucking. Often, they ordered food or drinks, sent to their room when taking a break.
Marty knocked on the door. There was a moment's pause, and then the door was opened. A man ushered them both inside, closing the door behind them.
"Hello, I'm Mr. Smith, I own this tattoo shop, and your husband said you had a special request that couldn't wait until morning." Mr. Smith said.
Gina was about to say something, but Marty cut in before she could, "Yes, you can say it will be a marriage-saving tattoo. You have everything ready."
Smith shook his head, yes.
He pointed to the chair Gina was to sit on to get her new tattoo.
Gina sat in a daze; this was happening too fast.
Smith showed her the tattoo design he planned to give her and asked her to agree to its placement.
Gina just nodded; there was no way she could see a way out of the mess she had gotten herself into. Marty brought the divorce paperwork with him; he said all he had to do was press a button, and it would be electronically filed with the courts. Then, he just had to click another button, and the video and others like it would be emailed to her parents, brother, relatives, and everyone else she knew.
Smith said he needed verbal confirmation, and she needed to sign a tattoo consent form for his protection.
To her, it sounded like someone else's voice, but she knew it was hers. "Yes, I want that tattoo on my lower back," she said, Pointing to the design on the paper. She also signed the form presented.
"All right," Smith said, "everything looks to be in order. If you would just remove your top, we can get started; you can keep your bra on."
Gina removed her top; she had no bra on under it. Marty had her remove it at the house before they left for the shop. Embarrassed, she leaned into the tattoo chair Smith indicated.
As Smith was tattooing, he was chatty; Gina just wished it was all over.
"I'm normally closed this time of night," Smith said, "But your husband is paying me a generous amount of money to open just for you and your tattoo. I'm not complaining, mind you; the rent is due, and business has been slow. Still, it is unusual; you could have saved a lot of money by just waiting for tomorrow."
When he was finished, he provided aftercare information to the couple.
"My wife will be back tomorrow to get another tattoo on her ankle. She will be with a black man." Marty told Mr. Smith. "She will be getting a Queen of Spades tattoo; she apparently developed a taste for black men."
Mr. Smith raised an eyebrow, "We take our clients confidentially seriously. No one will know about this." Thinking her husband wanted to keep this a secret.
Marty pointed to the wall, photos of other tattoos he had done, some showing the faces of the clients, most not. "I would like you to add my wife's photo to your wall, showing off her new tramp stamp and Queen of Spades tattoo, completely nude, showing her face too. I want everyone who comes in here to see what a slut she's become." With that, Marty peeled off a dozen 100 dollar bills and handed them to Mr. Smith before leaving.
When they returned home, Gina was exhausted. It was well after midnight, and she had a very emotional evening. She was asleep as soon as she hit the bed's pillow and didn't even undress.
Gina awoke the next day nude. She usually didn't sleep naked and was sure she didn't take off her clothes before bed. Marty wasn't in the Master suite or bathroom, which was good; she didn't want to face him yet. Gina jumped in the shower, dried off, and entered her side of the master bedroom closet. She opened her panty drawer and found it empty; she checked another, and it was empty, too. She then looked at her outfits. Most of them were gone; in their place were mini and micro skirts, some of which wouldn't even cover her ass. Her shirts were not much better; all of them were crop tops with far more cleavage than she usually displayed. Most of her bras were missing as well; only a few of her original ones remained, but she had a lot of new pushup bras. Gina looked for over an hour before she found something that could pass as sexy but not slutty. Next were her shoes; sneakers and flats were gone, most of them with high heels, but she did manage to locate one pair that had a wide heel and was only two inches high.
Walking downstairs, she saw Marty in the kitchen. He made breakfast. "Sorry", he said, "I think it's cold; you took longer than I expected to get ready this morning."
Gina said nothing, just glared at him.
"Eat up. Tai will be here at 10 a.m., and we have to get you ready," Marty said.
Gina didn't know what he meant by that; she was already dressed. She ate in silence, glaring at Marty like this was all his fault.
When she finished, Marty ordered her to stand up, and she did so. Marty removed the bandage covering her new tattoo and whistled, "Beautiful," he said.
"Let's get you ready," Marty said again. He grabbed Gina's arms, and before she realized what he was doing, he handcuffed her hand behind her back.
"Wait, what are you doing?" Gina questioned.
"Oh, this, I want you naked and on your knees sucking my dick when Tai arrives. You will be blindfolded and wearing noise-cancelling headphones. So the adults can talk about your future."
"Wait, don't I get a decision on all this?" Gina begged.
"Nope", Marty responded. Marty placed a metal collar around her neck and pulled her skirt down. She was naked from the waist down. Next, he took out some kind of cutting tool and sliced her top and bra off; it fell ruined on the floor. Gina was completely naked now. Marty pulled Gina along by a chain on her new collar and forced her to kneel in front of the sofa. Finally, he placed a blindfold on her.
"Suck me until I tell you otherwise slut" was the last thing she heard Marty say before he placed the headphones on her.



She could feel his hard dick smack her face; she opened her mouth and took all of him into her mouth. This was all moving too fast for her; she didn't have time to think.
Tai arrived; his phone had a text message from Gina's phone: 'The doors open; come into the living room straight past the foyer.'
Tai walked into the house; it was more of a mansion than a house, and he was awed by its size. In the foyer, two curved staircases led up to the second floor, and there was a double door opening in the middle. "In here," he heard a voice call.
Tai walked into the spacious living room, and a white man was sitting on a wraparound sofa, shirtless. On the wall was the biggest flat-screen television he ever saw. The room was bigger than his mother's entire trailer. He heard slurping sounds. As he reached the other side of the couch, he saw Gina on her knees, sucking the man's dick.
"Ahh, you must be Tai; nice to meet you; my name is Marty, and of course, you already met Gina. I'd get up to shake your hand, but I have my lap full at the moment; please sit," he gestured.
Confused, Tai sat on the far side of the wraparound couch.
"I want to thank you for what you have done to my wife, I would also like to offer you a job if we can come to an arrangement, that is."
"You're thanking me for fucking your wife?" Tai said confused
"Of course, I've been trying to get Gina to be more adventurous in the bedroom for years without success. Then you come along and turn her into a slut in what two months? Three?" Marty said.
"Two," Tai admitted.
"Two, so modest. Anyway, you see her new Tramp Stamp? I gave it to her last night. Three months ago, she would never have considered getting a tattoo anywhere. Look at her now." Marty said, grinning.
"You got a talent; just imagine if you could market your services. I can see the commercial now; for $2995.95 and ten sessions, we will turn your Wife into a complete and total slut. Is your wife not dressing sexy enough for you? When we finish with her, she will love to wear short skirts, no underwear, with her freshly shaved pussy with a sheer micro crop top. Wife refuses to get piercings? Tattoos? After our patented process, she will not only allow it but beg you to pierce and tattoo her everywhere. She will quickly run out of places on her body to add more tattoos. Is the wife refusing to be a swinger? She will eagerly accompany you to swinger clubs, nudist resorts, and sex clubs; the possibilities are endless. Act now, and we will include videos of her training sessions for blackmailing at no additional cost." Marty exclaimed like making a sales pitch.
"Sounds expensive; no one would pay 3 G's." Tai replied doubtfully.
"Nonsense!" Marty dismissed Tai's doubts. "Do you know what I spend on jewelry? Perfume? Designer hang bags? To get this slut to open her legs for me willingly? A lot more than that! $3,000 is cheap compared to what any man spends on a yearly on his Wife."
"Listen, I don't care how you two met or how you did it, but I'm thankful you did. She has agreed to get a Tramp Stamp, body piercings, and to be a swinger. This is more than I dared dreamed possible in our sex life. If we can agree on some ground rules, you can take her upstairs and fuck her this morning if you want. Then go get her that Queen of Spades Tattoo; I'll even pay for it."
"Ok," Tai said, not sure what to make of all this.
"Ok, first things first, none of that BBC-only bullshit; I'll share her with you, not give her to you. I get to fuck her as much as you do. You can bareback her, but she stays on birth control; if she gets pregnant, I'll keep her around long enough for the courts to make you pay child support before I dump her." Marty said
"Next, I want to know where she is at all times, if you want to take her over to a friend's house, I just want a heads up where. No more tattoos or body modifications unless we agree on them. Want to get her a new tattoo? Just clear it with me first. The same goes for me, I'll clear it with you first. We share her. You get to use her white pussy, with no obligations to support her; in fact, I'll pay you to keep her safe, in line, and disease free. I'll pay for STD testing for you and anyone you want to share her with. How does one thousand a week sound?" Marty said.
"Wow!" said Tai; this was too good to be true.
Marty held up his hand, "Wait a second, I'm almost ready to come." Marty grabbed Gina's bobbing head, forcing her to stop; he pulled his dick out of her mouth.
'Want a turn?" Mary asked Tai.
"Absolutely!" Tai replied.
"Come on over and use her month what it was meant for," Mary said, stepping aside to allow Tai to sit where Marty was.
Tai wasted no time, Tai took his pants off, and Gina's mouth was forced onto Tai's ten-inch dick; she immediately realized whose dick she was sucking now and began to suck with renewed vigor.
Marty positioned himself behind Gina and stuck his dick inside her pussy, and began fucking her from behind.
"Nice-sized cock." Marty said. "I can see why she likes you. Listen, Tai. I really don't care if you can give her better orgasms than I can. If she enjoys herself with you more, fine; so long as I get to enjoy her and control her completely, I'm good with it. I don't care if she hates me the entire time; as long as I get my rocks off, I'm happy. Dig?"
"Anything else?" Tia asked.
"Yeah, my Private detective has been keeping tabs on you for over a month; I know for a fact Gina isn't the only white woman you're banging. If you share, I'll make it worth your wild. While Gina is a knockout, I like variety, as I'm sure you do, too. Send Oliva over here tomorrow. I have some videos of her she may be interested in," Marty said.
Tai grinned, "Of course," he replied.
"And one last thing, I know you live with your mother; I have a two-bedroom Condo you can use as your new crib. Take Gina there when you want to use her." Marty said before he orgasmed inside Gina. Filling her pussy with his cum.
After a minute, Marty pulled out and stood up, tossed Tai the key to the handcuffs.
"You two have fun. Also, Smith at the tattoo shop said it was a free tattoo; he just needs a photo for his wall." That was the last thing he said before walking out of the room.
Fuck, Tai thought, I hit the lottery twice.
Olivia
Olivia was on her knees with Marty's dick in her mouth, sucking it with all the skills she learned practicing on Tai. Once Marty showed Olivia the videos he had on her, when his PI was gathering evidence on Gina, she would do anything to keep her secret. Tom would not be as understanding as Marty was. In Tom's case, it would be less about being unfaithful than the embarrassment and social scandal the videos would cause. Tom like to portray the perfect image of himself and his marriage to outsiders. Images and videos of Oliva sucking one black cock while getting painted with cum by another weren't images Tom would want his façade to portray. Marty's deal was pretty simple: come over twice a week to get used by him in any way he wanted her. And use her, he planned to, with sometimes Gina joining in on the fun.
Marty's hidden cameras in the master bedroom were recording his fucking session with Olivia. Not that it mattered much; Marty now had hidden cameras in every room in his house. He also planned on recording everything that happened in and around the condo he loaned Tai. It had more hidden cameras and listening devices than an embassy built by the Russians for the Americans. He would keep a close eye on Young Tai; Marty wanted to learn Tai's secrets for seducing women. From his blackmail of Olivia, Marty discovered that it was her that set up, by Tai's direction, to seduce Gina. He suspected this from the start, but it was nice to have confirmation. When the time was right, Tai would be another victim of gang drug violence that takes too many of the black youth nowadays. No one fucks with his Wife without consequences, but his revenge will have to wait till the time is right.
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Sharing Gina - Chapter 3
Gina's Piercings
Once Marty and Tai completed satisfying themselves using Gina. Marty said he had to take Gina to get her piercings; he had an appointment, but it was outside town, and the local tattoo shop didn't do piercings. Marty let Gina get dressed but wouldn't let her wash up; Marty's cum was leaking out of her pussy, and Tai's cum from her ass. He promised Tai he would have Gina in back to time for Tai's dinner date with Gina to celebrate their new arrangement.
Marty had already placed a towel over the passenger seat of his BMW, anticipating Gina's leaking issue. He wanted to protect his seats. It took about 45 minutes to get to the piercing place. Once inside, they escorted her to a private room, seated her in a chair, and had her strip naked. Marty shoved a ball gag into her mouth and secured her arms to the chair. Marty asked them to start with her nipples; the piercing lady said it wasn't a good idea to start there, but Marty peeled five hundred dollar bills, and nothing more was said about it.
The first Nipple piercing was the most painful thing Gina had ever felt; while it didn't last long, it hurt like hell. If she had been given the option, then she would have picked divorce rather than getting her other nipple pierced. But Marty must have known this, hence the reason for the ball gag. Gina tried to struggle, but Marty held her down as they pierced her other nipple. Gina Scream out FUCK, but her gag muffled her scream. When she thought it couldn't get any worse, they pierced her Clitoris. That pain was more than both nipples combined. Tears were dripping from her eyes and down her face. Finally it was time for her belly button piercing.
"If you think the other three hurt, wait until you feel the pain from your belly button piercing." Marty cruelly told her. Gina's whole body was shaking in fear when they were about to pierce her belly button, but she only felt a small amount of pain. All done, they told her.
Marty removed her ball gag, "Bastard," she told Marty.
"No pain, no gain," Marty responded.
Dinner
Marty arrived back at Tai's townhouse around 5 p.m. with Gina, plenty of time for her date with Tai to celebrate the new arrangement. Gina went upstairs to freshen up and put on perfume before her date. Her hair was a mess, and mascara had run down her face when she was crying during her piercings.
As Gina was upstairs, Marty told Tai that due to Gina's new pussy piercing that he would not be able to fuck her there until the piercing properly healed. The healing process is going to take a month, so he will have to satisfy himself using her mouth and ass until then. He would also be gentle when fondling her breasts. The good news is it's safe to have her suck your dick after you cum in her ass. There may be fecal matter on your dick, but she will get used to the taste of her own shit. Just no sharing fecal matter with, say, Olivia; that's where Gina could get sick, Marty warned. Marty left out that Tai should have Gina brush and disinfect her teeth after; maybe the stupid fuck would French kiss her after an ass-to-mouth blowjob.
Gina came downstairs, she was looking much better after cleaning her face and applying new markup.
Tai asked Marty, "Would he be joining them."
Marty said, "I'm Sorry. I have things to do. I'll be tied up. Please tell the host that. You two have fun."
Tai only offered to invite Marty because he wanted Marty to pay for dinner. He would have Gina pay instead. If she didn't have the money, he was sure she could work something out, like washing dishes at the restaurant or something. Tai wasn't sure if Marty cancelled Gina's credit cards or not.
Gina and Tai arrived at Mario's, with Gina driving, of course; Tai didn't have his own car, and Gina didn't think Tai even had a driver's license. After Tai and Gina exited her vehicle, Tai took her hand in his, and they talked to the front door restaurant. Gina steeled herself with the calamity that the night would become. It was a cold March night, so she was able to get away with wearing a coat; it covered her to just below her waist; maybe she could get away with wearing her jacket all night, she thought.
Mario's was one of the fanciest places in town to eat, a place where the well-to-do dined. And why they did not openly discriminate against anyone. Black or Latino couples would be seated at a table next to the kitchen doors or tucked away in some out-of-the-way corner of the restaurant.
Tai opened the door for Gina. This surprised her a little, but after they stepped inside, Tai demanded she remove her coat. He had strict instructions from Marty. She was not allowed to wear coats inside. Reluctantly, Gina removed her jacket and handed it to Tai. He then took her by the hand, and they walked up to the host podium. The front of the restaurant was crowded with patrons waiting for tables. The male host was looking down at the seating chart, trying to figure out how he was going to get the next couple seated; he didn't notice their approach. Tai said in a strong, clear voice,
"Moore a Table for two," Tai said.
The host knew the name well. Mr. Moore was the wealthiest gentleman in town, one of the biggest employers, and a big tipper, too. He knew that Mr. Moore had reserved the best table at Mario's over a week ago and even tipped the host a hundred dollars, telling him he didn't want to wait for his table. He wanted a reserved sign on it so he could sit down immediately.
The Host looked up from the seating chart with a big smile.
He said, "Of course, Mr. Moore, your reserved table is..." stopping mid-sentence. It was not Mr. Moore standing in front of him, but a young black man; he was decently dressed. Next to him was some hooker; she was dressed in a low-cut top. Her breast here should be way too much cleavage that was proper, and the material was so thin he could see the outline of her nipples and what he assumed were nipple piercings. Her crop top shirt didn't cover her stomach; he could see she had a belly button piercing. The woman's skirt was so short that he was sure if she bent over, her panties would be displayed for all to see as the material was pulled up. Finally, she had on four-inch-high heels, something a stripper would wear. The host started to get a hard on looking at her. Other patrons were staring at the couple, whispering. Gina wanted to crawl under the nearest table and hide.
The host paused; he didn't know to want to say; he was about to tell them he didn't have a table for them when the hooker spoke up.
"Is there a problem?" Gina said.
It was then that the host recognized her; it was Mr. Moore's wife.
"Er, no problem," the host said, picking up the phone.
He turned his back to the couple and whispered on the phone frantically. He was calling his manager to get out of the back office and deal with this. But the manager told him something he never expected to hear.
"Seat them." His manager told him.
" But.." the host starts to say,
"Seat them, or I'll do it, and you will be looking for another job," his manager replied. Marty had given the restaurant manager a heads-up about what was to happen that night and told him not to interfere other than making sure the couple were seated and served.
The host turned to the couple.
"Will Mr. Moore be joining you tonight?" the host asked the couple with the biggest smile he could manage.
"No," Tai replied, "He was tied up tonight," Marty asked him to tell the host this if asked, but Tai didn't think anything of it. He didn't know Marty was setting him up.
Upon hearing this, the host's eyes just about bugged out of their sockets. He tried to regain his composure.
"This way, please," he directed them, taking two menus from behind the podium and leading them to the best table in the house, a booth directly in the middle of the dining room along the windows with the best view of a lake with a lighted water fountain in the middle.
Couples at other tables looked at the couple and whispered in low tones.
Marty was in his SUV behind the restaurant, watching the fun unfold on his laptop. His private detective was seated at another table, recording the action with a hidden camera. The camera had a short broadcast range, so he needed to be nearby to enjoy the show. This was better than reality TV, Marty thought. He only wished he had freshly popped popcorn.
A waiter approached the table, filled their glasses with water, and asked if they wanted to look at the wine menu.
"Yes, please," Tai said. Not knowing anything about wine, he quickly picked the most expensive bottle on the list and said, "We will have this one."
Tai picked a 1979 Chateau Lafite Rothschild. "Of course," the waiter replied and left to get the bottle. Gina was red with embarrassment, and despite her clothing, or lack thereof, it was only a matter of time before someone she knew would recognize her.
Another couple was leaving the restaurant after completing their meal and was passing by Tai and Gina's table when the woman recognized Gina.
Hannah said, "Gina, I almost didn't recognize you."
Oh god, Gina thought Hannah was a stuck-up bitch; she would never live this down.
Tai piped up, "Hello, I'm Tai, and this is my girlfriend, Gina."
Gina just wanted to die. Fortunately, her parents didn't live in the same town as her, so it would take a while for this gossip to filter down to them, but she had no doubt they would hear about it soon enough.
Hannah's eyebrows rose in surprise, "Is this true?" Hannah asked Gina. She was ignoring Tai for the moment.
Gina could barely mutter the word "Yes." She said softly.
"What was that?" Hannah asked again, "I didn't hear you, dear."
Angry now, Gina said forcefully and louder than she intended, "Yes, Tai is my boyfriend." She almost added that she had been fucking him for nearly two months now.
"Ah... well, that's surprising." Hannah turns her attention to Tai. "I'm Hannah, and this is my husband, Frank. It is nice to meet you." The couple hurried away, whispering to each other.
Marty's phone was blowing up, and he purposely ignored text messages and left phone calls to his voicemail. Just then, he saw a police cruiser pull into the parking lot, its bar lights flashing red and blue. Two officers got out and entered the restaurant.
Tai and Gina had just finished ordering their meal and were drinking the wine. Tai commented that he didn't like the wine's taste; maybe it was bad. Something this expensive should taste good. Gina just wanted to die. There was nothing wrong with the wine, and it was Tai's lack of refined taste buds.
Two police officers approached Tai and Gina's table. One of the officers asked Gina if they could talk to her alone and directed her to the restrooms across the restaurant to have a private word. The other officer was standing near the table with Tai, his pistol clip unbuttoned, ready to draw his gun if necessary. Tai was oblivious to the danger he was in. Sipping his wine, making a face every time he tasted it.
When the officer got Gina alone, out of range of Tai's hearing, he asked her if she was okay. Gina tried to reassure the office that everything was fine, but he didn't believe her. He told her that the SWAT team had been notified and that they could be at her house within the hour if Tai had accomplices holding Marty hostage.
She didn't know it, but there was already a police unit near her house, looking for anything suspicious. It took almost ten minutes of Gina denying anything was wrong before they let her return to her table. Tai was already enjoying his meal, barely noticing Gina's return. The police officers left the restaurant; there was nothing suspicious they could arrest Tai on.
Marty saw the officers return to the police cruiser. After a minute, the bar lights were turned off. The police cruiser moved away from the front of the restaurant but didn't move too far away; they were watching.
Tai and Gina finished their meal without anything else eventful happening other than stares, looks of disbelief, and low whispers. Tai had switched to some fruity mixed drinks that he said were much better. They both enjoyed dessert. The check was presented to Tai; he pushed it toward Gina. She held her breath when she gave them her credit card. The bill was over $800 by the time it was totaled up. Gina's card came back approved, and she breathed a sigh of relief.
Marty briefly considered canceling Gina's card but decided against it. He had plans, and he wasn't ready to risk angering Tai... yet. Tai and Gina left the restaurant, and Gina drove. Marty could see the police cruiser was tailing.
Marty accomplished his goal to embarrass the shit out of Gina. He would have enjoyed the show better if Tai got into the police officer's face and either got shot or thrown in jail, but from the background report he had on Tai, he knew this was unlikely Tai was not a confrontational guy.
The station
Marty's fun was over; he started answering his texts and returning calls, letting people know he was ok. He didn't want the swat team storming his house, thinking he was being held hostage. He could tell when he returned a call to the chief of police that he didn't believe him; it wasn't until Marty stopped by the police station that the police stood down.
Marty was sitting in the chief of police's office; he and the chief had known each other since high school.
"You gave us quite a scare there, Marty," The chief was telling him, "I even had someone calling from the local FBI field office, asking if we needed assistance."
"Sorry to alarm everyone," Marty said sadly. "I just needed some time alone after I found out about my cheating wife."
The chief looked at Marty, carefully considering his following words: "You know, Marty, I run into all types in my line of work; I could put you in touch with someone. If something unfortunate were to happen to Tai, well, our department is stretched thin with budget cutbacks. I can confidently say such a case wouldn't get much attention."
Marty was quick to tell the Police chief, "No, no, that will not be necessary. Thank you, but no." Marty thought to himself; he had his own plans. Gina needed to see the error of her ways first; if something were to happen to Tai, she would just run to the next big black dick she could find. Tai was a moron and easily controllable. Someone else might not be.
"Ok," the Chief said skeptically, "If it were me, prison would be no deterrent.... " He left the rest unsaid.
The Townhouse
After Tai and Gina arrive back at the townhouse, Tai wasted no time getting her naked and had on her kneel down in front of him, giving him a blowjob while flipping thru channels on his new television. Tai was amazed at the number of channels he had: 150 channels signature, sports channels, premium channels, and adult channels. Tai would never have to leave home again. There was also the new Xbox 1000 series console system with 200 games. He was so preoccupied that he almost didn't notice he was about to pop. He stopped Gina just in time. He bent her over and was about to enter her Pussy when he remembered at the last minute that he had to use her ass instead. He didn't last long as he usually did; he could tell Gina was disappointed that he didn't give her even one orgasm, but fuck her; he was the one that was important here. Once he was dick stopped squirting cum into her ass, he pulled out, had her kneel again, and told her to suck him; she refused; she could see her shit on his dick, she said. Tai grabbed her head and forced her head forward; it's good for you, Tai was saying, laughing as she struggled to pull away. Tai was surprised at how long Gina struggled, for it was at least a good two minutes before she accepted her fate and sucked without resistance. Tai was much stronger than Gina was, she was no match for his strength.
The happy couple, well, Tai was happy at least climbed into bed for the night; Tai was quickly asleep, not a worry in the world. Gina had more trouble getting rest. She could not believe how quickly things spiraled out of control for her. A few days ago, she was a well-respected member of the community; today, she was a whore with a black boyfriend. She didn't know it, but her life would get worse. A lot worse.
Gina woke up, curled up against Tai; she realized this was the first time they had spent the night together. All the other times she saw Tai, they were fuck dates; she always had to hurry home to avoid getting caught. Tai had morning wood a typical guy had; Gina took his cock into her mouth and began to suck on it. Tai awake to Gina giving him a blowjob; he just watched her head bob up and down, enjoying the moment. He could feel himself get close, but he didn't move; he typically switched to her pussy or ass when Cumming; today, he just allowed her to finish him off this way. Gina was surprised when Tai's dick started gushing warm thick cum into her mouth; she almost choked, not expecting it. She struggled to swallow it all. When Tai was finished, she looked at Tai,
"Thanks for the warning, asshole!" Gina said to him.
Tai immediately jumped out of bed; he grabbed Gina by the hair, pulled her up, and gave her a hard slap across her face. "Bitch! Never talk to me like that!"
Gina was shocked; Tai never struck him before.
"Now that you're mine, things are going to change around here," Tai told her. "You are to call me Daddy and give me the respect I deserve, you stuck-up slut!"
Still dismayed that Tai struck her, she meekly replied, "Yes, Daddy."
Marty had a nice long talk with Tai. He told him he had to get control of Gina. If he couldn't control her, Marty would find someone else who could. He was to make her his obedient slut, so both he and Marty could enjoy her to her full potential.
'Now go make me breakfast, Slut" Tai told her.
Gina walked downstairs to the kitchen, still nude; she could still taste the Tai cum on her tongue. She was wondering if she made a big mistake.
After breakfast, Gina cleaned up, and Tai was in the living room watching something on the television. When someone knocked on the front door. Tai called from the other room, "Answer that bitch."
Gina opened the door a crack, and she saw it was Olivia. She opened the door and let him in. Oliva looked Gina up and down, "Damn, you look hot." Olivia told Gina. "Your piercings look very erotic; I don't think I'd be brave enough to get any."
Olivia continued to examine Gina's body. "A tramp stamp?" she asked questioningly.
"Marty made me get it", Gina replied.
"Yea, he's blackmailing me too; he's making me go over to his place twice a week to be his fuck toy." Olivia replied, "But I have to admit, his dick is a decent size, so I enjoy it, but not as much as I enjoy Tai's dick."
"You also got a Queen of Spades tattoo, I see," Olivia told her, "in the same place, too."
Gina said to Olivia, "The tattoo doesn't mean what you think it means."
Olivia looked at Gina questioningly, "What does it mean then?"
"It's an advertisement that you prefer sex with black men, especially black men with big dicks." Gina told Olivia.
"Oh my god." Oliva replied, stunned, "I had been showing it off to everyone in town."
Just then, Tai called from the other room, "Is that Olivia?"



"Yes," Olivia yelled back.
"Get your ass in here," Tai yelled back.
Olivia entered the Living room, followed by Gina; she saw Tai on a couch in front of the biggest flat-screen Television she had ever seen. Tai looked at her. "What are you wearing?" he asked.
Olivia started to tell Tai about is nice outfit she found at a local boutique she was wearing.
Tai said, "I don't give a shit where you brought the shit; I want it off you, Strip!"
Olivia obeyed; Tai was being more bossy than normal; she wasn't sure she liked it.
Olivia was now nude; Tai motioned for her to come closer. When within his reach, he grabbed Olivia and pulled her close into a passionate kiss. When he released her, he told her, "You're my favorite pussy now. I can't use Gina's pussy until her piercing heals; you are going to have to step up to satisfy me and my friends."
Tai's dick was already hard; he positioned Olivia on top of him and told her to make herself useful. Olivia knew precisely what Tai wanted; she guided his massive dick into her eagerly waiting pussy and rode him for his pleasure.
Tai added, "For now on, when you enter my crib, you will strip naked as soon as you enter. None of my bitches are to wear clothes inside, dig." Olivia say she would obey.
Gina seat down on the couch next to the fucking couple and began to masturbate; this was so hot, she thought.
This is how the three of them passed the time all morning and afternoon; they would take turns fucking or getting fucked by Tai. While the other masturbated at the sex scene unfolding in front of them. Now when Tai came in Gina's ass, she didn't dare to refuse to give Tai a blowjob afterward. Olivia thought it was so hot.
Olivia left around 4 p.m., and Tyrell showed up only a short time after. Tai and Tyrell took turns using Gina that evening and well into the night. The next three days passed similarly; Olivia had other engagements, so the burden of satisfying both Tai and Tyrell fell on Gina's shoulders. She made all the meals, cleaned up afterward, and attended to the two for every sexual need.
Friday Morning, The day started the same as it had previously; she gave Tai a wake-up blowjob and made breakfast, but afterward, Gina took a shower, the first shower Tai allowed her to take in days. She got dressed, kissed Tai goodbye, and exited the townhouse alone.
Gina drove home to Marty; it was his turn with her; Marty had Gina from Friday to Monday morning and Tai from Monday afternoon to Friday morning. Gina walked into the house, and as expected, she stripped naked as Marty expected her to.
"Good morning Slut" Mary said when she walked into the Living room.
"Good morning, Master" as Marty insisted she call him.
"Today you are to clean the house, from time to bottom, with fuck breaks in between. I want this place spotless for Movie night." Marty told Gina.
"Yes, Master," Gina replied. Shit! She thought he must have canceled the cleaning service; Gina hadn't held a mop in years; it was not that she didn't know how to clean; it was that Marty paid a cleaning service to come in twice a week to clean for her.
"You can start in the formal living room after I fuck you, that is." Marty pointed to something she hadn't noticed before. In the corner of the living room was a stockade like they used to use in medieval times; it was black wood but did have some padding. Marty directed her to kneel and place her head and wrists in the stockade; he closed it, locking her head and hands in it. At least the surface she put her knees on had some padding. Marty lubed up his dick and fucked her from behind; he took his time; she guessed it was a good 20 minutes before she heard the unmistakable sounds of Marty orgasming. Marty then moved to the front of the stockade, lining his shit-covered dick up with her mouth. She knew what was expected of her; she offered no resistance, not that she had a choice anyway.
Gina was exhausted when Marty finally released her from the stockade, and she still had a whole house to clean. Gina cleaned up the cum running down her legs out of her ass; she had enough to clean without wiping Marty's cum off the floors. She located the cleaning supplies and entered the formal living room. The room had nice formal furniture, but she never understood why it was there; they almost never used it. It had a big fireplace with a painting above it on the wall, some ancestor of Marty's. Gina immediately noticed that the painting was different. It was now a photo of her from the tattoo shop, enlarged, showing her nude, her back to the photographer, displaying her tramp stamp and QoS tattoo with a smile on her face. A light on the wall highlighted the photo. The bastard had her picture enlarged and framed. FUCK she thought. Gina did the best she could, vacuuming, dusting, and mopping, but she was out of practice. It was tiring work. In each room, she found more photos of herself on the walls, enlarged and framed, one of her getting double penetrated by Tai and Tyrell, another of her giving Tai a blow job on her knees, one where Tai pulled out of her mouth and shot cum onto her face; the action caught his one of his ejaculation mid-flight on its trip to join cum that already landed on her face and so on.
Gina hadn't finished half of the house when Marty announced it was movie time. Gina walked into the Living room with the large television; Marty had moved the stockade to face the TV. It was obvious what he planned. She obediently placed her head and wrists into the stockade, and Marty locked her into place. The contraption adjusted so her head and eyes were level with viewing the TV. Marty lubed up his dick, shoved it into her ass, performed a couple of strokes inside her ass, and pressed play.
It was a video of her, on her knees, sucking Smith's dick from the tattoo parlor a few days prior.
"You're a real slut" Marty said, "You'll suck anyone's dick." Gina watched the video in horror; he knew! Marty continued slowly to fuck Gina. Finally, after 20 minutes into the video, Smith came, and she could see herself swallowing his cum. Finally, it was over. But Marty continued to slowly fuck her ass. The next video was worse, far worse.
She could see it was a video of her and Tai seated at the table at the restaurant; the footage was taken from across the room, but it had a clear view of the table; she couldn't hear what she and Tai she was talking about. But she could clearly hear what the other patrons were saying in whispered tones at different tables in the restaurant. She realized hidden microphones must have been at every table.
"Isn't that Gina Moore?" One couple asked each other in whispers.
"Oh my god, what a slut; why is she with that black man?" another asked
"Did Marty kick her out? Is she a hooker now? I wonder what she charges?"
On and on, the gossip went. These words stung Gina more than any hidden camera sex video she had seen. Gina started crying softly, then uncontrollably crying. "I'm sorry, I'm Sorry," she kept saying between hysterical sobs. "Please forgive me, Marty".
Marty stopped fucking her ass, pulled out, and moved to the front of the stockade. For a moment, Gina thought he was going to say he forgave her until he hit her with a hard slap across that face, "That's MASTER to you bitch!" he yelled at her.
"Say it!" Marty repeated
"Yes, Master. Sorry, Master. Forgive me, Master." Gina said.
Satisfied, Marty moved back behind her, shoved his still-hard dick inside her, and continued fucking her asshole. Gina continued crying and sobbing; the whispers of gossip from the other tables continued. This was pure hell for Gina; she was seriously considering suicide to end this nightmare that was her life now.
Finally, she could feel her Master Cumming inside her. Once done, he again moved to the front of the stockade; she knew what was expected of her; she sucked his shit-coated dick clean. Her Master stopped the video and released her from the stockade.
Her Master pulled her to her feet by her hair. He leaned in close to her.
"I gave you everything slut, and you repaid me by fucking some low-life piece of a shit, black man. My first reaction when I learned of your betrayal was to have you both killed, but I'm enjoying punishing you far better than the short-term satisfaction of killing you." Her master said to her cruelty.
In a softer tone, he said, "I still love you Slut; despite everything you've done. If you do everything I say and obey me, I may find it in my heart to forgive you."
He released Gina. She fell to the floor sobbing; yes, she thought she would do anything he wanted to earn his forgiveness.
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Francesca Golding gave the counter one last wipe over then went to start taking the chairs down of the tables. She'd left that till last because she'd thought Travis could do it, but, no, he was late again. Sure enough, she'd worked her way three-quarters of the way around the floor before he sauntered in twenty minutes before opening.
"Eh-ya," he said by way of a greeting.
"Travis," she replied. She made a point of looking at the clock on the wall as she spoke, but this was far too subtle a rebuke for him.
"What a fucking weekend!" he said. "It was off the hook."
"I'm glad you enjoyed it," Francesca replied. Again, there was a nuance in her voice that Travis was far too hungover to pick up on.
"Totally mental," he said, then put a hand to his head. "I'm feeling it this morning, though. How about you? You get up to much?"
"As a matter of fact I did," said Francesca suddenly breaking out into a smile. There was no point in staying mad at Travis. He would barely notice, and besides, there was something she was dying to show off. "Have a look at this."
She leant forward on the counter, presenting her upper arm side on, almost as if she was about to challenge an imaginary opponent to a wrestling match. Travis inspected it and whistled.
"Nice," he said. "I hadn't pegged you as the type."
Francesca was going to savour every moment of her newfound coolness. "I know you think I'm some kind of stuck-up princess, but I'm not too posh to get a tattoo. If it is tasteful and meaningful."
"Yeah, sure," replied Travis. "Meaningful. Right. So..."
Francesca knew Travis liked her, at least on a basic physical level, but she was totally unprepared for the way he just looked up her down, like a hungry bear. Once his inspection was complete, he continued, "Hey, we've got fifteen minutes before we have to open up and it looks like you've got everything under control. What say we head into the backroom for a while?"
Francesca looked at him blankly.
"You know," he continued. "To discuss the deep and meaningful symbolism of your tattoo and to celebrate your ascent into a whole brave new world of feminine liberation."
"What on Earth are you blathering about?" she said, shaking her head. She knew Travis wasn't averse to the bit odd bit of weed but he didn't normally come to work fully baked.
"I just thought you were...that you were indicating..." Travis wilted somewhat under her gaze. "Actually, never mind. Let's just get this shift over with."
"Good," said Francesca. "Your choice of music this morning, I believe."
It was an independent coffee shop which meant they were free to stream their own playlists, as long as it created a mellow vibe. For Francesca that meant Belle and Sebastian and Gorky's Zygotic Mynci. For Travis, it meant Bob Marley and Burning Spear. He went over to the speakers and connected his phone.
A few minutes later, Francesca flipped the sign from 'closed' to 'open' and they started to deal with the morning caffination of the rat race.
Around a quarter-to-nine, Francesca's boyfriend Chris arrived, entering backwards carrying a number of potted plants.
"My man," said Travis. "What's all this?"
"Azaleas, hydrangeas, a couple of orchids," said Francesca. "All grown by yours truly. I suggested we add a bit of summer colour to the shop and Bailey loved the idea. Yeah, just leave them over by the storeroom, I'll put them out later."
"Hey, babe," said Chris, sneaking behind the counter. "I've missed you."
"Get away with you," said Francesca. "It's been barely an hour."
"Yeah, well," said Chris. He went to hug her even though he knew full well of her distaste for public affection.
"Careful," said Francesca. "My arm is still sore."
"Oh right," said Chris. "Still love the tattoo by the way. So much detail and so well done. Err, I'll just get off to work then shall I? See you this evening?"
"Sure," said Francesca. "There you go. Latte on the house."
They kissed and her boyfriend left.
"He loves the tattoo, does he?" said Travis amused.
"What? Why wouldn't he?"
"No, I'm sure he would. Absolutely. It's definitely the sort of thing he'd be into," replied Travis.
Around half-ten things had quietened down. There was just one person in the queue, a young black guy with cornrows who was wearing a N.W.A. T-shirt and had a long gold chain hanging over it.
"Welcome toLet the Barista Grind Yours Down, what can I get you?" Francesca asked.
"Yeah, well, it's more about what I can get you, innit?" the guy replied.
"I don't follow," said Francesca.
"What time are you off?" The guy pulled a flyer for some local charity from the counter and started to write on it. "Call me."
"Now, why would I do that?" she asked.
He winked at her. "You know why, Queen."
"I really don't," Francesca replied. "If you're trying to invite me out, I have a boyfriend."
"'Course you do. They always do." the customer replied. "You know I can give you what he can't."
"If you're not going to order, I'm going to have to ask you to leave," said Francesca coldly.
"Yeah, well, Americano to go then," said the guy offended.
"Coming right up," Francesca said, finding comfort in a return to the corporate script.
"Cheers," said the guy once it was delivered. "Hey, don't lose those digits, babe."
Francesca watched him go. It must be the summer. Every man was a dog on heat today.
The rest of the morning passed uneventfully. She got some of the pot plants arranged nicely in the window. Then, just before noon, Bailey, the manager came out of the back and headed straight up to Francesca.
"Could I talk to you for a moment?" she asked.
"Sure," replied Francesca.
"In my office..." continued Bailey.
This was not good. Bailey was a cool boss for the most part, but she didn't take any shit. Which was usually fine, because Francesca never came anywhere close to giving her any. She'd seem Travis get shit for his shit though on a number of occasions and something about Bailey manner felt ominous. She followed the larger Jamaican lady into the back.
"What's this about?" she said nervously.
"I'm going to have to ask you to cover that tattoo up," said Bailey. "We've got some of the long-sleeve tops in the back."
"Those are for winter," said Francesca. "It's boiling out there, hotter still next to the coffee machine. Besides, why would I have to cover up? Travis is covered in tats and you've never had a problem before. Mark and Holly too."
"That's different," said Bailey. "We support our baristas to express their individuality. What we can't support is open solicitation."
"Solicitation?" said Francesca. "I'm confused. This is just a tattoo"
"Yeah, right, purely decorative. Come on!" said Bailey, rolling her eyes. "You know what's up."
"What is up? I don't see anything up. What issue you could possibly have with it?" said Francesca.
"Okay, fine," said Bailey. "We'll do this the Jackanory way. Why don't you tell me what think the tattoo means and then we'll discuss why some customers and staff might find it offensive."
"Offensive? No, it's just a playing card," said Francesca. "This is just something I got to celebrate graduation. You see there are four of us who've been living in our student house together most of the way through uni. We have this little joke, silly really, but we call ourselves the Four Queens. You've got Anna -- she's the Queen of Hearts because her love life is always such a mess. You've got Sophie -- she's the Queen of Diamonds because her family is loaded..."
"I thought you were pretty darn well off yourself," said Bailey. "I always got the impression you only work here because you think it makes you more bohemian."
"No, well, I mean, this is a cool place to make a bit of extra cash and all, but Sophie, well, she's like super, super, family estate in Scotland, daddy owns a helicopter, straight-up loaded. Anyway, then you've got Rebecca who's the Queen of Clubs because she's a total party animal and lush. And finally, me, the Queen of Spades. Because I'm good at gardening."
"You're good at gardening?" said Bailey, her expression perfect level.
"Yeah, it runs in the family really. You should see the mess the front of most of those student properties are in on our row. Three years in that house and I've finally got the place blooming. I'm doing not only our front and back now, but also our neighbours on both sides. Oh, that reminds me, Chris brought in those pot plants you agreed to."
"You got a Queen of Spades tattoo to celebrate the fact that you have green fingers?" Bailey's expression was just starting to crack around the edges.
"Sure and to, you know, mark an important friendship."
"Oh boy!" said Bailey. "Here's what's going to happen. I'm going to out to help Travis with the start of the lunchtime rush. You are going to stay here, switch your phone off the cafe WiFi and then search for the words 'Queen of Spades tattoo'. Then, in ten minutes when you're done, you're going to put on a winter shirt and get on with the rest of your shift."
"Er, alright," said Francesca. "I guess there must be some reason why we're talking at cross-purposes."
Bailey got up and as she walked out the door, she shook her head. "Gardening!"
Francesca googled.
She put on a winter shirt.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Francesca had just gotten home from her shift when there was a loud knocking at the door. When she opened it, Chris was standing there. He was clearly fuming.
"Hey babe," said Francesca. "How was your day?"
"It was..." He paused for a second. "Not great, actually. Not great at all."
"The printers still causing issues?"
"No, the printers are behaving themselves for once. When I say 'not great,' actually my day started off pretty well. Printers running well. Network smooth as butter. A free calendar with no pointless upper-management meetings on it for the whole day. Then I happened to mention that my girlfriend had got this cute new tattoo. Sent out that photo I took last night to a few friends. Well, then things seem to go downhill fast."
"Yeah, about that...," Francesca started.
"You know I'm in IT support, right?" said Chris. "That means that anyone in the company can call me up over any minor issue and I have to be at their desk in fifteen minutes? As a result, I have a pretty good idea of exactly when news of your tattoo reached each and every department in the company."
"It's not what you think..."
"You know people in computer-related industries are immature dicks, right? Have you any idea the amount of completely deniable but obviously prank calls I've had to deal with today? Do you know how much passive-aggressive just barely safe-for-work humour I've been subjected to? Do you know how many people just happen to be running Solitaire on their desktops when I stop by to answer their ticket?"
"I know it must have been humiliating..."
"I tell you how many. Enough that I've barely even had time to process the news that the love of my life is fucking other guys."
Francesca slapped him.
"Now listen here," she said. "I know you're upset, but that's not what's happening and you should know that."
"Should I?" said Chris bitterly. "Why else would you get that tramp stamp?"
"I told you," said Francesca. "The Four Queens. Representing"
"Yeah right. Chris is such an idiot that if you keep repeating that enough times he'll go back to thinking you're all cute and innocent again."
"Nothing is going on," said Francesca. "Nothing! I'm as shocked as you are. I had no idea. Really! Come through, sit down and we can talk about it sensibly."
"You're right," said Chris. He was still breathing heavily, but he followed her into the lounge and they sat on the sofa, though a bit further apart than they would normally.
"I'm upset," said Chris. "But I do love you. You know I'd do anything for you. It was just...I wasn't prepared for it."
"I love you too," said Francesca. "You know I'd never do anything to hurt you."
"I know. I don't want you to ever feel you have to hide," said Chris. He took a deep breath. "Therefore, you have my blessing to go out and sleep with whoever you want."
"I'm sorry?"
"I know I don't satisfy you. In some ways it's a relief we can finally talk about it. I'm only concerned with your safety. I'm going to suggest that you bring guys back home. Whichever guys make you happy. You know...whatever your type is. Just bring them home and that way...I know you're okay. Safe. Or, maybe just give me the address of the hotel you're staying in. That's all I really care about. You. I could even well...watch, sometimes, while you...if that's alright? It can be our thing. Something we do together."
"Together!"
Francesca paused for a moment to gather her thoughts.
"I am not bringing men back home with me, with or without you watching. Which...ew. Just, yuck. I don't know what the hell has gotten into you. You need to stop this right now."
"Stop, eh," said Chris. "Oh, I get it. You really don't want anything to do with me, do you? Poor old Chris is not even enough of a man to even be your cuck."
"Why would you even..."
"Tell me, how many black men have you already fucked?"
It was pretty much immediately after that question that they officially broke up. Especially as Chris hadn't actually used the words 'black men'.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
The nightclub was heaving. Sophie made her way back to the table from which the Four Queens were enthroned and reigning with cocktails fit for royalty.
"There you go, Fran," she said, passing a tall glass over. "My round. I asked them to put in an extra shot of rum, you look like you could use it. Did you go back to the tattoo parlour?"
"Yes," said Francesca glumly. "He said there wasn't a lot he could do. If I wanted to change a club into a spade that might have been possible, but the geometry is all wrong to go the other way. In any case, the different suits all have different designs. It'd still be a Clubs Queen even if you changed the symbol. He's talking about needing to have laser removal which is six to eight sessions with each session six weeks apart. Plus I'll have to go into Birmingham for it each and every time."
"Crickey," said Anna. "That's...rough."
"Yeah, tell me about it," said Francesca. "Whose stupid idea were these tattoos anyway?"
"Let's just chalk that one up to collective responsibility," said Sophie. "We're still the Queens together. We'll all chip in for you, whatever it costs."
There was a general murmur of agreement around the table.
"Aw, thanks guys," said Francesca. "You're the best."
"Now, come on! Let's forget our troubles and have some fun," said Rebecca.
"You go," said Francesca. "This dress isn't really made for clubbing."
She'd had to find something that covered her arm down to the elbow and the voluminous flowery frock was intended for more formal company. If they'd been attending a Regency Ball, she might have managed a gavotte but attempting to get down to the high-energy techno blaring out was asking for immediate dehydration and exhaustion.
Rebecca pulled Sophie up and the two girls hit the dance floor. Within minutes a circle of various men of varying quality started to orbit them. The two girls lapped up the attention but didn't invite anyone any closer.
"You sure you're okay, Fran," said Anna, still enjoying her drink.
"Not really," she replied. "It's just...I can't believe I broke up with Chris over this. It's so fucking stupid."
"Well," said Anna. "These things happen. Take it from me. It's good he showed his true colours before the relationship went any further."
"I guess," said Francesca.
"Trust me," said Anna. "What you need after a breakup like this is to get laid. Find the dishiest bloke you can and have your way with him. No commitments accepted or asked for. A relationship palate cleanser, if you will."
Francesca gave a wicked smile and took a shot of her cocktail. It sounded like a plan. Then her face fell a little.
"I can't," she said. "I really can't. If we get down and dirty then we get naked. If we get naked then he sees this, no question." She indicated her arm. "And that's really not something I want to stop and explain mid-session."
"Hmmm," replied Anna. "You could put plasters over it?"
"How many am I going to need to cover it?" Francesca replied. "It's going to look ridiculous."
The two girls sat quietly for a while.
"Or...," said Anna slowly. "Or, and bear with me on this one...you could always just, you know, lean into it."
"How do you mean?" said Francesca, then the penny dropped. "Oh, you don't mean..."
"Look behind you," said Anna. "Slowly! Slowly!"
There was a crowd of guys in business suits a few tables away. They were a mixed group, but amongst them there was a great-looking guy, tall, muscled, clean, shaven in a smart dark business suit that matched the rich colour of his skin. He locked eyes with Anna just long enough to let her know that, yes, he was looking in her direction, and then returned to his friends, cracking a joke that got a laugh from the whole table.
"Oh, my!" said Francesca. "He's a bit of alright."
"He's been looking at you," said Anna.
That had surely been the case just now, as always, Francesca felt she had to play it down. "Yeah, I'm sure he's just looking around the room. Making a list of options."
"Yeah, sure," said Anna. "You are clearly on that list. How high up that list you end up is up to you. Go on. Make it an easy decision. Lean into it."
"Oh, I can't," said Francesca. "The whole tattoo thing, it's just so incredibly un-P.C. Racist even. I just have to get rid of it as quickly as possible."
"Sure," said Anna. "And you will. Although, as you said yourself, 'quickly' is a problem. And in the meantime, it's like you've got this temporary super-power -- sure one that's a bit corrupting and evil, but imagine you had Frodo's ring. Are you seriously telling me you wouldn't try invisibility just the once? Just to see."
"You're wicked," Francesca said. "It's...I can't...I'm not going to."
"Of course, you're not," said Anna with a wink. "You could always just go and talk to him. Although, historically, you're not great at that."
"Thanks for reminding me."
"Anyway, we all wouldn't think any less of you whatever. I'm just going to leave you here and join the others for a while. It seems like the talent on the dance floor has kicked up a notch. You do what you gotta do."
Francesca cradled the rest of her drink. She found her glance falling naturally back on the same table of guys. He was looking, again. She quickly turned the other way and watched her friends let loose. When she turned back, he was chatting to his friends, but just for a moment, his eyes darted to her, held her gaze then returned.
She took a deep breath, then focused her attention completely on him.
She waited, and then the next time their eyes met, she slowly rolled up her sleeve and then looked down at her arm. His gaze followed.
He raised a quizzical eyebrow.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Francesca held tight to the bedhead as she was furiously railed from behind.
"Oh, fuck, you don't know how much I needed this," she sighed. He had her waist clamped firmly in his big hands and was pushing his cock in and up at what she'd come to think of as the 'magic angle'.
Doggy had been completely reinvented for her this past week. Before she'd seen it as impersonal. Now she saw at liberating. She wasn't pinned like she'd be in missionary. Nor was she completely in control, but forced to work for everything like in cowgirl. On her hands and knees, she was completely free to move her arse as passion took her, she could push back onto her lover to lengthen his strokes, she could wiggle side to side playfully and best of all, she could raise and lower, making sure that his dick kept on her G-spot. And whatever she did, there was the chance to feel his hands in a dozen different places. Around her waist, like now, or holding her shoulders, squeezing her breasts, running up and down her back. They could, and did, roam freely.



It had never been like this with Chris, simply because he'd never lasted long enough when behind her to make the position viable for anything except for a 'big finish'. His big finish, naturally. Darren, however, had no such issues. He could start and finish in doggy and last more than long enough to give her multiple orgasms before finally pushing deep inside her and setting them both off.
A smile danced across her lips. She was suddenly tempted to call Chris up. Let him come round and learn a lesson. She could talk him through it step by step. He was into that, after all, it seemed. It wasn't about race. It wasn't even about cock size. It was all about confidence, energy, and attitude and, now that she had a guy with all three, she was having the best time of her life. The modern hot-wife should have a bull in the bedroom and a cuck in the kitchen. But, no, Chris was too needy to be worth bothering with anymore. And a seriously fucked up dude with a hidden layer of nastiness as well.
Attitude, though. It was all about hers as well though, wasn't it? The tattoo had been...well, there were layers, weren't there? Once you'd gotten past all the 'problematic' stuff on the surface, it also symbolized a woman who knew what she wanted sexually and took it, a woman who wasn't going to accept three minutes of semi-flaccid sex followed by a mumbled apology.
A woman, in other words, who fucked.
That hadn't been Francesca.
She was pretty sure it was now. This week had certainly been an eye-opener for what her options in life really were. She'd always gone out and tried to find a guy who was respectful, kind, decent. Then, three to five dates in, taken part in the crapshoot to find out his performance level in bed.
This time she'd started in bed.
It had turned out that was the way to go because so far she was fully satisfied.
"Come for me," she moaned. "Oh baby come for me."
That was another good thing. He could probably have gone on longer, another ten minutes easily, but if she told him what she wanted, he'd do it and that seemed to get them both off way better.
Unless it was his turn to play the dominant one. That was fun too.
"Oh, fuck," he groaned. "Your cunt is so good, baby."
And then they were both writhing together, her body shaking and his cock exploding inside her. Her head sunk down into the pillow as the final aftershocks of the explosion washed over her.
"Oh, wow," she said.
He pulled out of her, deposited the condom in the bin, and joined her lying down.
"You know," she said. "It would be nice if we didn't have to use that."
He looked at her doubtfully. For all he'd been enjoying the full use of her, he also wasn't a dummy. The tat also represented a wanton promiscuity. She'd presented herself to him as a slut and that's all he had seen, so far. All she'd dared to show him.
It was time to see if they could move beyond that.
"I mean," she said. "We need to have a conversation. No, not a conversation. I need to tell you a story."
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
"Alright, you want to come and have a seat. I'm Steve, by the way."
It was six months later and Francesca was back in the tattoo parlour.
She took a seat and rolled up her sleeves.
"Let's have a look. Oh, yes, I remember this one. Lovely work. Are you still wanting to have it removed?"
"Quite the opposite, I'd like you to add to it." Francesca reached inside her handbag. "I'm not an artist, but I've doodled the sort of thing I'm after."
As Steve took the paper from it, he said "So those doubts were put to rest, were they? It's true what they say then, I guess? You never going back?"
Francesca laughed. "No, it seems I'm most certainly charging forward regardless."
He examined the paper. "I see the general idea. Um, I mean, I can do this, obviously, but you know, this is a pretty terrible poker hand."
"It is," said Francesca. "But it's what I want."
"I gotta ask," said Steve. "A lot of tattoo artists, when we get together and start drinking and shooting the breeze, we talk about the Queen of Spades tattoos. Some of the guys claim they've done a few and others say it's just an urban myth, or exaggerated or an American thing. Or, you know, web-cam girls getting a stick-on tattoo to add a bit of spice to their shows. You've kind of really gone all in on it, haven't you?"
"Err, I guess you could say that," replied Francesca.
"So, can I ask?" said Steve. "Does it...you know, work? Have you...how to say...slept with a lot of...well, guys, since you got it?"
"Oh, I have slept with, now let me, see..." Francesca made a show of counting off her fingers. "One...yes, one guy. Disappointed? But, in fairness, I have slept with him a lot and it's been pretty fantastic. That's got to count for something, right?"
"Oh, your King of Hearts, I guess," said Steve. "Sorry, I didn't...I mean, I shouldn't have asked. That was unprofessional."
"Ha," said Francesca. "It's okay. I've come to see the funny side of it. And, actually, getting the tattoo has turned out perfectly, in the weirdest kind of way."
"Right you are," said Steve. "When do you want it done?"
"As soon as possible. I don't suppose today would be okay?"
Steve looked at the paper again. "I'll have to make sure I can match the King with the design of your Queen, but as long as I can find that, it shouldn't be too hard. You'll have to give me an hour or so to prep. The Two of Diamonds shouldn't be difficult."
"Okay," said Francesca. "Here's my number. I'll go round the shops while you work. Call me when you're ready."
"Sure thing."
Francesca got up and went back into the shop and spent a moment examining the various designs drawn tastefully on plain white paper. They had designs of skulls and Harleys, designs of snakes and eagles, pictures of hearts and girls. A design for every occasion, it seemed.
Her hand instinctively went to her belly as it often had ever since the scan yesterday. Twins, they'd said. It had been an accident, but she was happy. It felt right. They felt precious.
Darren woul be happy as well, wouldn't he. Her king. She was sure of it. She'd break the news to him this evening by showing him her new tattoo. She smiled to herself just thinking of his face. Of his amazement. It was soon, but it wasn't too soon surely. The relationship had gone a mile a minute. She'd moved in after a month, met his parents the week after (in a dress with sleeves down to her wrists) and the trip to Paris, and the ring, had only been a fortnight ago. No, he'd be delighted.
As she went from display to display, she heard three girls talking behind her. She vaguely thought she recognized them from campus. In a lower year, possibly. They were discussing a design the taller blonde wanted.
"So I was thinking I'd have a rabbit design. Not the Playboy bunny ears, a cute one. I'm from Near Sawney you see, that's Beatrix Potter's hometown. And then I thought the bunny could be surrounded by ice and snow because I'm the captain of the Skiing Club. She's even going to be holding an extra large carrot. It's going to be just the most adorable thing ever."
Francesca hesitated. She was very tempted just to leave it be. After all, you never knew, it might work out for the girl. Maybe. She sighed. No, she'd better.
"Sorry, I couldn't help but overhear..."
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Zia is recruited by Mars.
Chapter 2
Zia's Education
Evan was a tough but fair principal; his job was to weed out weak candidates before The Martian Colony project invested too much money and resources into them. Students would take computer-based or instructor-led training and be tested every few days, a week at the most. They were given two chances to pass each exam. Fail both, they were eliminated from the program. The same questions were not asked on each exam, but the material tested was the same. A typical graduate of his Martian academy attended class for two months. At the end of training, they were well-versed in the general operations of the Martin Colony, as well as specialized training in the field they were hired to support.
Imagine his surprise when he was told that they were sending him a student he had to get ready for the Martian Colony in less than a week and that he was not allowed to fail her. He could quiz her verbally, but there were no exams; she was guaranteed a pass on all subjects. He objected, of course, but was overruled. It didn't matter if she couldn't string two sentences together; pass her.
So the first time Zia walked into the academy to attend classes, Evan took an instant dislike towards her. He figured she must have slept her way to the top. He only had her for a week, but he was determined he was going to make her life hell for that week. He would try to convince her to drop out of the program and save him the blemish of his perfect record of consistently providing high-quality, educated colonists for the Mars project. His was not the only training academy on Earth that trained Martian-bound recruits, but he, by god, was going to make it the best.
Zia entered the classroom, looking around; no one else was in the classroom except a short man dressed in a preppy shirt and pants at a desk in the front of the room. Seeing someone clothed was almost strange to Zia now, having seen so much nudity recently.
"You're late." The man told her, annoyed.
"I'm Sorry," Zia said. "This is my first day of class, and I had trouble finding this classroom."
"Save you pathetic excuses for your boyfriend. Come to the head of the class and sit down. We have a lot of material to cover and very little time to do it," the man said.
Zia did as she was told. As she sat down, she introduced herself: "My name is Zia."
The man rudely told her, "I know who you are."
Zia expected the man to introduce himself, but he didn't bother. After a minute of silence between them, Zia asked, "What is your name? Where are the other students?"
"Your peers for shuttle launch 5821 graduated class weeks ago, and you're eight weeks late for class," the man responded. He then said, "You can call me Master. It's fitting that I'm the head Master of the school, and you're the waste of space I've been forced to teach."
"I like that," Master continued; your name is now 'Waste of space' until I deem you worthy of graduating.
Zia was dismayed at how he was treating her; she didn't know who pissed in his cereal this morning, but it looked like it was she that would have to endure his insults. After all it was far too late for her to back out now.
And so Master began teaching her; he skimmed over the history lessons on how the colony was started and the many mistakes the colonies made in the early years of the settlement. He concentrated on core topics that she would find helpful, and even those were less in-depth than he would have liked to teach her. He talked quickly; Zia had trouble keeping up when he verbally quizzed her; any wrong answers would be rewarded with insults. Haven't you been listening? 'Waste of space'; her correct answers were not praised. After five hours of this nonstop treatment, he finally said, Classes are completed for today; be back here at 8 am sharp, not a minute late. Corporal punishment is allowed here; if you're late, I'll take a cane to your ass. He was lying, of course, but she didn't know that. All in all, it wasn't a bad day; she wasn't completely incompetent, it seemed. Maybe he could make something out of her with the limited time he had.
Zia's first night
Lisa was waiting for Zia as she exited the class. Doctor Bennett instructed her to take Zia under her wing until she learned her way around the center. Doctor Bennett also told Lisa that if she could get Zia to play ball, or more specifically, allow Dr. Bennett to ball Zia, she would be rewarded for her efforts. Lisa was all about getting ahead, so she assured the Doctor that she would have no trouble corrupting Zia.
"Hi," Lisa happily greeted Zia.
An exhausted Zia returned her greeting. She was not much for small talk; she just wanted to get some rest. Lisa continued chatting to Zia. She told her that she was taking her to the dorms and that she could share Lisa's bed with her.
Zia was puzzled, "I don't get a separate room?" she asked
"Nope," Lisa answered. "It's one big room filled with double beds evenly spaced; no curtains or walls are separating them. It's to help us get used to co-mingling with the other sex nude as it will be on Mars."
"Wait, What?" Zia stopped her, "It's Co-ed?"
"Yep," Lisa answered. Pulling Zia along again.
In short order, they arrived at the assigned dorm, which had twenty-five double beds equally spaced in a large room in a five-by-five configuration. As she entered, Zia saw dozens of naked people milling about socializing, both men and women. Lisa told her there were 50 people assigned to this dorm; these would be the same people to be launched on shuttle 5821 to the spaceship bound for Mars.
Lisa pulled Zia up to one group of people and introduced Zia to a man, "This is Erik, my Boyfriend."
"More like fuck body," Erik responded.
Lisa grabbed Erik's dick with her hands, "Boyfriend, fuck buddy, it's all the same to me, long as you stick this in me again tonight," Lisa teased.
"Who is your new friend?" Erik asked.
"This is Zia," Lisa answered, "she is a recruit."
"It's a little late to add anyone to the roster; we launch in less than a week," Erik said.
"Zia is a last-minute replacement; you heard what happened to Lee, didn't you?"
"Yea, I'm missing her tight pussy already," Erik said. "I tried to get into the infirmary to help get her mind off her injuries, but Doctor Smith wouldn't allow it. He doesn't want her to do anything to hinder her recovery. I couldn't even give her oral sex. I promised the doc I'd be extra gentle."
"The way she orgasms, I can see why Doctor Smith wouldn't allow it." Lisa joked, "But you can give me oral any time you want." Lisa snuggled up to Erik.
Erik turned to look at Zia, "What about you? How tight is your pussy? I know how to satisfy two women at the same time. I've had practice." He boasted.
Zia blushed with embarrassment.
"Stop," Lisa slapped him playfully; "you're so bad."
Just then, a black man approached the trio. He walked right up to Zia and placed his hands on her breasts, "Damn girl, you be fine. I'll take you for a ride you need." He then lowered his one hand, took his dick in his hand, and presented his dick to her. "Start sucking slut."
At first, Zia was totally flabbergasted to react; how dare this black man touch her, then present himself like she was some kind of slut eager to suck his dick. Zia pulled back and roared, "Don't touch me! How dare you!"
He stepped back, confused at her response.
Lisa, trying to salvage the situation, stepped forward, "Zia, this is Jerald." "Jerald, this is Zia. She is new; give her some time to adjust."
Jerald said, "A brother can understand that, but advertising like that—you're always supposed to be ready—false advertising, that is. When you're ready, you know where I am." And with that, Jerald wandered away.
Zia was puzzled by what he was talking about. Maybe it was her Tramp Stamp; she had no experience with having one. Perhaps all men acted that way toward women who had them.
Lisa led Zia around the room, introducing her to other men and women in the dorm. Zia was starting to enjoy herself; being nude now felt perfectly normal. She also noticed that most of the women had large breasts like her. There were too many to be a coincidence.
"I've noticed most women are rather large-chested." Zia said, "Does Mars only recruit women with large breasts?" she asked.
Lisa laughed, "No, silly. It's one of the perks you can get for being a colonist. They will pay to get you a breast enhancement if you want one. Most women go bigger. I know I did. I love my 36 C's. My tits were tiny before. Unfortunately, it's too late to upgrade yours; a week is not enough time to get the surgery and recover, but it doesn't look like you need help in that department. You lucky, you have wonderful tits already."
Zia met most people in the room; one of the last people Lisa introduced her to was Booker, a big, muscular black man. Zia, trying not to seem too standoffish, politely shook Booker's hand when she was introduced to him, but after a firm handshake, Booker didn't release her hand.
"I saw you turned down. Jerald. I think I'm more the type of man you're looking for." Gently, he began pulling her hand, leading her to a nearby bed.
Zia had no doubt what he intended. She pulled back firmly. It took her some effort to free her hand from his. She gave him a firm "No, thank you!"
Booker looked at her questioningly. "You're not going to find a bigger black dick than mine he boosted."
He continued. "But once you feel me inside you, you'll dump whatever brother you're fucking."
Zia gave him a confused look, "No black man has ever!" She stopped speaking, outraged that he would talk to her like a common whore.
"None?" Booker said, then he got a massive grin on his face. He realized the Doc was fucking with her; she had no idea that a large Queen of Spades tattoo was in the center of her back between her shoulder blades. And if she did, she had no idea what it symbolized. He glanced over at Jerald across the room. He knew Jerald would not give up so easily; he would be hitting on her again soon enough. Booker would sit back and enjoy the show. Booker walked away laughing to himself.
Zia had no idea what was going on. Were all black men pigs? None of the white men she met acted like they owned her when first meeting her.
The lights in the room were dimmed, signaling it was time for bed. Lisa led Zia over to her bed, and they both lay down on the bed. It was late, and Zia was tired, at least she should be. She didn't feel like sleeping yet. A few minutes after they laid down, Erik came over to Lisa, and they started making out on the same bed she was on next to her. She didn't know if their lust was contagious or what, but before long, Zia was touching herself. As she watched them, she was feeling herself getting horny.
When Erik rolled Lisa into a missionary position, she spread her legs for him, and he entered her. Zia's lust intensified. She continued to watch them, fucking. Zia felt herself getting hornier and hornier; she had never felt so much lust before. She, of course, watched porn before, but seeing it in real life was so much more intense.
Doctor Bennett was watching this all unfold from a monitor in another room nearby. She was about ready. The shot of hormones and submissive-inducing drugs he had Nurse Lisa inject Zia earlier in the day was having the intended effect, just as he had planned. It was now time for him to make his entrance.
Zia continued to play with herself; she was losing control, and lust was becoming unbearable. She heard herself say to the couple making love next to her, "Please, Erik, Fuck me next."
Lisa looked over at Zia and smiled.
Then Zia heard a voice next to her bedside, "Erik is busy at the moment, but my dick is available." She recognized the voice; it was Doctor Bennett. She looked at him with complete lust, "Please fuck me." she begged.
Doctor Bennett was more than willing to comply. He slid onto the bed and into Zia, thrusting his big rock-hard dick inside Zia in a few thrusts. She was his to use, and use her he would. He intended sex to be rougher than usual; no one turns down Doctor Bennett when he wants sex without suffering the consequences. He fucked every woman that passed thru his office doors, sooner or later, before they graduated their training and launched on a shuttle. Either by drugs, coercion, or outright blackmail. Bennett didn't care; women only had one purpose in life, and that was to satisfy their urges.
Bennett was immediately surprised at how tight Zia was. While he fingered her earlier in the day, he did not appreciate the full effect. For a woman her age, she should be a lot looser; he was confident he could count on one hand the number of times she had sex before. He would have to quiz her about it later, as strictly doctor-patient privileged information, of course.
Zia was in pure bliss; Bennett's dick was so big it stretched her pussy more than she had ever experienced. She loved the feeling of it going in and out of her. He pressed his mouth against hers, and their tongues intermingled. It went on and on; at times, he grabbed her breasts and leaned back. And pounded her in quick, short thrusts others; he put his total weight on her, slowed down his pace, and they French kissed. Zia had an orgasm so powerful that she wondered if it was the first real orgasm in her life. The feeling was so powerful. She was in the missionary position the entire time, just minor variations on how Bennett fucked her. Finally, after what seemed like an hour, he pounded her with all his strength and came inside her. Zia could feel his cum covering the inside of her pussy. Afterward, she drifted off into a blissful sleep, completely satisfied.
Zia awoke surprised. She opened her eyes and expected Bennett to be taking her, but she realized it was Erik, not Barry. Zia asked, "What are you doing?" she asked in a confused voice.
Erik replied, "You did beg me to fuck you next last night, I'm just fulfilling your wishes."
Zia remembered last night and what she asked him to do. She wasn't quite into sex now as she was then but offered no resistance as Erik had his way with her. "God, you are tight" Erik was saying, enjoying her. Erik didn't last long before he came inside her.
Zia had a moment of panic, "Wait, I'm not on the pill."
"Relax," Lisa said to her, watching them. "All the women here have been given pregnancy prevention medication, including you; you will not be able to get pregnant, no matter how many times you fuck. Once we get to Mars, you will get pregnant then."
"I don't plan on having children any time soon," Zia replied, relieved.
"Good luck with that," Lisa responded, "Birth control is illegal on Mars. Why else do you think they wanted to make sure you were fertile?"
Breakfast
After showering, the three of them headed to the dining hall; as they were in line, getting breakfast, Zia was surprised to see another couple fucking against the wall. A woman of Asian descent was leaning up against the wall, and a white guy was taking her from behind. She didn't recognize either one; they must be from another dorm. Lisa noticed Zia was staring at the scene.
"You'll get used to that; being nude gives us the freedom to act on our urges," Lisa told her. "Anytime, anywhere."
I wonder if it will be like this on Mars, Zia wondered.
They sat down at a table, Lisa and Erik with their backs to the wall, Zia across from them. A black man with a massive erection walked up to their table; he practically thrust it into Zia's face. Zia leaned away in her chair.
"It needs sucking, suck it slut." The black man told Zia. She looked at him disgusted, yet another Black asshole that thinks he's god's gift to the earth.
"Fuck off," Zia told him.
"Bitch, who's your owner? He's got to teach you some manners," he said aggressively. "You can't wear the colors without obeying all your Masters. You are not one of those crazy white bitches that think it means a powerful woman who controls her destiny, are you? Your destiny is to crave black cock slut." The black man said.
Zia was afraid he would try to force himself on her, but he stamped off, muttering to himself. Zia again thought it had to be her Tramp stamp; that was the only thing she could think of as to why black men were hassling her. Why didn't they bother other white women the same way? Maybe they did, and she didn't notice?
The encounter shook Zia; strangely, Lisa and Erik didn't say anything about it like it was totally normal to have a black dick waved, in your face, first thing in the morning. Zia finished her breakfast and rushed off to class.
Lessons
Zia was in class, listening to the 'Master' lecture about reverse engineering everyday products produced on Earth so they could be recreated with materials available locally on Mars. He talked about how the alternative designs tended to be more primitive and unrefined, but as long as they met the same functionality, the goal would be achieved.
Zia Interrupted his lecture with a question, "Master, why is birth control illegal on Mars?"
Master looked at her, annoyed more so that the question was not on the topic he was currently teaching.
"Well, 'Waste of space' humans have only been living on Mars for 30 years. There are no long-term studies of the results of lower gravity on the human body and child development. Given the limited time available to make the Martian colony successful, it's necessary to speed up some research projects; instead of time, having more test subjects is required to yield useful data." Master answered
"So we are lab rats," Zia questioned.
"In a way, yes, we learn by observing the world around us. You have to understand that we are not operating under ideal conditions; if we had centuries instead of decades to establish a viable Martian colony, we could be more careful and more informed of the risks involved and how to address them instead of charging ahead," Master answered.
"Why does the Martian project have a short time limit?" she asked, confused.
"Mars doesn't; Earth does. Despite the propaganda, the government tells the public that things are getting better; you only have to observe the world around you to see that things are getting worse, a lot worse. We are well past the tipping point on the environment for Earth. There is no saving it; we are fast approaching the day no life outside of an environmental dome can survive. It will take at least ten thousand years and as many as a million before Earth will be able to support life again. Fear not, life will return to Earth, but it probably will not be humans around to benefit from it." Master finished.
"So we're fucked?" Zia said
"We are if we attempt to hide in Environmental domes on Earth. It is a slow decline until extinction goes that route. But if we can create a self-sufficient Martian colony, we can grow, prosper, and eventually colonize the stars. The Master said with hope. "That is why the Martian colony is so important. It's our best chance at long-term survival. Our only chance as well." He answered her question. The Master then continued with his lecture, as she never interrupted him.
Doctor office
Zia was again in Doctor Bennett's office. She was sitting on the examination table; he had just given her some more injections. Cum was dripping out of her pussy; he had just finished fucking her again in his office as she bent over his desk. He asked her to stand up; he wanted to add more decoration to her body. She did as he told her; she didn't know how, but he had some sort of control over her. After only a few days she was his to command. He picked up a tablet and typed a few commands; a Spades symbol appeared just above her pussy, with a Q in the middle. Then the words "BBC only" above the spades symbol.



"What's BBC mean?" Zia questioned.
"Barry Bennett's Cock or Barry's Big Cock, if you prefer," the doctor replied. "I'm telling the world you're my property. Hands off"
"Oh, and the playing card symbol and Q?" Zia questioned again.
"You are my Queen," Bennett replied. "Throughout history, the Queen of Spades has been seen as a symbol of a woman who controls her destiny. The woman playing cars is Athena, the goddess of inspiration, strength, and skill. And right now, you are inspiring me to fuck you again."
Zia blushed. "Already?" she questioned. Then she remembered something: didn't the black man in the cafeteria say something about it, meaning a woman who controls her destiny?
"Soon," Barry replied, "Let me finish up with your new tattoos."
He added another QoS Symbol to her ankle and one on her breast. She was going to get hit on by every black man in the center. It was going to be entertaining to watch, Bennett thought. As an afterthought, he removed the QoS symbol between her shoulder blades and moved it down to the top of her Tramp stamp; he added vines ending in smaller spades into the tramp stamp design. Barry smiled to himself.
"I have some work to finish up on; why don't you run off to lunch? I'll catch up with you later." Bennett said. He was considering banging her from behind during class while Evan looked on, trying to teach. The thought gave him another hard-on.
Zia was in line to get lunch; as she moved her tray along the line, someone grabbed her ass from behind, bent her over, and slid their dick inside her in one fluid motion. It couldn't be anyone except Barry; he began wordlessly pumping his dick in and out of her; it felt wonderful; he even seemed bigger now than earlier today. She could barely believe it; a few days ago, she wouldn't even be nude around anyone, let alone having sex in public. It was so erotic.
"Oh, Barry," she said lovingly. His dick felt so good, filling her pussy, stretching it.
Barry then grabbed her breast with his hand; she looked down and was about to intertwine her hand with his when she realized it was a black hand.
"What the Fuck!" she screamed. She quickly stood up and spun around; the black man's hard dick came out of her with a pop. "What the fuck do you think you're doing?" she screamed at the black man in front of her. "Rape! Rape!" she started screaming. The black man stepped back, confused.
Everyone in the cafeteria was looking at them, and a few of them, in on the joke, started laughing.
"What the fuck!" he yelled back at her. "You can't advertise your body to a Brother and not expect him to sample the goods."
"What the fuck are you talking about?" Zia shouted back," Can't you see my tattoo? 'BBC only'. That's Barry Bennett Cock only!" The entire cafeteria then burst out laughing. Including the black man that just raped her!
Zia didn't understand what everyone was laughing about.
Doctor Bennett, watching the events unfold on a monitor in his office, laughed so hard he fell out of his chair onto the floor. He hadn't planned this, which made it so much funnier. He was happy this was getting recorded; he was going to watch it over and over for years.
"Stupid slut, that's not what it means," the Black man was telling Zia. Still laughing.
"Then what does it mean?" Zia demanded.
"Big Black Cock Only!" the man replied, "and the queen of spades symbol is the universal symbol for your down for any black man to fuck you."
Zia was stunned, realizing that's why all the black men had been hitting on her for days. It all made sense now that sick bastard Doctor Bennett set her up! She felt like a fool; she ran out of the lunch room crying.
Lisa found Zia in the bathroom, crying. Lisa felt bad for her, but she had herself to think about. And she came first, above anyone else, no matter how shitty it was.
Zia looked up at her, still sobbing, "I thought you were my friend. Why didn't you tell me?"
Lisa said, "I'm sorry, but Bennett threatened Erik and me. If we told you, he would find some excuse to make us medically unfit to travel on the shuttle, and unlike you, we both have backups that can replace us at a moment's notice."
Zia understood, but it didn't make it any less of a shit thing to do to her.
Lisa moved close to Zia and whispered into her ear, hoping any recording device wouldn't overhear her. "Full disclosure, Bennett is giving you injections to make you horny and more submissive."
"What?" Zia said.
Lisa put her finger to her lips and pointed at the ceiling; Zia then understood they were being recorded. She did see the obvious cameras in the training center, but who knew how many hidden cameras and listening devices there were?
"Anyway," Lisa continued in a normal voice, "In just a few days, we leave for Mars, and you can put this horrible experience behind you. And get on with your life."
Zia did not come by to see Dr. Bennett in his office after her classes the next day. He figured she was pissed at him; he didn't feel the least bit guilty about what he did to her. Women were a disposable commodity to him; 'Use them and lose them' was his motto. Still, he really missed her tight pussy; while there were plenty of women he could sweet talk or threaten into having sex with him, he still wanted to use Zia for the two days remaining before launch. While he could not forcefully rape any of the women at the center, he still did have a lot of leeway in what he could do. Injecting them with chemicals to make them submissive and horny, it was perfectly within his rights to perform his function as a doctor. He could also threaten just about anyone by ruling them medially unfit for travel. They all knew they were easily replaceable; just about everyone screened for the Martian colony project had backup or alternative and could take their seat on the shuttle. Zia, of course, was the exception. There was no backup or replacement for her; she WAS the backup. If her seat were empty when the shuttle launched due to something he did, it would be he who felt the wrath of upper management. He might even lose his job over it. After he finished laughing over the prank he pulled on Zia; he came to his senses; what if she committed suicide over the embarrassment? He quickly located Lisa and dispatched her to the bathroom. Lisa was to do damage control. He had to control the situation. He had to control Zia.
The next day, Doctor Bennett mixed up his unique cocktail of hormones, estrogen, submissive drugs, and a touch of ecstasy. Loaded into a syringe and summoned Lisa.
"Yes, Doctor," Lisa said when she entered his office.
He handed her the syringe, "Give this injection to Zia."
"Now?" Lisa questioned, "But she's in class."
"Yes, Now! Don't question me Slut." He followed it up with, "And make it known, no White, Asian, or Latino man is to touch her tonight, or it's an instant medical disqualification. I'm the only dick that will satisfy her urges tonight. In a few hours, she is going to be climbing the walls looking for a hard dick to fuck her."
He didn't bother to include black men in this order; he knew she hated Black men. It had something to do with her parents being killed by a black gang. The details escaped him, but it was unimportant.
Lisa noticed that Bennett had a slave contract on his desk, similar to the one he had her sign a few months ago. It was not legally enforceable on Earth, but Mars had different rules. Lisa had been a backup/alternative for the Mars colonist project for two years now. Usually, the backup would be on the next trip to Mars unless, of course, someone more qualified was identified for the journey. She was passed over five times now, and each time, she thought it would be her turn to get to go to Mars, someone more qualified than she was applied, and Lisa was bumped to the backup slot again and again. She was determined to do anything get go to Mars; the conditions on Earth were only getting worse each year. While she was only 24, if she wanted to live long enough to make it to her 30s, Mars was her only chance.
Lisa approached Doctor Bennett and begged him to medically disqualify the woman she was a backup for, ensuring her spot on the next shuttle. The Doctor looked at her and pulled out a contract from his desk; it was already pre-filled out with her name and information on it. I was wondering how long it would take you to come to your senses; I've had this contract ready for over a year.
Confused, Lisa looked over the contract; it was a Slave Contract. When Bennett arrived on Mars the following year, she would be his sex slave for the rest of her life or until he got tired of her and traded her to another Master. The contract gave Bennett complete control over her life, what tattoos she would have, piercings, and what men he would whore her out to. She would, of course, still have to perform the job she was hired for as a Martian colonist, but from the minute she was off work from her shift, she was his to use and abuse. She would have a slight reprieve from the contract since she would be arriving on Mars before him. The moment Bennett stepped foot in the Martian Spaceport, she was to be there on her knees, ready to obey her new Master.
She looked up at him after reading the contract and asked him if he was serious.
Bennett laughed at her. "You could hope you are not bumped again next year's launch. I'll be on it, leaving for Mars. The other saps working here are too honest. They drank the Kool-Aid and honestly believed in the cause. Once I'm gone, you'll be on your own. Do you feel lucky?"
Lisa knew he was right; Bennett was as corrupted as they came, and without him, she would have to take her chances. No, she did not feel lucky; she always made her own luck.
Defeated, Lisa signed the contract. Bennett took it and placed it in his top drawer; he would be putting it into his safe shortly. And one more thing Bennett added. You will be available for me to fuck any time I want, as well as be my agent to corrupt other sluts to add to my harem.
As Lisa walked from the hall, she remembered the conversation like it was yesterday. A chill went up her spine. She had no doubt this was what Bennett intended for Zia as well. But there was a small glimmer of hope; she wondered if Zia would go for it.
Lisa found Zia in class; Evan was lecturing to her, Speaking quickly. Zia was sitting in the front row, struggling to absorb everything he was saying. As Lisa walked into the room, Evan looked up at Lisa.
"I'm teaching 'waste of space' here; what is this interruption," Evan said.
"Sorry," Lisa apologized, "I have an injection to give Zia, doctor orders."
"Can't this wait?" Evan complained.
Lisa shook her head, no. Zia looked at her, and Lisa pointed up to indicate they were being watched.
Lisa told Zia loudly, louder than was necessary, "I have a shot for you, doctors' orders."
Zia looked at the injection; she had no doubt it would be something to make her horny, but she could not refuse it.
Lisa injected Zia with the syringe, learned closely to Zia's ear, and whispered into it. "Booker's dick will ruin a woman's pussy for any white boy that comes after."
With that, Lisa said it was all done and walked out. Evan continued where he had left off in his Lecture, but Zia wasn't listening. What did Lisa mean by that?
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Zia is recruited by Mars.
Chapter 3
Zia felt herself getting more and more hornier as the class went on; by 5 pm, when she was dismissed, all she could think about was getting some dick. She didn't think she would have any trouble finding a guy to fulfill that need. Until she discovered that every guy she approached turned her down; many actually ran from her. Even Erik, who had fucked her a few days prior, was nowhere to be found. It was then she realized that this was what Bennett planned; he was setting her up so she would have no choice but to crawl back to him and take part in whatever sick game he had planned for her that day. Zia promised herself that she would not, under any circumstances, bow down to Bennett's will.
But he did have a nice big dick, and she needed it NOW; she licked her lips, thinking hungry about what it would feel like inside her, satisfying her craving.
No, No, what am I doing, she thought, I have to get control.
But she could feel herself losing control; soon, she would be on her knees begging for Bennet's dick.
Then she remembered Lisa's message.
As distasteful as it was, Booker was her only other option; she rushed back to the dorms, looking for him.
When she found him, she begged him to fuck her now.
"Are you sure you want to do this?" Booker asked. "We launch in two days. Go bow down to your Master, Doctor Bennett. In two days, he will be out of your life forever."
This made sense to Zia, but she was determined to deny Bennett what he wanted.
"Fuck me," she begged again
"Sorry, I can't help you," Booker responded.
"Wait? What? Why?" Zia responded in tears now; her need was so great.
"Those tattoos on your body mean something to black men. You can't give yourself to one black man and deny others. If you wear the Queen of Spades tattoo, you are advertising yourself; you are available to any black man, at any time, any way he wants you."
"Are you ready to become a Queen of Spades slut?" Booker asked.
The thought of black men using her any time they wanted horrified Zia, but what choice did she have? It was Bennett or black men.
"Yes," she said softly.
"What was that Slut.' Booker asked.
"Yes," Zia said more loudly.
"Yes, What," Booker asked, pressing her.
"Yes, I'm a Queen of Spades Slut." Zia replied.
"Good", booker responded. He signaled to Jerald, who was watching close by. Lisa gave them both a heads-up earlier that Zia might be stopping by. Jerald left the dorm to round up brothers from other dorms; they were going to break her in the right.
"But not so quick; there are rules you have to follow as a Queen of Spades slut.

	You are available to any black man that wants you; none of your holes belong to you anymore, Pussy, ass, mouth; they are community property for all black men to use.
	No white boys allowed; you only fuck black dick now.
	No condoms or birth control; we will impregnate you, you will raise our children, and often, you will not know who the real father is.
	You will keep yourself in peak physical shape, hit the gym, diet, makeup, nails, and hair, and do whatever else you have to do to continue to make yourself desirable to black men.
	We will decide what tattoos and piercing you get.
	You will always be on the lookout to recruit more white pussy to increase the number of sluts available."


Zia cried, "Yes, yes, anything, just please fuck me."
Booker could see she was near the breaking point; she kept looking at the exit to the dorm. If he didn't close the deal now, she would make a break for it, running to Bennett, begging him to fuck her. Now was the time; typically, he had a slut give him a blow job for 10 or 15 minutes before mounting and fucking her senseless, but he saw she wasn't going to able to wait that long.
"No, you fuck me," Booker said to her as he laid down, "straddle me, put my cock into your pussy, and ride me like a cowgirl slut you are."
Zia wasted no time. She climbed on top of the massive, muscular black man and grabbed his huge dick; it must have been 10 inches long and had a more considerable girth than Bennett's dick. She had no experience handling something this size; Bennett's dick was the largest she had ever inside her. Zia lined up her pussy and pushed herself down onto Booker's manhood. She could only get it into her a few inches; it was so large, and she was stretched more than she thought was possible. She lifted herself and rammed down onto his dick; it impaled her several more inches. Again and Again, she moved up and down, each time forcing more of him in her. Finally, he was all the way inside her; she never felt so filled. She thrust up and down on his dick; in a few minutes, she felt like she was in heaven. She felt someone touch her anus as she bounced up and down; she could only concentrate on only so much. She felt someone rub lube on her anus, and then fingers inserted into her ass. She had never had anal sex before, and she had no idea what was about to happen to her. Someone grabbed her from behind and forced her to stop bouncing. Then she felt it, someone was forcing something big into her ass; it was a dick, she realized, probably a big black dick too. Zia cried out in pain as her anus was assaulted; the dick was forced inside her a few inches, pulled out, and forced inside her ass a few more inches; each time the dick was forced inside her more, she cried out in pain, then it was all the way inside her, there was a moment of no movement. Then Booker forced her body up with his hands, and the dick inside her ass back up out her ass a bit and down she went, Booker's dick impaling her pussy, and the dick in her ass was forced all the way inside her, after a few assists, she got the idea, and happily bounced up and down again. She thought she felt filled with Booker's dick inside her, now with a massive dick in her pussy and another in her ass; she was stretched to a point she didn't think was impossible. It felt so good; she never wanted to stop; she cried out in pure bliss.
Zia didn't notice the black man standing in front of her until he grabbed her head and forced his dick into her mouth and down her throat. He had a firm grip on her head; she was helpless; he mercilessly skull fucked her. Zia turned all her attention to the black man forcing himself into her mouth; she had to take quick breaths to get any air as he pulled out before the next thrust of his dick was forced down her throat, blocking her breathing passage. Every hole she had was getting used, all at the same time. It was so erotic.
A crowd of spectators gathered around or looked on from other beds, other couples or threesomes paired off; it was an orgy all around in the dorm that night. Four other black men gathered around watching, waiting for their turn.
The Doctor
Bennett looked at the time. Zia was well past due; where was she? She had to have some strong willpower to resist him for so long. He wasn't worried about her hurting herself; he assigned Lisa to keep a close eye on her. Finally, he could wait no longer, he ordered his computer to locate her, the video on the screen made no sense, and black men were gathered around someone he couldn't see. He switched camera views and screamed out in rage when she realized it was Zia in the middle of the orgy.
"FUCK!!!" he screamed; she outsmarted him; he never expected her to do this.
He used the computer to access Zia's nanobots; Quickly, he gave her new tattoos, the only thing he could do to her at the moment, a "Slut" tattoo, appeared on her forehead seconds after he issued the command. "Whore", "I love Piss," whatever derogatory thing he could think of, he wrote on her body. Just as he was issuing the command "I love shit, feed it to me" to be displayed across her chest above her breasts was issued, the computer returned an error. What? Bennett said to himself. He pressed the icon to reissue the command, and "Access Denied" was displayed on the screen.
"What the Fuck!" he screamed at the computer, punching the keyboard. Then, an email notification popped up on his screen. Report to the director's office at 9 am tomorrow sharp.
The next thing he saw made him look at the screen in shock. All the tattoos that Bennett had given Zia disappeared, and someone wiped her body clean. There were only a few people who superseded his access and could override his commands, and the director was one of them. Shit, he thought, he was in trouble, big trouble.
The Director
Wearing his best suit, Doctor Bennett rode the elevator up from the underground levels up past the lobby and into the tower to the executive floors. As he stepped off the elevator, there was a security station behind frosted bulletproof glass, barring his access to the floor. The guard in a window behind the glass had Bennett present his employee badge, and his face was scanned to verify his identity. Once cleared, the doors slid open, on the other side was an armed security in tactical body armor waiting for him.
The guard said to Bennett, "This way, the Director is waiting for you."
Bennett just expected the guard to wave him in the indicated direction, not to follow alongside him. This wasn't a good sign, he thought. The Director and Bennett were good friends in the past, he was expecting just a slap on the wrist. Now, he was thinking otherwise.
Once at the door to the director's office, the guard stopped, knocked twice on the door, and waited. After 10 seconds or so, there was an audible click from the door. The guard pushed the door open, stepped inside first, and held the door for Bennett. Bennett stepped inside, and he could see the director across the room, standing with his back to them on the phone. Bennett started to approach the director's desk, which was a good 20 feet away, but the guard ordered him to stop; he could hear the guard place his hand on his gun holster. A terrible sign, thought Bennett.
Finally, the director finished his call, hung up the phone, and turned to Bennett.
"What the Fuck, Barry!" the director said to him.
"Sir?" was Bennett's response.
"I've been getting complaints about you for months. Tampering with medical reports, drugging and pressuring recruits for sex, as well as assigning offensive tattoos on their bodies. The list goes on and on. I should have dealt with you months ago, but frankly, I don't have time for this shit. I could have turned a blind eye to your shit for a bit longer, but this incident with the recruit Zia Johnson is something I can't ignore. The video is all over our intranet in Martin Project Centers worldwide. Fortunately, our security and secret nondisclosures prevented it from reaching the internet. I can't imagine the damage something like that would have caused. I'm under way too much pressure already. Several governments have reduced their commitment to the Mars Colony Project, and others have dropped out altogether to focus their resources on building dome cities in their own countries. We thought we had another 20 or 30 years before the complete collapse of Earth's environment, but I'm being told it's accelerating faster than estimated. We have ten, 15 years at best. We have to make Mars self-sufficient before the collapse. If we fail, it could be the end of the entire species, for fuck sake!"
"If I had the time, I just fire your ass, but I don't have the time to train a replacement. For now, you're on probation; Doctor Smith will review all your medical reports and any injections you administer. If anything looks the least bit suspicious, you're out on your ass. Got that?" Said the director.
"Yes, sir," Bennett replied.
"Also, I need to push back your scheduled launch to Mars; I need you here. I will see if I can get you on another flight a couple of years in the future. If you don't fuck up again, that is." The director waved them away and picked up his phone to make another call.
The guard said to Barry, "This way, sir," and held the door open for him.
As Barry was riding the elevator back down to the lower levels alone, He could contain himself no longer, "FUCK!" He screamed.
This was all that slut, Zia's fault. He had friends on Mars; he would make her pay for this.
Zia woke up alone on Brooke's bed; she was more than a little surprised he wasn't there. To wish her a good morning or for a pleasant wake-up fuck. Black men, she thought, they fuck you and leave you once they get what they want. Zia sat up painfully; what did they do to her? She felt like she was run over by a train, sore all over, cum still leaking out of her pussy. Looking around, she saw that most of the dorm was empty; she must have slept late, looking at the time. On the wall, she realized she WAS late! The asshole teacher that forced her to call him "Master" will be more of an asshole today. As quickly as she could, she headed to the bathroom to clean herself; she could feel the stickiness and dried cum on her body. She must have looked like a real whore.
A man in a guard uniform was waiting by the bathroom door. As Zia approached, he gestured for her to stop with his hand and said, "Zia Johnson, come with me."
Zia replied, "I have to get to class."
"That can wait; the director would like to speak to you." said the guard.
The Director? Zia thought, oh God, I'm in trouble. "Can I at least clean up first?" Zia asked, looking at the front of her body for the first time; she realized her 'BBC only' tattoo was gone, and as she looked over her body, she found all of the tattoos were gone, including her Tramp Stamp.
"The director is a busy man. He ordered me to allow you to sleep, but once awake, he wanted to speak to you immediately. Come." The guard ordered her.
Zia followed him out of the dorm and down the hall. He opened a door for her, and she stepped in. It was a small room with no furniture in it, not even a chair to sit down on, and a large monitor was on the wall. The guard closed the door, stood in the back of the room, took something out of his pocket, typed on it, and waited. A few seconds later, the monitor came to life. Zia could see the face of a man, middle-aged dressed in a business suit.
"Good Morning, Zia Johnson. I'm Director Rivera. I'm responsible for running the Northeast United States operational area of the Mars project."
"Hello," Zia meekly replied, confused about what this was all about.
"I can see you had a rough night. I'm sorry. I should have told my personal bodyguard to allow you some time to clean up; he takes what I say too literally sometimes," The Director said.
"I just wanted to apologize on behalf of the Mars Project for Doctor Bennett's recent treatment of you. He has been disciplined. If he gives you any more trouble, inform any staff member, and I will see he is removed from this project."
"Also, I understand you were under the influence of some drugs last night that may have caused you to make some decisions that you may not have made under normal circumstances. I already spoke to Mr. Brook earlier this morning; he agreed that anything you may have agreed to last night is not binding. If anyone pressures you for obligations you agreed to last night in any way, please do not hesitate to inform a staff member; I'll see that they are dealt with."
"Finally, I see that today is your last day of class; you will be graduating today. Congratulations. Tomorrow, you launch into orbit to begin your trip to Mars. I'm sure you will be a valuable colonist to the success of the colony."
"And one last thing, if Evan gives you any trouble for being late, tell him I excused you." Director Rivera finished.
"Evan?" Zia questioned.
"Your instructor. What do you know him as?" Director Rivera asked
"Master," Zia answered.
The director frowned; he did not look amused. "His name is Evan; call him that. If you have any trouble using this name, tell him I said his new name will be unemployed Evan." Director Rivera then cut the connection without another word.
Zia smiled, the day was looking up.
Zia exited the room, stepped into the hallway, and immediately ran into Jerald.
"Where you have been slut, Jerald," said to her, "My dick needs a good sucking." He started to reach for her head.
The guard behind Zia intercepted Jerald and slammed him into the wall of the hallway in one smooth movement. The guard spoke to Jerald in a low-threatening tone. Jerald's eyes turned from anger to fear.
The guard released Jerald. Regaining his composure, Jerald looked at Zia in the most respectful voice he could manage. "I apologize for my outburst and treatment of you. I have not seen Booker this morning; I'll make sure all the brothers know your new status."
Zia walked away, even though she wasn't sure what her new status was either. While being a Queen of Spades slut did appeal to her on some level, deep down, she still harbored ill feelings about black men. Still she did have a great time last night, at least what she could remember of it. She wouldn't mind a repeat performance with Booker but wasn't sure if being a slut for blacks was what she wanted for her life.
Class
Zia took a nice long shower and cleaned herself up. She stopped by the cafeteria, took her time eating lunch, and strolled into the classroom at a leisurely pace. Evan was there waiting for her; he had a paddle in his hand.
"Where have you been, Waste of space!?" Evan Demanded.
"I will paddle your butt so sore you will not be able to sit down for the shuttle ride to orbit!" Evan was, of course, bluffing; he would give some excuse at the last minute that he would be merciful.
"The name is Zia, Evan," she told him with a smile. "Director Rivera said to tell you if you had an issue with my tardiness, to that you can take it up with him. You have a problem with that?" Zia felt good telling Evan this after he verbally abused her all week. Seeing the paddle, she was tempted to say to him that the director had given her permission to punish him, but she didn't want to press her luck.
Evan stood there with his mouth open for a minute. Then he turned to the board and said, "Where were we, Zia?" and began lecturing for the last few hours he had remaining to teach her.
By 4 p.m., he told her that was all he had time to teach her, but there were resources available on Mars that would allow her to complete her training. He encouraged her to do so. There was no physical graduation paperwork to give her, but her record would be updated that she completed training. She would find out later that her graduation entry said 'provisional graduate.' for her completing her training. While Evan was forced to pass her, he wanted it noted that her training was not completed, minimizing any potential blemish on his perfect recruit training record.
Zia arrived back at her dorm; everyone was buzzing about how Bennett his hand smacked, and Lisa credited Zia for making that happen. Lisa said, "It's about time someone put him into his place; thank you."
"Thank you for giving me a tip about Booker," Zia said
"Sorry I had to be so cryptic, but Bennett might have overheard; the surveillance system is known to be extra sensitive in the classrooms; it's used to monitor for cheating," Lisa said.
Oh, that made sense to Zia.
Zia spotted Booker across the room; their eyes met. Booker just smiled at her but didn't approach her. She wondered what the Director had said to Booker. Curiosity got the better of her, and she walked over to him.




"Thank you for taking care of me in my hour of need," Zia said to Booker.
Booker looked down like he couldn't meet her eyes. "I want to apologize for taking advantage of you; I knew you were under the influence of drugs and took advantage of your vulnerability. You are under no obligation to continue to be a Queen of Spades slut. But I will say I enjoyed fucking you very much. If ever want a repeat performance, I would be happy to oblige, no strings attached."
Zia blushed, "Thank you. I may take you up on that. Your dick was the biggest I ever had inside me, but I don't know if my pussy could survive your pounding on a daily bases."
"It is big, isn't it?" Booker boosted, putting his hand on his dick and presenting it to Zia. He was disappointed when Zia walked away. He was hoping for a nice blow job, maybe even another chance to assault her tight pussy.
The Collar
The conversation was cut short when a man entered the room and shouted, "Attention!" Everyone looked at him. "Please follow me; it's time to get your Martian Collars."
Zia looked at Lisa questioningly. "What does he mean, collars?" Zia asked Lisa as they lined up with their fellow dorm mates. Lisa was in front of Zia as they walked out of the dorm in a line and down the hall. They stopped at a door and lined up in the hall. The first person in line entered the room, and the rest of them were waiting for their turn.
Lisa turned to Zia. "This is for your medical and identification collar," she told Zia. "It tracks your medical health in real-time, communicating with nanobots in your blood. It uploads that information to servers. It also tells any device what your access level is, what doors will open for you, what computers you can access, and what level of authority. It even has storage abilities so that you can have a personal copy of information available to you at all times. It's kind of like having a smartphone, but you don't have to worry about losing it or leaving it anywhere by mistake since it's around your neck at all times."
Lisa's mention of her Phone made Zia remember her phone. She wondered if it was still on John's desk where she had left it; she had not seen it since. She didn't even have a chance to call her roommate or friends to tell them goodbye.
"Does everyone get a collar?" Zia asked.
"Absolutely," Lisa replied, "both man and woman, but the men's collars do not flash when it's that time of the month, alerting everyone when you are most fertile, it's time to breed with you."
"What, Wait?" Zia asked, "Wouldn't that be with my husband or boyfriend?"
"Nope", Lisa answered. "In order to maximize the gene pool diversity, anyone and everyone is free to fuck you on the few days you're most fertile when they are breeding you, but usually only once a year. After 30 of 40 different men deposit cum inside you a day for two or three days, most women get pregnant after the first time. Once you're knocked up, you will not have to breed again until after you give birth and your recuperation period is over, so it's only once a year. I've heard that sometimes it takes two or even three times of breeding to get some women pregnant, but this is pretty rare. Once you are pregnant and during your recovery period, you are free to be more selective with whom you have sex with."
Oh god, Zia thought, what did she get herself into?
"This is every year?" Zia asked.
"Only until you reach your production quota," Lisa said; "you are told how many children you are to have; it all depends on how quickly they want to grow the colony. Sometimes, it's only one child in years, and the colony's expansion space is limited, and they want to grow the colony slower; other years, as new environmental domes and new cities are completed, it's as many as four children to fill the available space, and they want to grow the colony faster. Once you meet the needs of the colony, you do not have to breed again, and you can enjoy birth control. And this, of course, only pregnancies successful count; miscarriages or pregnancies terminated because birth defects detected do not count towards your quota."
Zia remembered Evan lecturing about how when the first colonists on Mars attempted to have children, the failure rate was over 90%, with both miscarriages and birth defects detected during pregnancy. A form of artificial gravity was developed to increase the gravity to 95% of Earth's normal in living spaces, and that decreased the number of failed pregnancies to the 35% to 40% range. However, this is still more than double what it is on Earth, which ranges between 10% and 20%. Zia asked if they tried to increase the gravity to the full 100% earth norm to see if that was the cause. Evan told her it was tried in a limited controlled environment, but it did not yield any measure improvements. The energy required to make the gravity increase from 95% to 100% was almost double what it was to increase Mars's 38% gravity to 95%; it just wasn't cost-effective to have normal gravity everywhere. In fact, only the living areas such as apartments, offices, shops, and open spaces had increased gravity; the greenhouse and industrial areas did not have the gravity increase.
"I've heard that some women love to breed every month after they get back on birth control; they set their collars to alert men that they are available to breed every month, even though they can't get pregnant. They enjoy the breeding orgy every month. Others even set their collar's breeding alert to go off several times a month instead of once a month." Lisa said
Thinking about it, it did make Zia wet; a monthly orgy that lasted two or three days had an appeal to Zia on some level.
Lisa entered the room, and Zia was now at the front of the line, waiting her turn. Zia reflected on how much her life had changed in less than a week. Not only was she completely naked all the time, she would be the center of an orgy once a year and possibly once every month for the rest of her life. If someone told her about this, she would never have believed something so ludicrous.
A few minutes later the door opened, and Zia was ushered inside. A metal chair was in the center of the room; there was some equipment on either side of the chair. The man from the dorm who had ordered everyone to line up was inside. He was wearing a white lab coat, balding, and wearing thick glasses. He held a computer tablet in his hands. Looking at it,
"Zia Marie Johnson," he said, "I'm Dr. Smith. Sit down on the chair." Dr. Smith indicated with a finger.
Gina sat down as ordered. Looking around, she could see a mirror on one of the walls and another door leading out of the room; this is why she saw people go in but not back out of the room. Dr. Smith placed her left wrist on the chair arm and locked a handcuff around it, securing her hand to the chair arm. He did the same to her other wrist. After both her hands were secured, he stepped back and pressed some buttons on his computer tablet. The machine on both sides of the chair closed in around her. Before she could react, it surrounded her head, blocking out any light from the room, and she felt something lock around her neck; she heard a few clicks, and the machine pulled away to either side. This allowed Zia to see again. Dr. Smith pressed a button on his tablet, and the cuffs that secured her wrists opened.
"Next," he said in a bored, business-like voice.
Zia got out of the chair and stood up but did not leave the room. She looked at herself in the mirror; there was now a thick silver collar around her neck; it was snug around her neck, but not choking her; she certainly would not forget it was there; there was no seam she could see, no way to remove it. She spun the collar around her neck, looking at all sides of it; she noticed at one point on the collar that there was a hole in the top to the bottom of it.
Turning back to Dr. Smith, she said, "What is this hole for?"
Dr. Smith, looking annoyed she didn't just leave after he processed her, said, "That's if you or someone would like to insert a chain link and loop into it. So a leash could be attached to it, lead you around like a dog if you're into something like that."
"That something common on Mars?" Zia asked.
"No," Smith answered, "but there are some that are into BDSM; it's there if you're into that. You will not be allowed to wear another collar with it and no necklaces either."
"You mean I can't take this off?" Zia asked.
"Of course not," Dr. Smith answered, "they will most likely bury you with it unless they need to recycle the metal and your body."
"Recycle?" Zia asked, puzzled.
"As fertilizer." Dr. Smith said.
Oh, Zia thought; of course, in a closed-loop environment, they recycled everything she remembered from her lectures with Evan.
"The collar is snug; what if I gain weight?" Zia asked.
Dr. Smith looked at Zia funny. "There are no overweight people on Mars, Silly. Your collar will communicate with the dining computers at any place you eat about your dietary requirements and what to serve you."
"So, no candy or cake," Zia asked jokingly.
"Of course not; you will get plenty of food to eat but nothing fattening or unhealthy. Everything you consume from now on will be healthy."
"Now, if you please," Dr. Smith indicated the exit door.
"I have another question," Zia said.
Dr. Smith was looking more annoyed. "Well?" he said. He was waiting for her to ask him.
"Where is my phone? I need to tell my roommate that I'm not returning home before going to Mars."
Dr. Smith frowned. He typed on his tablet.
"It says here that your phone was disposed of, and your roommate was issued her referral reward, so she knows about your recruitment already." Dr. Smith said
"Reward?" Zia asked, "What reward?"
"Your roommate referred your original application to us; she has rewarded a small finder's fee of $100,000. I also see a note here it says here that if you see Zia, tell her I sold all her shit, but it wasn't enough to cover her portion of rent; she still owes me her share of the $12,000 a month apartment rent." Dr. Smith said.
"You were only paying $12,000 per month rent? Must be a real shit hole." Dr. Smith said.
"It was. My share was $6,000." Zia said as she exited the room.
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Part II: Transformations
When I came to, it took a moment to orient myself to my surroundings. I'd been awoken by the loud creaking of springs, and something was gently pounding against my head.
Ah. I was still getting used to my new sleeping arrangements. I was laying against the rough carpet underneath our bed, and Alyssa and Trey were clearly already awake. Around the edges of the bed were black custom-built bars, not dissimilar to a dog cage, connecting the foot-tall space between the bottom of the bed and the floor. The only opening was a small grate door at my feet, in the center of which hung a large padlock in the shape of a spade.
I could hear an adjustment above, and a moment later the pounding of the mattress against me began with renewed vigor. The metal caging started to rattle loudly, the padlock rhythmically clanging against the bars- Alyssa was moaning loudly now. The mattress was now gently crushing my entire body, grinding me into the carpet below. The mating press was a morning favorite of Trey's. It gave him better leverage to drive Alyssa's body straight down into the center of the bed.
Captive beneath the squealing springs, it was impossible not to picture. Her soft body folded in half beneath his immense musculature; pale legs straight up, quaking amid the assault like a white flag of surrender which was not to be honored. Her arms undoubtedly pinned to the mattress, helpless to influence or slow down the titan of a cock that was rearranging her insides. Her animal screams left no doubt as to how much she was loving this ravaging. I felt my own member begin to stir- only to be halted immediately by contact with solid steel. The cage around my cock had been instituted at the same time as the cage around my body- Trey and Alyssa didn't trust me where they couldn't see me.
The entire room began to shake as Trey prepared to unload, Alyssa's screams hoarse from the marathon session the night before. I felt the first sting of rugburn as the springs mercilessly ground me into the carpet, even as my member strained against the bars that bound it. At last came the final thrust, and I was completely pinned against the floor as I could picture Trey begin to fill my fiancée's womb with his hot, thick seed for what felt like the thousandth time. The pressure between my legs was unbearable. The screams and rattling metal faded away, replaced by heavy breathing and Alyssa's quivering, soft moans as her climax faded. A few moments later, I felt a shift above and slender white hands appeared at the foot of the bed, slipping a heart-shaped key into the padlock.
"Mmm come get your breakfast, cucky." The cage doors opened silently on well-oiled hinges. Repositioning my aching body, I scooted out from underneath the bed, feet first. Trey was already up, taking a set of workout clothes out of my dresser- his dresser? My clothes were now relegated to a small section at the back of the closet. But this was the least of the changes that our room had undergone in recent months. A massive mirror had been attached to the ceiling, which reflected the designer bedspread featuring black spade patterning on its silk sheets. My bookshelf had been replaced with a gold-trimmed glass cabinet which displayed an assortment of monstrous sex toys, uniformly jet black. The top shelf contained multiple dildos that had been cast from Trey's cock, which he liked to use on the holes he wasn't stuffing himself. Towards the bottom of the case was the original black dildo I had bought Alyssa way back when, a mocking reminder of how wildly things had gotten out of hand.
But perhaps the most striking change was what adorned the walls. Our photos- Alyssa and I on vacation, dressed in our finest for a wedding, at a few favorite concerts- had been swapped with those of a distinctly different flavor. Trey has commissioned a friend of his to develop a series of professional, black-and-white shots.
In one, Alyssa straddled Trey with her back to the camera, his hands gripping her ass in a black V-string.
In a closeup shot, Alyssa cradled Trey's cock between her bare, oiled breasts.
In what would otherwise be a standard headshot, Alyssa's face was framed on one side by Trey's dark hand and on the other by his hanging cock, her mouth slightly agape.
In another, all that was visible of Alyssa were her forearms and legs, which were wrapped tightly around the furrows of Trey's muscular back as he bred her.
These photos and a half dozen others covered the walls, each in a sleek black frame and illuminated from above with red track lighting. But the biggest insult was reserved for the space directly above our bed, and the only picture I was in. Where once hung our favorite picture from our engagement shoot, there was an oversized print of Trey in a large leather arm chair. He was wearing a sharp grey suit, and holding a leather leash. At his right foot sat Alyssa, wearing nothing but a black collar to which the leash was attached. She clutched his thigh, eyes piercing the camera in her best approximation of a Vogue cover model. All that was visible of me was my head, which was planted under Trey's left foot. My face was turned away from the camera.
"C'mere cucky, I know you're hungry." Alyssa was reclining on the pillows, legs spread. The room wasn't the only thing that had undergone a makeover. Alyssa had taken to dying her hair black, which contrasted nicely with her pale body... and the temporary black spade tattoos we used to put above her pussy were no longer necessary. She'd started going to the gym five days a week, and it showed. Her arms were looking more toned, her stomach flatter, further accentuating the natural curves of her breasts and hips. Her ass and thighs were the biggest and tightest they had ever been thanks to a particularly brutal squat regime. I crawled up the length of the bed and into my usual position. Trey had left a monstrous load inside her, which was now leaking out onto the sheets which already smelled heavily of animal sex. As soon as my head was between her legs, she held my face to her pussy, gently but firmly. I immediately got to work, working her over with my tongue, dutifully swallowing anything given to me.
"Mmmmm..." Her fingers ran through my hair, feet sliding along my back. Her thick thighs began to squeeze either side of my head- her voice was muffled now.
"That's a good boy... clean off your Goddess." This was the last form of sex I was still allowed with her, and I wasn't about to let it go to waste. I breathed in her sweet perfume mixed with pungent musk, savoring the taste of what I hadn't been allowed inside of for over six months; Alyssa's pussy was officially black only now. Once she was satisfied with my work, she flipped over on her stomach so that I could clean what had dripped down between her cheeks. Burying my face in her ass, I lapped up all that I could. I ground my hips into the mattress, but the cage prevented nearly all sensation.
"Mmm that's it, really get in there." Her hand found the back of my head, and she guided my tongue deeper into her ass. I was desperate.
"Mistress.." I begged; face still buried in her ass. "Please... may I have some release?" I was normally allowed to cum every few days, usually at the end of one of their marathon sessions. It had been two weeks. Arching her back, I saw her grin widely at Trey, who was on his way out the door.
"Have everything ready for when I get back." His mouth twisting in a subtle grin, and then he was gone. Alyssa's eyes met mine, still grinning.
"We have something special planned for tonight. You'll get some release then, I promise. Now finish up, I have some errands to run."
"Thank you, mistress." Suppressing a whine, I returned to my task. Once her ass was completely spotless, she stood up.
"Good boy," she cooed, running teasing fingers under my chin. "Just a little bit longer." She held up a small key that hung from a silver chain around her neck- the only way to open my cage. Smiling, she disappeared into the bathroom and I heard the shower turn on.
Lying naked on the bed, I gazed at the pictures surrounding me- frozen snapshots of every defilement imaginable. I had been there for them all, sometimes tied to a chair, sometimes locked under the bed- sometimes forced to listen from outside of the room. What more could they have in store?
A short while later, Alyssa emerged from the bathroom and got dressed. Her time in the gym and a steady diet of black cock had done wonders for her confidence- long gone was the Alyssa who needed convincing to wear a bikini to the beach.
She slipped on a skin-tight black bellyshirt with a plunging neckline and a pair of daisy dukes, making sure to keep her thong just visible at the hips. A pair of chucks and a black choker completed the ensemble.
"I want the kitchen spotless, and don't forget to include the sheets in with the other laundry."
"Yes, mistress." There was a mound of lingerie in every color known to man heaped in the corner of the room, mixed in with pairs of Trey's boxers. Slipping her purse over her shoulder, she came in close, pressing her warm body against mine, her bow lips a hair's breadth from my own. Her voice was a whisper:
"I'll be back soon- be a good little cucky. After all..." she clasped my cage in a vice-like grip, I could feel the heat of her hand through the bars. "It's not like you have any choice." Her tongue was suddenly in my mouth, her hand palming the back of my head, the full weight of her body pressed against mine. I pressed harder against her, my tongue meeting hers, before she broke away.
"Bye!" She giggled and was gone.
***
Alyssa returned a few hours later with several large shopping bags in tow- she was grinning from ear to ear. Plopping down next to me in the couch, she rummaged through one of the bags and produced a blood red teddy with a matching thong and thigh-high tights.
"Well? What do you think?" Her eyes were gleaming.
"I can't wait to see it on you." At this her eyes glinted- and I recognized an increasingly familiar look of playful malice. It was the same look I'd seen before I'd been forced to orally prep Trey for the first time; the last look I'd always get before she smothered my face with her ass to see how long I could go without air. Oh God.
"You don't mean..."
"We're gonna make you look soooo sexy!" She was already pulling items out of the other bags- mascara, lipstick, blush... and a long wig which perfectly matched my hair color.
"What.. I don't.. I'm not sure..." Her eyes met mine once more, and her fingers toyed with the key around her neck.
"It sure would be a shame if you had to go any longer without release..." She stood up in front of me, bending at the waist as she slipped her daisy dukes off, her perfectly shaped ass mere inches from my face.
"How long do you think you could go without going mad?" She squatted until her pale cheeks were touching my cage, gyrating her hips slowly. Shooting me a sultry look over her shoulder, she whispered.
"Another week? Two weeks? Perhaps a month?" I whimpered, the heat against my cage driving me wild.
"Unless of course, you can behave."
"Mistress... please... I can."
"That's the spirit. Come on, we've got a lot of work to so before tonight!" Grabbing my cage, she led me into the bathroom. The next few hours were a blur. Anytime I expressed doubt or offered any shred of resistance, Alyssa would start gently kissing the outside of my cage until I was perfectly compliant again. She began by shaving every trace of hair from my body before generously applying one of her sweet-smelling lotions; it left my skin feeling pleasantly soft and silky to the touch. She trimmed and polished my nails, painting them a bright cherry red. She paid special attention to my makeup, biting her lip in concentration as she worked. It was all bizarrely tender and intimate given the circumstances. At last, she set the wig on my head before stepping back and admiring her efforts.
"Oh my god, you look amazing! It turned out even better than I'd hoped." She stepped back to let me see the mirror and.... Wow. She wasn't kidding- I was not prepared to see the vixen that stared back at me. She had crafted a sexy smoky eye punctuated by dark mascara, which worked nicely with the shiny lipstick she'd chosen. The wig had long side bangs which perfectly framed my face. It helped that I'd always had full lips and high cheek bones for a guy (Alyssa and past girlfriends had often described me as a "pretty boy").
"And now, the piece de resistance." She handed me the blood red lingerie. I slipped the teddy over my back, noticing how the soft fabric tickled my nipples. Pulling the tights on, I enjoyed how tightly they clung to the soft skin of my thighs. Finally, I stepped into the thong, feeling a tingle of pleasure run up my back as the string slipped between my cheeks, the fabric tight against my waist. Turning in the mirror, I found myself unable to look away. I let my fingers play across my ass, enjoying the feeling of my soft skin and how the lingerie made me look like I had more curves than I did. I felt.... good. I felt sexy.
Doesn't this feel natural? A voice that was not entirely my own echoed in my head.
"You love it, don't you." Transfixed by my reflection, I hadn't noticed that Alyssa had left the bathroom. She reappeared now suddenly, clad in matching lingerie. I felt myself blush as deep red as the lace clinging to my body. She grinned.
"I can't wait for..." she was interrupted by three sharp knocks at the front door.
"Speak of the devil! Wait on the bed." As she vanished from the room, reality hit me as if I'd been doused with a bucket full of ice water. I'd been so enamored with my reflection and need for release that I hadn't stopped to think about the ramifications of my outfit- surely this couldn't all be for show. As I sat on the bed, my heart pounded like a jackhammer under the red teddy. I could hear movement in the next room.
A few agonizing minutes later, Trey entered with Alyssa on his arm and a small black case in his hand. He was wearing nothing but black boxer briefs, which clung tightly to his powerfully muscled legs and enormous bulge... even when he was flaccid he was bigger than me. He looked me up and down with intense eyes, like a lion sizing up its prey. Sitting in my lacy lingerie, I realized one of his arms was nearly as wide as my torso- I never felt so vulnerable in my life.
"Damn. Nice job, you." He gave Alyssa a sharp smack on the ass, who giggled and promptly sat next to me at the foot of the bed.
"Now, the finishing touch." He opened the small leather box and held it out for us to see. It was lined with red velvet, and within sat two thin black collars. Each had a gold charm in the shape of a spade. One read "Alyssa," the other... "Layla."
Layla. I could feel their eyes burning into me as understanding dawned.
"Your new name! Isn't it perfect? And look..." Alyssa flipped the charms over. On the back of each was "Property of T." Before I could process what was happening, Alyssa clasped the collar around my kneck before fastening her own. I opened my mouth as if to seek, but no words would come out.
"Shhh," Trey pressed his finger to my lips. "Your mouth is only good for one thing now. Alyssa, lay back for a bit. Layla is gonna show me what those pretty lips can do."
"Awww, no fun," Alyssa whimpered playfully, before reclining back on the pillows at the head of the bed.
"Let me make this perfectly simple for you, Layla. Alyssa and I have decided that as long as you want to keep getting release, you're gonna be my side bitch. Whenever I'm around, you will dress like a girl, you will act like a girl, and you will take dick like a girl. I mean let's be honest- it shouldn't be much of a leap for you. I see how you look at my cock."
Admit it, the voice sounded. Even if I tried to deny it, my body was giving me away. Sitting in lingerie before this black god, my member was straining against its bars like it had never done before.
"And how much of my come do you think you've eaten out of your fiancée since our little arrangement began?"
Gallons. I blushed, and Trey laughed.
"Anyway, the point stands- there's no use fighting it. Now, on your knees." My body appeared to move on its own, and I was soon face to face with Trey's prodigious bulge. I was close enough to feel the heat radiating off it- my heart threatened to pound out of my chest. His immense frame loomed above my own slight figure- it made me feel so small, so... feminine. I looked up at the dark eye eyes burning down into my own. He just jerked his chin up slightly.
Go ahead.
My red-lacquered nails found his waistband, and I slowly pulled down, unveiling the titan waiting beneath. It had begun to swell with blood, springing up and smacking my cheek as the waistband passed its head- the familiar, thick musk filling my nostrils. I admired the thickness of it, its dark chocolate color, the powerful veins coursing down its length- the smooth skin of the rapidly engorging head. Hundreds of hours of edging to snowbunny porn- women of every size, shape and age moaning, squirting, and begging for more- of Alyssa whispering how mind-shattering it felt in my ear, of watching her be taken every way imaginable... it had all finished rewiring my brain. I wanted it. I fucking needed it. And now for the first time with Alyssa waiting in the wings, it was all mine.
"Stop gawking and get to work."
Heart pounding, I kissed the tip, feeling the slight stick of precum. Parting my lips slightly, I let the warm cockhead slide into my mouth. The smooth skin of it made my lips tingle- the fullness of it comfortably filling my mouth. I let my tongue play with the underside of the head, which elicited a soft, satisfied rumble from above.
"Good girl." Good girl. The words struck me- I loved the sound of it. It was so foreign hearing something positive come out of Trey's mouth... and something akin to pride welled up in me.
"Don't forget my balls, slut." Eager to please, I popped his cockhead out of my mouth and brought my lips to them, enjoying the velvety texture of each subtle wrinkle. I extend my tongue in broad, sweeping strokes, following the form of each gargantuan orb. Far off, some buried facet of my psyche reminded me that I was worshipping the balls that had dumped load after load into my fiancée's womb. Whatever shame I may have felt was immediately drowned out by a fresh wave of lust as I inhaled their intoxicating musk.
Lose control.
I buried my face at the root of his shaft, running my tongue along the underside of its length- it seemed to never end. Reaching the tip, I greedily took the length back between my lips. I was soon sucking and twisting the head with my mouth as my hands worked the shaft, as I'd seen Alyssa do countless times before. The taste... the scent... the lipstick rings I left further and further down the shaft... I couldn't get enough. My hands clutched the back of his thighs as I forced the cock down deeper.
Choke me. Fuck me. The voice was deafening now. I am your slut. I am your whore.
Without warning, powerful arms lifted me like I weighed nothing and tossed me onto the bed. Trey manhandled me onto my hands and knees before grabbing a bottle of lube from the glass shelf. The fog of my lust was pierced by a sudden ray of fear. Alyssa and I had played back there before, but I had never taken anything nearly as big as Trey.
"I don't think I'm ready... You're too bi..."
"You'll do as your told, girl." Trey hadn't missed a beat, and was now pulling my thong aside. I felt the cool slick of lube run between my cheeks, Trey's cockhead knocking at my door. Eyes pleading, I turned to Alyssa. I'd practically forgotten she was there- but I would never forget the sight before me. While I was throating down Trey, she had grabbed one of the dildos cast from his cock and was pistoning it into her gushing pussy, her other hand furiously working her clit. Mouth agape, chest and cheeks flushed bright pink, her eyes rolled in her head like a thing possessed. Her words came out breathless, desperate...



"Fuck him... I want you to fuck him... make him your bitch... he's a girl now, fuck him..."
Before I could react, Trey entered me. The pain was incredible. My body spasmed, head hitting the mattress as I surged forward... but powerful hands held me firmly in place.
"Please! Be gent..."
"Shut it. And I'm daddy to you now."
"Please daddy..." he was still feeding inches into me. I bit down hard on my thumb, trying to override the pain, but it didn't do much to help. I was being stretched to my limit- it just kept going. After what felt like an eon, the whole of his shaft was buried inside me- I felt like I'd been impaled. Lodged inside, he stopped for a moment and the pain died down for a second. I thought I could feel him as far up as my navel.
"Time I made you a woman, Layla." With that he began thrusting into me, starting slowly but gradually picking up speed. My body strained to accommodate him, and I bit harder into my thumb, drawing blood. With each thrust, the fist of his giant black balls battered my own pitiable sack. Soon he was in a steady rhythm, and planted a foot on the mattress next to me to give himself better leverage.
Something happened then that I didn't expect. With this new angle, pleasure shot up my back. The pain was still there sure, but it was easier to endure- Trey's cock was stimulating my prostate. My body relaxed slightly, my hips reorienting, and the pleasure doubled. A small moan escaped my throat.
"Ah, there it is," Trey laughed. "Soon I'll have you begging for this cock just like your slut fiancée." He leaned hard into this new angle and redoubled his efforts- the pain wasn't gone, but had been totally eclipsed by the pleasure coursing through me. My body loosened further, and I lost the arch to my back- sticking my ass up and back into Trey.
"Moan for me, slut."
"Fuckk... yes.." The syllables came out instantly. I was feral. Two weeks of pent-up sexual frustration started to bubble to a head.
"Good girl." Good girl. The words send me over the edge.
"Yes, fuck me daddy!" Trey laughed, grabbing my arms and pulling them behind my back, my upper body suspended in the air as he slammed inside of me again and again. His cock was stretching me out- and I loved it.
Ruin me. Defile me.
"Oh my God...." I was on the precipice. "I'm gonna commee..."
With that he stopped, letting go of my arms. I caught myself from falling forward onto the mattress, looking back to find him grinning.
"Oh don't let me stop you, go ahead and finish up." Oh God. I knew what he wanted me to do- but there wasn't a shred of shame left in me. I needed to come. Rocking my hands and knees back in forth, I began ramming my hips back into his powerfully muscled frame, his member snaking in and out of me. He didn't move a muscle. He yanked my hair back, forcing my face forward.
"Look her in the eyes as you do it." Alyssa's piercing green eyes met mine, her face flushed with pleasure as she defiled herself with the dildo perfectly matching the beast that was lodged inside me. Unable to stop myself, I held her gaze as I fucked myself with Trey's cock.
"Oh my Goddd..." I moaned like the bitch in heat that I was.
"Black cock is your God now." Continuing to slam myself back into him, it was hard to argue with. I was on the edge... I was there.
Own me. Breed me.
Not a second before I hit climax, powerful hands yanked my arms behind my back and I was violently pinned to the mattress. In contrast to his measured thrusts before, Trey pulled out all the stops. His immense member jackhammered in and out of me, pushing me over my climax. Weeks of pent-up sexual energy was released, and my entire body was wracked with ecstasy. I realized the high-pitched shrieking I was hearing was coming from my own lips.
Trey continued pounding me into the mattress for another few thrusts, yanking my head up to see Alyssa, who was hitting her own climax at the display of degeneracy before her. After a few last powerful thrusts, I felt a new warmth as he unloaded inside of me. The feeling was strange... but not unpleasant. He stayed lodged inside of me for a few moments, before pulling out and pushing me forward onto Alyssa. We lay in a tangled mess, shaking with pleasure as our climaxes moved through us.
"Look at these two cock-drunk sluts. You're beyond help, truly," Trey laughed. "Layla makes a better girl than she ever did a man, don't you think?"
Alyssa only gasped:
"Oh, definitely." Trey turned back to me.
"Now slut, you're gonna clean me up and get me ready to give your fiancée a turn. Understood?" As the last quakes of my orgasm rocked my body, I knew something had irrevocably changed. It was as if a switch had gone off- a final piece fallen into place. I saw with startling clarity that I would do whatever it took to ensure that I was never without black cock. In a phrase: my fate was sealed.
The very picture of complete and total submission, all that would leave my lips was:
"Yes, daddy."



        From Quarantine to Queen of Spades

        Susan employs a black owned home repair service in lockdown.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/from-quarantine-to-queen-of-spades

Title: From Quarantine to Queen of Spades

Author: finnjones

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Susan employs a black owned home repair service in lockdown.

Tags: interracial, contractor, repairman, housewife, white woman, exhibitionist, black man, bbc, milf, queen of spades




I've binged enough TV series for what feels like a lifetime. I don't want to count how many bags of flour I've gone through to make bread. And...
"SUSAN!"
--And I feel like I've actually grown tired of hearing my name yelled by my husband.
"SUSAN!" David called out again to me last week. It might have been what drove me over the edge.
"What is it?" I asked as he stormed into the kitchen. The chocolate pudding I was whipping up splattered on my white shirt when he startled me. I tried to stay calm.
"Were you messing around down in the basement again?" David asked in contempt.
"No... why would I do that?" I tried not to stoke his fire. A month ago I moved one little tool from his work-bench down there and it was a whole ordeal.
"I thought we agreed we would 'respect each other's space' you know, 'these days'." David added with air-quote fingers. The quarantine was weighing on both of us at this point.
I don't think I have ever spent so much time at home, let alone with my husband. Don't get me wrong-- he's fine as he is, but when you spend too much time together... well, it can drive a lady crazy. Typically he would be at the construction site working long hours and exerting all that energy on the job. And I would be on a long shift at the hospital, doing the same.
"I didn't go down there and mess anything up." I replied calmly. "What's wrong anyway?"
David pouted at the pivot. "It's the damn water, pressure isn't coming out right." He pointed up towards our bedroom. "I'm trying to take a shower and it's just dribblin'."
I put my hands up. "I didn't touch anything." I tried to put on the most innocent face that I could. David took a look and stormed off down to the basement. A few minutes later, he came back up, passively stomping on each step up.
"Nothing looked out of place down there." He said sheepishly with some frustration. Of course I wasn't going to be given the satisfaction of being honest.
"Well should I call someone to fix it?" I asked, recognizing this would be a problem that affects both of us and I didn't want it to linger. But I failed to recognized the emasculating effects.
"Call someone?" David looked at me incredulously. "I could do it myself."
I picked up the phone and shuffled through the search results for a plumber. "Really?" I looked up at David and back at the results, tapping on Brinks Brothers Comprehensive Inspection and Repair. The call connected on a ring. "Do you know what you're going to have to fix?"
There was that incredulous look again and he shrugged at my sentiment. "What?" David pointed to the phone, just as the called picked up.
"Hi yes." I held up a finger at David. "Yes, I'd like to request a plumbing service." I saw David turn at my words and waved me off as he walked back up the stairs. "Oh of course, I understand." I listened to the explanation about safety and social distancing. "That's fine, I'll sign whatever we need to sign. We haven't had any cases in our home."
I went up the master bathroom to tell David about the appointment. When he wasn't in there, I found him seething to himself on the bed watching a sports new cast.
"Can you believe it?" David held his palm out to the TV. "First they cancelled the season and now the players are refusing to come back. Don't they know those owners paid good money for those players to play?" I didn't say anything. "Acting like the bunch of baboons they are."
"That's awful." I replied, trying to make myself feel better about calling him out on his racist remark. But I felt like David took it in agreement.
"Yeah." He turned to his focus on me, still harboring a little anger. "So what is it?"
"I scheduled a plumber to come out tomorrow afternoon to check out that issue." I braced myself for his rebuttal but David was quiet for a minute.
"Tomorrow's no good. I'm watching the game." He said. I was thankful he wasn't throwing a fit.
"I thought they were all cancelled?"
"They are." He said, "But they're doing reruns of the championships and I'm gonna watch."
"Okay." I said, managing to leave it at that.
He wasn't the only one frustrated in the house. Usually most of my frustrations happened at work. In those cases, I had the luxury of locking myself in my office. Since I moved off the hospital floor and into medical billing, I could afford the privacy.
I would draw the blinds on the door, turn off the light. I'd double-check the lock, turn my task chair back the opposite way and lean back in it, letting my hand find itself between my legs. Just a little personal time to get my wits back before I went back to work. Nowadays I'm stuck doing this behind the bathroom door, on my toilet.
And some how, even with the change of scenery, with my hands busy, my mind still wandered back to work. I thought of Dion. Of all the things to fantasize about, I thought this oaf.
Dion used to work on the same floor as me before I switched departments. He's tall, dark, and not handsome. Some of the other nurses would say what he lacked in looks, he made up with muscles. I have to admit, he did have a very sculpted black body... no where near anything David could achieve. But Dion's face was... in a word... goofy. Buck-toothed, bald, and expression-less most of the time.
He did his job well, doing transport within the hospital. I never had any qualms with him. Although he did catch me once in a moment of privacy that I needed. Since they he had added a few raised eye-brows to his expressions towards me. But I'll never forget one shift with him.
It was the end of the shift and we were all chatting at the nurse station. "It's Friday night y'all." One of the younger nurses got up and started dancing in celebration. They looked to me as a spinster, even though I'm only 32, but one of the senior staff members. "What you got going on tonight Dion?" That nurse asked him.
"Uh..." Dion replied. "Not much I guess." His voice was so monotone. "Going out with my girlfriend at a bar. That's about it."
"Girl friend?" Two of the nurses said simultaneously and reserved a smirk of skepticism between themselves.
"You never said you had a girlfriend Dion." said the dancing co-worker.
"Yeah." He said, no change in tone. "She's picking me up tonight."
As soon as he had shared the information, a redhead in a curve hugging body dress came on to the floor. She waved to Dion. "Hey!" Strutting and bouncing, gathering everyone's attention. "Are you ready to go babe?"
"Yeah." Dion grabbed his coat and didn't even seem to register everyone's surprise as he went around the counter. "See y'all later." The redhead put her arm around his bicep and waved us off.
"I know right?" A co-worker commented on the disbelief on my face. "Last week, he got these scrub pants that were a size too small and didn't leave anything to the imagination." She turned back to typing to her keyboard. "I know she's going to have some fun tonight."
And since that day, there's always been something nagging at the back of my mind about it. It would always creep back in just when I found myself really enjoying my private time.
"Susan!" David knocked on the door, bringing me back to reality. I huffed at having to stop enjoying the small solace I had.
--
The following afternoon I took the necessary precautions to make sure everything went without a hitch. I made sure to have a nice spread of snacks for David to munch on while he watched the games. I turned down the blinds a little bit because I know he'd complain about a glare on the screen. I even put on his favorite team colors to add to the ambiance.
"Mmmhmm." David wandered into the kitchen. "Smells delicious in here." When he was hungry and grateful, he was like a different man. "Oh and look at you." He pulled up behind me and held my waist, leaning to my ear. "Got my favorite titty tank on." He grabbed and squeezed my breasts.
"Oh shoo." I knocked my head on his, shrugging him off. "I ought to throw this thing away." I looked down my cleavage. "I've had this thing since we met in college. Look how much it faded."
David didn't need to be told twice to keep looking at my chest. "No you can't do that! You were wearing this when we met. You could say it introduced me to you." He leaned forward again, kissing the top of my cleavage, "Danke," he kissed the left one, "Danke," for the right one, "Can't do without my Double Ds." David beamed as he took a chip off the tray.
"Here," I offered the whole plate up to him, "Go on already. Isn't it time for kick off?"
"Oh yeah." David grabbed the tray and slipped off to the living room. "Thanks."
I tried to savor the few moments of quiet before he turned on the TV to blaring sports sounds. But before he had the chance, we both heard the door-bell ring. "Can you get that?" I called out to David.
"Nope!" David yelled back. "Already sitting down!"
I shook my head in frustration. I made all this stuff for him and he can't even answer the door. I looked through the peep-hole to see a small figure standing just off the porch. Blue shirt, navy pants, a clipboard, and a mask waved back. Of course, it was the plumber.
"Hello!" I opened the door and realized I wasn't wearing my own mask. I slipped behind the door for a second and put it on. "You must be with Brinks." I looked at my watch. "Perfect timing."
"Yes ma'am." The man stayed his ground and waved back. "Gotta be punctual. I'd shake your hand but... you know how it is these days."
"I totally understand. Please come in." I replied and stepped back a few feet to let him in. His stature didn't change, he was short even on equal footing in our foyer. I'm 5'7'' so I would guess he was probably 5'2''. "Thank you for coming, especially during these...--"
"Unprecedented times." His eyes crinkled behind the mask. "I know, hearing that a lot. Glad to be here. Tony Brinks, nice to meet you."
"The problem is downstairs." David said coldly, breaking the conversation. "Come on, I'll show you where." He led the way and Tony followed. "Sooner you get the job done, sooner we're good." He could've easily been David's shadow, given how small he was and well... dark.
I watched them disappear down the staircase to the basement. For a second I thought I could've went down too, but then reconsidered thinking about David's reaction. But I had to know what was the issue so I went back to the kitchen and crouched near the vent. I knew it would carry the sound up from there.
"So what's the problem sir?" Tony's light husky voice asked. You could tell from his voice that he was a bit portly.
"The problem is..." David started. "My wife had to call you here to fix some thing I could take care of. But since you're already here, we're having low water pressure."
"Mmhmm... I see." Tony spoke after a few minutes. I can assume David ran a faucet on the laundry basin. "Well you might be right about the fix being down here."
"Damn right I'm right." David replied, almost to eager to capitalize on his superiority. "Listen, just fix this shit up and go on about your business. Bring the bill up to me when you're done." I heard David's footfalls on the stairs coming up and then he stopped. "And don't do nothing silly down here. I got cameras everywhere. So don't even think about stealing nothing."
There was no reply from Tony and David made it back up to the first floor. "Did you show him the problem?" I asked him.
"Yeah." David replied. "I told him to get on it. I got a game to watch. You steer clear and put on a shirt or something." Before I could say anything, he walked back into the living room.
I rolled my eyes at his back and looked back at the door to the basement. I pulled a cool water bottle from the fridge and tip-toed to peek into the living room. The game was on and David was fixed on it. It was the solace I had been waiting for all day.
However, our visitor had put a wrinkle in that. I pulled the door open slightly so as not to make much noise. I knew exactly where all the creaky steps were on the way down, so it wasn't a surprise that I spooked Tony.
"Oh gawd." Tony squeaked out as he turned his back to see me. "You gave me a fright."
"Sorry about that." I still had my mask up. It probably made it look like an attacker especially as I cast a shadow over him. "Water?"
"Oh that be great." Tony replied, pointing to the table, "I can grab it from there, if you don't mind."
"Not at all." I placed the bottle there. "So... any luck on the water?"
"Well I have a hunch." Tony walked by me and pointed up to the ceiling. "I think there might be a problem with the pressure regulator." I squinted up to see the pipes and a weird contraption on it. "A reading on it will say what the deal is. If it's malfunctioning, I can replace it and it should work."
"Oh that's great." I replied.
"Yes, but we got a problem." Tony rubbed the fuzzy stubble under his mask.
"What's that?"
He pointed up and held his arm up. "I can't get up there. And in my line of work, I usually don't have to carry a ladder." He almost sounded ashamed of it.
"Oh right." I tried to sound apologetic. "Hey I think we have a step stool somewhere back here." I moved passed him and struggled in the dark. Tony took the cue and clicked his flashlight in my direction. When I pulled the stool around, the light fell on my chest. "Will this work?"
"That's ample helpful." Tony's eyes crinkled again, a smile in his voice. "Bring it on over right here. He kept the light trained on me as I leaned over and set the stool open where he requested. "That's perfect... mmhmm." I might have blushed behind my mask.
I stepped back and let him climb up. "Is there anything I can help with?" I asked, almost too eagerly when I'm treated with kindness.
"Hmm..." Tony had moved the beam up to the pipe and looked it over. "Don't think so right at the moment. But I should be able to tell you what's the deal here." He went back to examining the regulator and a silence fell in the room.
"Hey, listen, I want to apologize for my husband." I blurted out. "I called you all after he didn't want to do anything right away to fix this so I'm afraid he's taking it out on you."
"Ain't no problem ma'am." Tony twisted at the pipe. "Happens all the time. Guy thinks he can do it himself and doesn't want another fella poking around his place."
"Really?" I shouldn't have been surprised, especially considering David.
"Well, probably don't help that I'm Black either." Tony chuckled to himself. He looked down and read the shock on my face at the obvious statement. "Don't worry, this ain't the first time." He shook his head like it was nothing.
"I-am-so-sorry." I took a step forward in apologizing. "He...he just doesn't have a filter." I couldn't believe I was trying to defend David's remarks.
"No need to be sorry ma'am. It ain't your fault." Tony turned off the water value and looked down at me again. "I bet you got no say in it. I bet he told you to go put on a t-shirt or something."
I looked down my top and reflexively pulled it up a little. "Well it still doesn't make it okay." I blushed again.
"You know you're a lucky one." Tony waved me off. "Most of the time I got them breathing over my shoulder when I work. Almost all of them hid their women folk when they see me pull in." He pulled at the regulator. "I'm gonna need a..." He fished around his belt. "Aw damn, I must've left it in the truck. Say y'all wouldn't have an adjustable wrench would you?"
"Um, I can go ask my husband if that's alright?"
"Sure, don't mean to put you out in more trouble. But that would be helpful." Tony replied.
I pepped up in my step. "No problem. I'll go ask." I moved back up the stairs quickly and came up behind David on the couch. "Hey the plumber came up to ask if we had an adjustable wrench?"
"What?" David turned back in annoyance. "He doesn't even have a wrench on him? Some plumber." He got up and I followed him to the garage where he rummaged through his tool box. "I find it hard to believe," David spoke under his breath, but I could still hear him, "He probably confused the thing in his pants for his monkey wrench."
David left the foot long steel wrench in the door way to the basement. He yelled down, "Come up and get it," and walked back to the living room. I shook my head at his back again and picked up the tool.
It was surprisingly heavy and solid, the heft caught me off guard. I carried it back down and Tony waited up on the stool. "Here you go." I handed it off.
"Yes, that's exactly what I needed." Tony nodded at me. "Thank you. Hope it wasn't too much trouble."
"No it wasn't..." I started, "It's just..." I tried to point my disappointment with David into the words but failed. "I'm sorry again for my husband's behavior."
"Oh don't worry about it." Tony waved it off again as he went back to fixing the regulator. "You can leave a good tip like the other wives do." He laughed at himself, clearly not waiting for me to get the joke. "I'm kidding."
"Oh gosh." I felt like I had a renewed spirit at the idea. "Of course." I patted around my shorts to look for some kind of payment. "Shoot I left my purse upstairs."
"Definitely not necessary ma'am." Tony looked down to catch me in a gaze at his waist. "I think we got it wrapped up here. You wanna do me a favor?" I nodded. "Go on over to that basin and turn the faucet, see if the pressure is right."
I did as Tony asked and checked the water flow. "It works! It's back to normal!" I cheered but kept my voice low and came back to stand next to him. "That was quick!"
"We aim to please." Tony replied, putting his hands on his waist proudly.
"Thank you so much." I bounced in appreciation, catching his smile at the sight. "So what do we owe for this?"
"Well I got to build up an invoice but I could give you a rough estimate. The going labor rate is $300 and the part itself is $60. So $360 plus tax." Tony counted on his fingers and put the figure out there.
"Oh..." I managed to squeak out. I didn't expect that. Especially considering how little work it looked like had to be done.
"But you know I can knock down some of that since I had to use your tools." Tony recovered my disappointment quickly. "And I might be able to apply a first-time customer discount." He could read the joy coming back to my face. "That would knock it down to..." Tony looked off and did the math in his head. "About $160."
"Wow, that would be great!" I was much happier with the figure. It would definitely be easier for David to handle.
"Oh yeah. I forgot that we also have a kindness discount. Usually if a home-owner shows us some kindness, like a bottle of water..." Tony pointed to the table, "We knock off a percentage based on good-will."
"Really? That's a wonderful idea." I smiled at the thought of the discount.
"Yeah it's like a reverse tip if you get it." Tony smiled and nodded. "So the water and your help with the stool was absolutely appreciated. I'm gonna throw in a 50% discount for your kindness."
I re-did the figure in my head and my eyes lit up again. "Had I known I could've got a discount, I would have been extra kind." I laughed and Tony joined in.
Tony adjusted his tool-belt as he laughed and looked me over. "Well... the opportunities are always there."
"Oh! Is there anything else I can do to help?" In hindsight I was way too naive when I asked.
"I did notice you were handy there with this wrench." Tony passed down David's tool to me. "And I saw that you had your eye on my tool belt too."
I didn't recall looking at it but I suppose I did space out a few times while I talked to him as Tony stood on the stool. His torso was nearly eye level. That's when I saw it, the sloping bump near the crotch of his pants, along his thigh.
"Come on then." Tony took a different, honest tone now. "You been hovering around and helping left and right. And you didn't call BBC Home Service for nothing." He undid his pant button and pulled the zipper down. A black mat of hair sprang up and he reached in, producing the fattest dick I had ever seen. He beckoned me over with it.



"Oh my god..." I didn't even realize I moved closer to it. I stood within an arm length of Tony on the stool, his cock menacing in my view. I held up the David's monkey wrench and compared it to the plumber's member.
"You ain't never seen a black dick before?" Tony was genuinely surprised. "Usually y'all got your research done before you call." He hooked a finger on my tank and pulled me closer. I lost my balance and fell face forward in acquaintance of his cock. "Well, now you have."
I reached out for it without thinking and held it up. Felt just as hefty as the wrench. Except it was leathery and soft, thick but veined, and so dark. I pulled it up to my mouth and could hardly fit it between my lips.
I closed my eyes and remembered that it wasn't David. And that pure fact, and his comments earlier in the day, made me will my lips to open wider. I finally got the tip in and heard Tony's approval.
"There you go." He grumbled in approval. I looked up to see him with his head back, bracing himself up by his waist. "Use that hand, you gonna have to work for that discount."
I wanted to say 'Yes Sir' but I followed his command and got a grip. It barely fit between my fingers. My tongue rolled under the head of his cock and Tony shook a little. I grabbed his thigh to steady him and was reminded again of our height difference. How could a man this small be packing something this big?
Tony put his hand on my head and regained his balance. I could feel the strands of my brown hair bunch up between his fat black fingers. "Oh yeah, that's it... get it." He started pumping my mouth, surprising me with a few more inches than I was prepared for. "You nearly there." He looked down. "I'm gonna need to see them titties." No sooner than he had said it, I felt his fingers crook and pull the straps down.
If David had come down at that moment, he would've seen my breasts bouncing while my mouth was full with the plumber's black dick. It was exhilarating. Tony squeezed my boobs and it only made me suck harder. "Get that other hand on there." Tony slapped at my chest in command.
It had never dawned on me to use both hands. I never had to with David. But Tony's hand was steady on my head and I did as I was told. I tugged and pulled with both hands in unison, feeling Tony's giant cock get harder. He was so close! My lips pulled and my hands milked faster and faster.
"Aw shoot, here it comes. Alright open up now." Tony unplugged my mouth and held my head back. My mouth was already wet from the sloppy work I put in and I looked down the barrel of his thick dick. His fat fingers were working the length of his dick with the help of my saliva. "I'm gonna coat that throat and those titties."
"Aw gawd." Tony exhaled out as the warm stream of cum unleash on my lips. I kept my mouth wide open, feeling the steady pump of cum roll down my tongue. Some of it escaped down my chin and collarbone. I felt it warm and nestled in my cleavage too. "Ooh ooh." Tony winced as my lips went back to work, finishing what I had started. "Heh, now that's what I call kindness."
I stepped back, feeling light-headed in what I had done. I pulled my tank straps back up and saw Tony tuck his cock back into his pants. He stepped off the stool and placed it back where I had found it. When he came back into view, it was like the illusion was lifted. I was looking back down at him again.
"You gonna need this more than me." Tony said as he handed me the water bottle. "I'll go on up and get that invoice ready for y'all."
I blinked and nodded, trying to affirm what he had said and accepting the reality of what just happened. When he took back up the stairs, I could still smell the even around me. When I rubbed under my nose, I wiped away some cum. I hastily grabbed a towel and cleaned before I went back up.
In the foyer, David stood there looking down at Tony. The plumber wasn't cowering at all when he gave David the bill. I walked up to them and smiled. Tony had his mask up and David didn't wear one on principle. I quickly remembered mind and pulled it up, feeling something sticky on my chin.
"So you're telling me we got all these discounts for hospitality?" David scratched his head in confusion. "Well I guess if it's 90% off, I can't complain." He signed the invoice and handed it back to Tony.
"If anything needs repair, you let us know sir." Tony nodded to him. "Pleasure doing business with you folks." He nodded to me, "Ma'am," and turned to his truck. David closed the door behind him.
"You got lucky with that one." David accused me. I felt white hot in the face. "I bet if you had called anyone else, we probably wouldn't have got it done so cheap." He wiped his forehead. "Man I am burning up. Are you?"
I nodded in agreement as he looked at my chest and smiled. "Good thing you got your titty tank on." David put his finger in there again and recoiled. "Ah... you're all sticky and wet. I might have to check and see if that air conditioner is working." He walked off to the HVAC closet.
I wiped my forehead too, to wick away the sweat from what had just happened. I looked down my chest again and saw where what was left of Tony's cum had dried. The sight made my mouth water and I realized I could sneak off and have some private time while David was busy again.
--
The next couple of days were uncomfortable to say the least. I mean, for one thing it was very hot in the house. I felt like I had stepped on David's toes on going around him to get someone to have the water pressure fixed. So I didn't say anything this time when he said he would take care of it. But the more time I had to myself, the more I was convinced that made the right call.
Nearly every moment I had alone made me think back to last week. Whenever I would walk past the staircase to the basement, I thought of that plumber. Then I would think about Dion. And then I thought I had become privy to what Dion's girlfriend knew.
It didn't help that I spent a good amount of my time at home dwelling on it. There were a few occasions where I had to close out some tabs on my browser when David came up behind me. I found excuses to say I was on a video call with my co-workers, only to restore those tabs and pour over the pictures. David would blow up if he had seen what I was looking at. All those big, black, dicks.
But it only pushed my curiosity. So much so that when I found a photo that seemed unreal, almost too big to be true, I had to pull out a tape measure to just see how big it would be in real life. I tried my hardest not to compare, but it was just too great of a difference to overlook.
David had come in from working in the yard one day and had a big smile on his face. It looked like he got a good work-out in, the sweat on his face and smile. "Phew, got that fence put up. Nobody's gonna be able to see into this yard." He pointed to the new privacy fence. We had issues with neighbors being nosy and it was annoying when we enjoyed the pool. I was against the above-ground pool at first but David won me over last summer. "So how about it?" David raised his eyebrows and motioned me over.
"How about what?" I looked up from my phone, closing the private tabs when he walked in.
"You know." David pointed to the floor in front of him. "I think a victory BJ is deserved."
I rolled my eyes. It was his way to suggest we celebrate any project his had completed. He wanted to feel proud and in charge and there was no better way than me to serve. Normally I would have complied, but this time I didn't feel compelled. "Really?"
"Yeah babe." David laid it on sweet, an unusual tone for him, as he came closer to me, teasing at the drawstring on his shorts. "Now you can get out there and work on those tan-lines without a problem."
He had a point and I did feel like they were unsightly. "I guess you're right." That was all the affirmation he needed. David let his shorts drop and revealed his dick in anticipation, wagging it in excitement.
I reached out and adjusted my fingers for it. I forgot I didn't need to use my whole palm here, just the thumb and forefinger. And I didn't realize I opened my mouth way too wide when my lips got close to it. It was easily a third the size of Tony. I couldn't believe I was making the comparison.
"Aw yeah baby." David called out when I put my barely pursed lips on the tip of his penis. I sucked slowly. "Ooh yeah. That's it." Then I tried my new tongue roll trick. "Oh damn, phew what's that!" I caught him off-guard. His thighs tensed on my other hand. "Here I come!!!"
David let out a huge sigh and I just kept a steady, bored tug on his dick. It felt like a mini-gusher unloaded in my mouth and I had no problem swallowing it. David's knees buckled and he pushed himself off of me. "Wow." I feigned surprised at his accomplishment.
"Victory!" David yelled out and held a fist up. The task was done and he sighed again. "Sure made you work up a sweat." He looked down and commented on my glistening face.
"Yeah." I wiped away at my mouth and forehead. "And it's hotter than a sauna in here too." I didn't want to sound like I was complaining.
"That's right." David looked around. "I couldn't figure that HVAC out." Usually after cumming, he is much more agreeable and level-headed. "Might have to call someone in to get the air working again."
"Yes, that's a good idea." I smiled at him genuinely, trying to hid my satisfaction and eagerness. "I'm sure we could find someone to get it done cheap." I pandered.
"Yeah, get those kindness discount guys." David pointed to remind me, as if I needed reminding. "I'm gonna go wash up."
"Already on it." I nodded to him as I pulled up the Brinks Brothers Comprehensive Inspection and Repair website. As David walked off and up the stairs, I scrolled through the website and my hand wandered down between my legs. I read the reviews the listed on their website.
"Fantastic service! They were prompt and punctual! We had some overflow issues and they worked quickly and efficiently! If you need a good pipe layer, you can't go wrong with Brinks!" - Alyssa R. wrote.
"Courteous and transparent! Very friendly and knowledge able too. Our A/C was running but not circulating air. Brinks came in and immediately knew how to handle a blower. It works so well now!" - Stephanie K. added in a bunch of emojis.
"I've had my fair share of home fixes and BBC Inspection and Repair is the best service I've used. They worked hard and fast for me! Show them a little kindness, you'll be rewarded in spades!" - Kathy B. touted.
There were pages of reviews. I didn't bother to read more as the 'call us now' button scrolled into view. I clicked it and my phone's dialer took over. I held my breath for some reason while it rang.
"Thanks for calling B-B-C-I-R, this is Anthony, how can I help you?" His voice sounded familiar.
"Oh hi..." I wondered if it was Tony. "I'd like to request a service."
"Sure thing ma'am," He confirmed his identity with the ma'am, "What can we help you with it?"
"Is this Tony?" I asked.
"Yes ma'am."
"Hi Tony," I paused, expecting him to say something, maybe hoping that my voice jogged his memory. But he didn't. "Um, I'm having some trouble with our air conditioning. We're just not getting cold air."
"Oh I know that pain." Tony smiled through the phone. "We can get someone out there this afternoon or tomorrow. Whatever is convenient for you."
I tried to think about our schedule and didn't far beyond the memory of the basement. "This afternoon is perfect!"
"Great." Tony replied, sounding like he was writing something down. "Could we get an address--? Have we serviced you before?"
I was lost in the question. Serviced before...
"Ma'am?"
"Oh yes!" I said enthusiastically. "I think it was you that helped us out with the water pressure in our basement."
Tony was quiet for a moment and I could hear the shuffling papers. "Hmm, that's right. 3454 Burbot Lane?"
"Yes that's it." I replied and added. "Susan and David."
"Oh okay!" Tony spoke with familiarity now. "Miss Susan, I remember. Okay well we would be glad to assist you again." It felt so good to hear that. "How about 4:00pm today?"
I glanced up at the clock, it was just after 1 in the afternoon. I knew David would be tuning in to his favorite sports newscast around 5. "How about 5:00pm?" I asked.
"Hmm..." Tony flipped some pages again. "We can do that. Kelvin will be there at 5. Thank you for choosing us with your service again."
"Oh thank yo--" I started but the call dropped. I can't say I was a little miffed that he hung up on me. I was curious whether it would be Tony that would come back, but I was glad he shared the name of his associate.
I opened the browser back up to their website and clicked to the 'Meet Us' page. I saw Tony's picture and realized I had never fully seen his face that day. His mask had hidden a big smile but I recognized his crinkly eyes. Further down I found Kelvin.
He was light skinned and bald with a nicely trimmed goatee. His eyes looked dull and I think he was the only employee that wasn't smiling in his picture. I sort of found myself wishing that I didn't stumble on the photo. Luckily I closed the page quickly as David came back down.
"Phew that hit the spot. Nice cold shower." He tussled his hair, sending small splashes on me. I jumped up at the cool drops. "It's all yours."
"Great." I said with some distaste and gripped my phone. "They're coming to fix the air later today." I walked off towards the stairs.
"Today?" David piped up. "Well damn. I hope they aren't charging extra for same day service."
I shook my head at his remark as I took up the stairs. I'd better show some extra kindness I thought in spite. To David's credit, the cool shower was nice especially with the hot house. I shaved my legs for the first time in a few weeks, reconciling it for our 'guest' during this quarantine time. I couldn't find anything I liked in my closet, but found a nice white sundress with a little watermelon print on it that had fallen off the hanger.
It fit great and I actually forgot how good it felt to feel the hem of the dress on my (now) smooth thighs. I posed in the mirror for myself, smoothing out the dress. I can't remember the last time I had felt so confident in my looks. I must have spent the next few hours stopping at every mirror in the house to check my hair and how the dress fit. Listlessly.
It was a quarter to five and I found David settling in to the couch, mindlessly changing the channel. I nearly jumped when I heard the doorbell ring. I wanted to get up and answer it, but I looked at David first for a cue. "That's probably the AC guy." He said as he put the remote down and got up.
I watched him go into the foyer and open the door. I could hardly read David's surprise as he looked up at the guest standing outside. "You here to work on the air?" David asked. I shook my head at his lack of manners.
"Yessir." A deep voice replied. "I'm Kelvin from Brinks."
"Right." David nodded at him and waved his hand into the foyer. "Well come on in. Damn hot out there."
"Thank you sir." Kelvin replied as he came into my view. He was tall! I had to guess at least 6'6'' because he had a full head and shoulders above David. And unlike Tony, he was much leaner. He looked my way with his mask on and nodded. "Ma'am."
"Suze why don't you get the big man a water?" David sounded unusually kind. It dawned on me he was probably trying to match the discount from the previous visit.
"Sure." I popped up from the couch and walked towards Kelvin, nodded and strutted off. I hoped he was watching. Behind me I heard the two of them start a conversation.
When I came back it looked like David was struggling to keep his neck tilted to look up at Kelvin. "The unit is around back." David continued their exchange. "I got tools if you need em. That last guy came unprepared."
"Not a problem sir. I can just run around to the truck if need be. Thank you for the offer though." Kelvin waved David's gesture off and accepted the water bottle. He smiled at me, but I couldn't see it behind the mask.
"Alright well follow me." David broke the moment. "I'll take you around to it." They walked off down the hallway, Kelvin trailing David. "We got cameras all around, so you know..." I couldn't believe he said it again.
I took in the sheer size of the man and felt like I had seen a Christmas present wrapped up for me.  When I heard them shut the back door, I reached under my dress and slipped my panties off. They already looked a little wet when I threw them into the bathroom laundry hamper.
I lingered around the kitchen to see if I could catch a glimpse of them outside. But when they were both out of sight, I saw David come into view and wipe his brow. "Damn it's hot out there." He looked at me, flush. "Oh shoot," I realized he was looking past me at the clock on the stove. "The show is starting. Can you whip up some lemonade for me?" He said his thanks as he walked away.
Before I could get upset at the request, I did feel thirsty too so I pulled out the lemons and went to it. A few clinks of ice in a glass later, I presented it to David. "Here you go." I started take a seat but he stopped me.
"Thanks. How about you give that guy a glass too?" David said, not looking away from the TV. I knew he didn't want to give me the satisfaction of hearing something like that from him. "You know, maybe up that discount for us."
I rolled my eyes, ever the opportunist he was, but I guess it's a trait we share. "Why don't you go out there and give it to him?" I put a hand on my waist in defiance.
"Me?" David scrunched his face in disgust. "I can't do that. I can be out serving lemonade. That's your--"
"Job?" I finished his sentence for him. "Because I'm the woman?" I raised my eyebrows in judgement. He didn't reply for the moment.
"You know what I mean." David tried to recover. "You're just--" I walked away. "Wait are you going to--?"
"Alright." I said as I walked back into the kitchen. "I'll get us that discount you want." I tried to keep my voice down in reply, trying not to lessen the spite. David only held his palms together up in thanks. I don't think I've ever pour a glass of lemonade so angrily.
The screen door slammed hard as I stepped out to the backyard. That's when I noticed that David had actually done a very good job with the new fence. I rounded around to the side of the house and found it to go all the way around the perimeter. There laying on his back, Kelvin was examining the A/C unit.
"Hi there!" I announced myself as I approached him. The ice in the glass rattled as I stopped six feet from him.
"Oh hey." Kelvin looked up towards me. He had his safety glasses on and his mask off. There was that smile.
"Brought you some lemonade!" I smiled. "I know it's a hot one today huh?"
"Sure is." Kelvin nodded. "Definitely could use a cold one right now."
"Oh we have some beer too I can get it?"
"No no, lemonade will do. Can't be having one on the job." Kelvin chuckled. "You can just put it anywhere and I'll grab it."
"Oh okay," I forgot about the whole non-contact stuff as I looked at how sprawled out he was, "I'll just put it here." I tip-toed around to the other side of the unit and found a shady spot to put down the glass. I could feel him look me over as I walked around him. Putting my back to him, I leaned over at the waist and put the glass down, feeling the hot breeze between my legs and where the dress rode up my behind. "How's that?" I looked back at him.
Kelvin smiled. "That's great. Thank you ma'am." He watched me walk back over and moved his legs out of the way so I could cross without tripping. "I'm just about done here."
"Really?" I would be lying if I didn't feel disappointed at that point. "That was fast!"



"Yeah I checked the refrigerant levels and it looked good." Kelvin propped himself up on his elbows, legs still sprawled out. "So then I peeked behind this panel and found the problem. Looks like there was a fuse blown out. Got it replaced for you." He twirled a screwdriver in his hand like it was no big fix.
"I see, so it wasn't that bad at all huh?" I stood there pretending to be ditzy, hands on waist and dumbfounded.
"Not at all."
"Well now I feel silly bugging my husband to call you all out to fix something so simple." I tapped my forehead in shame, smiling.
"Oh it's no big deal." Kelvin chuckled deep. "I'm just glad it was a quick job. I'm fixing to call it an early weekend and get to this barbecue." He licked his lips.
"Ooh a barbecue!" I beamed. "I love a good BBQ. Give me a nice potato salad any day!"
"Yeah." Kelvin feigned agreement. "Gonna get all the fixins. I'm partial to the fried stuff myself."
"Me too." I tried to find common ground. "Mmm," I closed my eyes, "I can practically taste a nice brown corndog now that you mention it."
"Mmhmm," Kelvin replied, looking at my bare feet and looking up at the dress, "I see you got some watermelons there too. I do love a nice slice of watermelon at a BBQ." He licked his lips. "Nice... juicy... red and pink... watermelon." He slipped his glasses off and looked up and around at the house.
"Red and juicy huh?" I took a few steps closer to stand next to his waist, guessing what he was looking for. "Don't worry, David's always lying about the cameras." I got his attention and pulled my dress up. "I'd love to treat you to a slice."
Kelvin nodded and held a finger up, twirling it. I obeyed and turned around. He laid out his gloves on either side and I put one knee down after the other. On all fours, now I looked around to see if the fence was actually doing the job. When I looked at the back door, I felt Kelvin's hand on my thighs, pulling me back towards his face.
"Mmhmmmmmmm." Kelvin hummed so deep that I could feel it on my pussy through his tongue. He took slow, long licks, deliberately making me wiggle on his face. I could feel his nose rubbing on my perineum, dangerously going further up when licked the length. It tickled and made my butt jiggle.
"Is it nice and juicy for you?" I asked, my ass wiggled on its own volition. He gave me another mmhmm and I felt his fingers spread on each cheek and squeeze. I could feel the satisfaction and I wanted to show my appreciation.
I propped myself up with one hand and reached his shorts with the other. But my hair got in the way as I tried to look at the back door. I couldn't see if the coast was clear if my hair was in the way. So I sat back on my haunches and buried Kelvin's face with my butt. I was totally not prepared with how deep his tongue went!
With my ponytail in place, I examined his shorts. I could see the long rod outline on the nylon fabric. I reached at the bottom of the packed side and pulled it up, out it flung up and near my face. Kelvin was much longer than Tony, but not as thick. I almost wished I had three hands just so I could stroke it to justice.
It was just as hefty and Kelvin's tongue picked up the pace when I started stroking him. "Oh my gosh..." I struggled to stay up, gripping tighter on him. "Mm, it reminds me of those big hot dogs you get at ball games." I smiled and took as big a mouthful as I could.
Kelvin's tongue started to go wild and I could feel my pussy coat his lips generously. When my spit started to slide down his ballpark dick, it got easier to stroke and that only pushed him further.
Then I felt it, the tickle and prick of his goatee, setting something off on me. My hips started to shake and my arms were unsteady. I wanted to use both hands so badly, but my lips started to work overtime.
Kelvin got harder and read me right. He slapped my ass and tapped my stroking arm. I put it back down to his side and left my mouth plugged with him. Then he started pumping. I looked down to see his shirt start to ride up, revealing his toned abs.
It made me drop my rump hard, I gripped the floor around me and leaned into it. Kelvin bent his knees and started doing a hip bridge, pumping my mouth harder. That did it. I froze on his tongue and my thighs started shaking.
Kelvin unloaded in my mouth and kept pumping, making sure I took every drop. That last pump he held it up and I took a deep pull on his cock, to show that I was still eager. He let his butt drop and unplugged my mouth. I looked down to see it flop like a hose that just had the water turned off.
When I got to my legs, I had to hold the side of the house for support. Kelvin had already sheathed his dick into his shorts, but I could still see the outline. He handed me the lemonade.  "Talk about an appetizer." I joked to myself and took a swig.
Kelvin didn't say anything but just nodded with a knowing smile. He looked around and then looked around my back, reaching and pulling up my dress. I closed my eyes in half-bliss when he squeezed it again. Only half because I heard the rattle of the screen.
I stepped away quickly, getting back to six feet. Kelvin turned around and dusted off his shorts just as David came out.
"Well what's the progress?" He asked, striding over with his hands on his waist.
"Just got her done." Kelvin turned to face him and nodded.
"Great." David looked longingly at the air conditioning unit. "So tell me the bad news."
"I gotta run out to the truck and get the paperwork." Kelvin pointed down to the driveway. "Sit tight for a second." He took some big strides and made his way to the truck.
"Did he take the lemonade?" David said to me, watching him walk off.
"Yes," I replied, "He said it was delicious."
"Good, we'll push for that in the discounts." David's tone bordered on stern. We watched Kelvin come back with a clipboard, he angled it to show us.
"We do a coolant check on every AC and that's included in the price." Kelvin pointed the pen to a figure of $150. "If we had to repair it, that gets added to this service." I could see the wrinkles forming on David's forehead. "But, we don't charge for the coolant check if the levels are good," Kelvin marked out the 150, "Which was the case here."
"Phew." David heaved.
"I found that it was an issue in the fuse box." Kelvin continued and pointed to the figure of $140. "That includes the cost of the labor and the replacement fuse." David and I looked at each other and I knew what he was going to say next. Kelvin turned the clipboard back to him.
"That sounds reasonable." I took a preemptive move before David spoke.
"Well that doesn't include the discounts." Kelvin said before either of us could continue. He turned the pen in his fingers and continued. "We're running a special on replacement parts this month. If you got the service, the parts are free, so that's 40 off." I saw David's brow un-furrow a little.
Kelvin looked up at us, "That's right, y'all are also repeat customers," He turned back to the clipboard, "So that takes 50% off." David almost smirked, I'm pretty sure he thought we were getting a steal on the job.
"And..." Kelvin glanced up and down the invoice, "That's right, there's the hospitality discount too." He looked up at us, then as me. I could tell it was wholly his own appraisal. "That usually increases as we earn your patronage. Hmm. Looks like y'all are at 60%." His eyes shifted a little in calculation on the page. "The grand total comes out to be..."
David shuffled around and pulled his wallet. "Here's your 20." He proudly pulled out a single bill and thrust it towards Kelvin.
"That's right, $20." Kelvin nodded and accepted the bill. He checked off on the clipboard. "Paid in cash." He ripped off the bottom copy and handed it to David with a big smile. He looked at me and said, "Pleasure doing business with y'all."
We heard Kelvin's truck start up as we walked back to the screen door. "What a deal!" David chuckled and laughed. "I swear, it's like a highway robbery. I don't know how they stay in business!"
My thighs were still wet with the sweat from Kelvin's face. "Are you kidding? With how fast he worked AND got it fixed, I'm sure they are getting plenty of business." I said.
"Well, with discounts like that, I can see why people repeat." David mused as he looked around the kitchen and opened the fridge. He pulled out a beer. "Shit, if that hospitality bonus keeps getting better, I might just have to find more work for us to get done cheap!"
I watched him take a big swig, relishing it as if he congratulated himself on a job well done. "You took the words right out of my mouth." I smiled and cleared the stray small hairs matted to my forehead with sweat.
--
I wanted to believe that David would follow through on what he had said. About finding more work around the house, something always needed fixing. I used to not be able to go a whole week without him complaining about something not working right. But now we've been going on nearly a month and David hasn't griped about anything home-related.
"I'm itching to get back to work." David put on his work boots. Not the ones he used in the backyard, but his actual work books. "Can't wait to feel that dirt and running the jackhammer." He had received a clearance with his company to start a new job.
"I'll believe it when you get back." I rolled my eyes as I took a pull from my strawberry smoothie. "Just text me when you need me to draw you a bath while you come home like a big softy."
David stood up and waved me off. "Oh please. I'm out there so you can stay in and drink your fruity rum berry drinks."
"Wow, hey you know I worked today too." I pointed to my make-shift office desk and computer in our dining room. "Now I'm going to enjoy the pool!" I walked away towards the kitchen as he opened the front door.
I walked up to the small deck around our above-ground pool and pulled out the stash of sunscreen under the side table. Just as I started to apply the lotion to my arms, David started the car and pulled out. I bent over and worked my legs over when I heard the sound of a hammer. I looked between my legs, upside-down, and saw our neighbor waving.
"Good afternoon Susan!" Bill called out, no doubt looking at my butt while I was bent over. He had a nasty habit of lingering around in his yard while we were enjoying our pool. It was one of the reasons I suggested a privacy fence to David. "How's it going today!?" He spoke much louder than he had to.
"Doing just fine Bill, thank you." I stood up and just held a hand up, not wanting to turn to voluntarily show him my bikini top.
"Nice fence you guys got up here." Bill pointed to the length of it. "Did David do it himself? I'm trying to take on a little project right here myself." He pointed to the gutter on his detached garage that was adjacent to our backyard.
"Oh I see." I replied, trying to keep the exchange short.
"Sure wish I had those BBC guys to just do it for me." Bill said aloud, not sure if just to himself or to me. It certainly perked my attention... and my nipples.
"Oh?" I raised an eyebrow and my tone, trying to sound disinterested and yet still interested.
"Yeah!" Bill said. "That's why I wondered if David had done the fence himself, thought I saw that Brinks truck in your drive way a couple weeks back." Of course he did, always keeping tabs on us.
"Oh no, it was all David." I assured him. "But we did have a few fixes done around the place."
"Us too." Bill kept going. "Becky swears by them. I have to say they won me over with all those good deals."
"That's what David said too."
"I kinda wish they did this kinda work too." Bill gestured to the gutters and the fence. "But I guess it's too good to be true. What with how fast they work, it would be done in an afternoon I bet."
"That's true." My thoughts wandered off to to the side of the house, thinking how fast Kelvin pumped my mouth a few weeks ago.
"Becky calls them for every other thing." Bill laughed and broke my thoughts. "Broken shingle? BBC. Loose floorboard? BBC." He sighed. "I thought it was too much, but then she showed me the receipts and how cheap it got over time. Then I just told her to call whenever something needed fixing and not to bother me with it."
"Sounds like she's happy with their service." I smiled as I said it. I didn't know Becky liked it that, especially considering the dainty, typical suburban housewife image she had. I wondered if Bill knew why she such a satisfied customer.
"She sure is." Bill beamed. "Keeps her out of my hair anyway, so I'm happy too!" He laughed. "She called them this morning because she found a leak in the basement. They were over in no time. I wanted to see how they fixed it so maybe if it happened again, I could fix it. That's fair right?"
I nodded. Bill continued. "Well before I could even get down there, Becky cut me off and took down some cookies. 'You butt out of this. Let him do his work.' She said." Bill put his hands up. "I just did this and said 'Okay then' and went on my merry way." He smiled.
I smiled back, thinking about what kind of fun Becky had got herself into. "She always gets what she want doesn't she?" I teased him.
"Wouldn't be a good husband if she didn't." Bill tried to pat himself on the back but nearly lost his footing on the ladder. "Well I'll leave you be, didn't mean to talk your ear off." I had turned already and waved him bye. I made sure to listen for his ladder to collapse before I took my top off.
I laid down on the lounge chair and took a big sip from my smoothie. I looked back again towards Bill and Becky's yard to see if the coast was clear. The fence worked great, I couldn't even see the pitch of their garage from the chair. With my shades on, I soaked up the sun and felt the warm breeze around me.
I didn't realize I was grinning until I had stopped thinking about Becky's behavior. Was Bill so oblivious? Or was Becky just that crafty? Then I began to wonder was there even a leak at all? He did say she just did as she pleased. I relaxed at the thought.
It dawned on me too that since the quarantine had started, this was also the first time in months that David and I weren't physically in the same place at the same time. It felt liberating. I didn't have to hear complaints and appease. I wasn't obligated to anyone but myself.
I swam in that silence, that satisfaction. The water of the pool rippled and I peeked through my shades to see the surface gurgle from the circulation vent. That's when I got the idea.
I grabbed my phone and shaded with my hand to look through my recent calls. I scrolled back a few weeks and found it. Immediately the call to Brinks began to ring.
"BBCIR. How can I help you." A gruff voice replied, somewhere between apathetic and low effort.
"Hi!" I smiled. "Um, I wanted to request a service." I bit my lip in enjoyment of saying it. "For some reason, my pool is looks like it's low on water and I don't hear the motor running." I tried to sound as clueless as I could.
"Your pool huh." He said. "It above or in the ground?"
"It's above, sir." I replied.
"You by it right now?" I could hear his earnest interest in the question.
"Yes... sir."
"Alright then, we'll have a look." He kept it brief. "You been serviced by us before?"
"Yes, it's Su--" I started.
"I got you right here." He cut me off, reading my phone number to me and then the address. "3454 Burbot. I be there in about 15 minutes." He hung up.
Maybe it was the alcohol in the drink, but the short exchange left me with my mouth open. I had never taken them for rude but it was certainly the quickest request I had so far. But I couldn't dwell on it long, I started to think about what to expect.
My mind seemed to match every photo I had seen online on their website with the various blogs with black men that I frequented.  I began to realize that during this quarantine, while others took up hobbies of baking bread and doing puzzles, I developed a new obsession. To discover, appreciate, and enjoy all shapes and, especially, sizes of black men.
While the sun blazed on my skin, I revisited the experiences. Bits and pieces stood out. I remembered how smooth and leathery the skin felt. The distinct feeling of a curly haired beard between my legs. And maybe most exciting, was the contrast of my white skin on theirs.
My hand wandered to where it wanted to be when I thought these things. I didn't realize it until I heard a car pull into the drive way. I sat up quickly and looked around, not realizing how quickly the time had passed. Throwing my wrap around my waist, I went through the back door and to the foyer at the front door.
Peeking from the side window of the door, I saw the black truck. It had the Brinks logo on it. I opened the door just to a few inches and looked at the guest outside.
"Hey. I'm with Brinks. You order the service for the pool?" He said, it was the same gruff voice. He was probably just above 6'2'' and had an athletic build. Neat dreads framed his head and his eyes hid behind mirrored lens sunglasses. At first I thought it was unprofessional, but he had a black sleeveless shirt and gray jean shorts on with beige boots, it made sense with the heat. "I'm Garry."
"Oh Hi Garry." I smiled from behind the door, cracking it open a little more while I stepped behind it. I didn't want the whole neighborhood to see me strutting around in my bikini. "Yes it was me. Come on in."
"Alright." Garry said as he slipped in, maybe a little annoyed that I didn't give his biceps enough clearance. In the shade of the foyer, I noticed his sleeve of tattoos. "Thank you."
"Of course," I said stepping back, letting him take an as good look at me as I was of him. "I'll take you back." I turned and beckoned him to follow, and to watch. I wondered if my butt looked okay in the wrap. The tan lines weren't gone, but I was hoping the thong would at least make them smaller. I didn't even want to think about what the extra cakes and sweets contributed.
"Right on." Garry said and followed. "Mmhmm." I think it was approval. We got out to the backyard and I pointed to the pool. "That's a nice set up you got there."
"Thank you Garry." I said as I took a step up on to the desk. "The complicated stuff is right there," I pointed around the curve of the pool that wasn't shielded by the desk, "Let me know if you need anything, I'll be right here." I pointed up the lounge chair and paused before I went further up. "Would you like some water or anything?"
"Water be great." Garry replied as I opened up David's grill-out cooler. It was always stocked with beer and water. I handed the bottle to Garry and noticed his head tilted down to accept it. My bikini top reflected in the center of his sunglasses. "Thanks, I'll take a look now." He nodded.
"Okay." I replied, thinking he was welcome to look as long as he liked. I sat on the lounge chair, watching him go around the pool and crouch to the ground out of sight. I wanted to give him more to see.
So I reached behind my back and undid my bikini top. Undoing the knot from my wrap came effortlessly. I laid on my stomach and bared my back, and thin thong, to the sun. It's funny because I had been so self-conscious looking at myself in the mirror after all this quarantine-eating, but now I had renewed confidence.
I heard the creak of the stairs on the desk give way to some weight. Here he came and I held my breath. I peeked out to the side and back through my sunglasses to see Garry walk up silently to my side at a distance. He was totally checking me out.
"Uh," He feigned a cough to get my attention. I moved my head to show my attention. "Got your issue worked out over here." He pointed to the area he was working.
"Oh that's great." I beamed. "What was it?"



"Looks like everything was intact." Garry started to explain. "But the parts is old, and it might be the constant work and the heat making it stall. Pump can't work if it's overheated." He wiped away the sweat from his forehead. "And you got a small hairline crack forming on the side, probably from wear and tear. It's alright right now but could get bad later."
"Oh I see." I frowned a little. I didn't expect anything to actually be wrong. "Will you be able to fix it?"
"You don't have to worry about the pump right now. Just turn it off when it's not being used." Garry gestured towards the mechanism. "But I would keep an eye on the crack." He said as the reflection in his glasses centered on my thong. "It'll last the season."
"Oh okay." I rationalized, nodding. "So you don't have to fix anything?" I admit I sounded a little disappointed.
"Nope." Garry said plainly. "You're set." He picked up his bag and looked at his phone. "You mind if I use the facilities?" He pointed his thumb to the house.
"Sure." I said. "The door should be open."
"Thank you." Garry replied as he took back down the stairs, his boots making heavy footfalls. He made it half way through the yard and stopped. I watched him come back up to the deck stairs. "Y'all got cameras?" He asked.
"Umm..." I was sort of thrown off by the question.
"I gotta ask." Garry's tone showed some embarrassment. "Don't wanna be walking around the customer's house by myself." I scrunched my face at the silly notion and Garry registered it. He gestured to himself. "A brotha can't be too careful, don't wanna get accused of stealing anything."
Somehow David's reasoning showed up even when he wasn't around. My face relaxed behind the glasses. "I understand. There aren't any cameras. You're welcome to go on in. But if it gives you peace of mind, I can accompany." I almost bit my lip thinking that didn't sound right.
"Alright." Garry turned and walked back. I didn't know if that was affirmation for me to come along or if he didn't mind going alone.
A few moments later I kept thinking about David's perspective and distrust. I knew it was wrong and I had to assert myself and my views. I got up and made my way through the yard, getting half way and forgetting about my top. I slipped into the kitchen and noticed the light under the hallway half bathroom.
I shuffled around a little frantically thinking of what I would say. My mouth felt dry from being out so I grabbed a glass and turned on the faucet. As the cup filled, I heard the bathroom door open and I turned off the faucet. I didn't turn it off all the way and there was drip. That was it.
"Oh great, you found it." I looked over my shoulder, my bare back still to him. I wondered if he could see my butt or if it was hidden by the island.
"Yea I did." Garry said. "Thanks again. If y'all got any more work, call us."
"Actually," I said a little too quickly as I turned around. My breasts jiggled from the quick motion, greeting Garry. "There was something else," I pointed behind me, "Since you're here, if you wouldn't mind taking a look?" I smiled.
It was the first time I saw a semblance of a smile on Garry's face. His lips parted just a little to show the glint from a gold tooth. "Yeah..." He moved closer and crossed his arms, "What can I do for ya?" His gruff tone turned gracious.
"Well..." I turned back to the sink and looked at him from my side. "I think there's a leak right here."
"Aight." Garry looked plain-faced again. "I'll take a look." When he took a step towards me and the sink, I don't know why I stepped aside. He crouched down, looking at my legs on the way, and opened the cabinet under the basin. He reached in and pulled his hand back out, rubbing his fingers. "Looks alright. Dry."
I looked down at him, confused. His gaze up to me shot right between my boobs and it made my nipples stand. "Really? I thought I felt it on my feet before earlier today." I wished I could see what he was looking at behind those sunglasses. I took a knee and Garry straightened his back in his crouch, surprised to see me down there. "Maybe I can find it and show you? Shooch over a bit?"
"It's your house." Garry held up a hand in acceptance and shuffled aside.
I poked my head under the cabinet and brought my arms in. I felt around the base of woodwork and called out to him. "I think I found it... here can you see it?" I hoped he was looking at my butt. I could feel the thong saturated and slipping between my crack after he saw me topless. Widening my knees, I spread open a little more, hoping he could see.
"Hmm." Garry sounded muffled while my head was inside. "Yeah, I see it now." I felt the graze of his hand on the back of my thigh. Then a whole hand caressed it. "I'm gonna have to take a closer look."
"Yes please," I sounded desperate. "I mean, go right ahead."
Garry's fingers spread out and smoothed over my right cheek, lightly grabbing at it. In the process, he deftly hooked his thumb under my g-string, pulling it back. "Yea, you was right, that's definitely a leak." His finger pulled at my pussy. "I'm gonna have to wet-vac that one up."
"Oh... how--" I started but didn't finish when I felt Garry's tongue lick right along-side my thong. "OH yes." The touch made my butt flutter. Now he grabbed both of my hips and put his whole mouth on it, feasting. I'd never been eaten out like that before, with that much hunger.
Garry pulled back and smoothed over my ass again, smacking it. I startled in surprise. "Yeah girl..." His tone slipped away from professional to personal, "I got just the thing to fix it." I could hear him stand and rustle around. "Come on out."
I pulled my head through and looked up at him. Garry stared down at me with his giant dick waving in welcome. Oh my god it was huge. My eyes bugged out taking the sight in. Not only was it thick and long, maybe what scared me the most was that it still looked soft. I didn't even realize my jaw dropped when I looked at Garry in disbelief.
"Yeah you got the right idea." Garry's gold tooth glinted again at me. He grabbed his hefty member and gestured me towards it. "That's right... shooch over." He mocked me as I crawled face to face with it. It was longer than the length of my face and wider than my lips. "Go on then," Garry put his hands on his waist, "Prime that pump for me."
I wasted no time. My fingers explored the biggest black dick I had ever seen. I didn't have the moment to peruse every thick vein and ridge. My mouth was already watering just looking at it. It was heavy and stretched my lips to the limit. I looked up to see Garry exhaling in relief.
I tucked my legs under my thighs and sat in the serving pose. My hair was already up and the bottom strands of my pony tail bounced on my neck. I held Garry's dick down, lips planted on the tip, and my hands on milking duty. When he started to get bigger and harder in my mouth so quickly, I knew I had come a long way.
I opened my eyes after a while to find Garry with his head tossed back in pleasure. It only made me suck harder and sloppier. My hands were completely wet now and the expanse of Garry's cock under my nose was glistening with my appreciation.
"Got-damn!" Garry yelled and brought his hand around on my pony tail. He grabbed it and pulled. "Get up." I obeyed and took to my feet. He turned me around to face the sink again. "You sure know how to work a pipe."
"Thank you." I looked at him come around behind me and smiled, my mouth dripping.
Garry pulled his leg and boot out of his shorts already on the ground. He side stepped and crouched down, I could've swore I saw his dick touch the floor. "Damn..." He was face to face with my butt now, his big hands palmed each cheek and spread them. "You must've been eating a lot of sticky buns," He squeezed and slapped, "What they say? 'You are what you eat'?" He stuck his face in and licked me again! "Delicious."
"Thank yo--!" I started and yelped. Garry grabbed my pony tail again, yanking my head back as he leveraged himself up.
"You welcome." He leaned into my back with his chest, his mouth to my ear. I felt the graze of his cock on my butt, it nestled between my cheeks. "I'm gonna plug that leak for you. You good with that?"
I nodded, straining while he pulled. "Yes." I exhaled heavy.
"Yes what?" Garry tugged harder, wedging his dick deeper between my crack.
"Yes sir!" I gritted my teeth and my eyes welled up. He wasn't pulling hard at all, but I was so wet.
"Good." Garry growled. His other free hand guided around me underneath. He teased the tip of it on me, coating it with my anticipation. "There it is." He found his way in and I felt the unfamiliar sensation of a new cock.
Except it wasn't just any new cock. It was much bigger than David. So much bigger that my eyes widened when Garry broke the threshold of my pussy. It hurt! "Ow! Oh god... oh god, god... god!"
Putting a stiff hand on his waist it didn't work. I started to tip-toe to ease off. "Naw." Garry said plainly and pulled my ponytail again, bringing me back to my feet, driving his giant dick further in me with gravity. I shifted the weight around on me feet, easing him in and out. "Damn, breathe."
I realized I was holding my breath in the pain until Garry said something. Now I took heavy, deep breath, as was necessary when taking big black dicks. My fingers finally relaxing on the kitchen counter and I wiggled my butt on Garry's cock.
"There you go." Garry reassured me and let go of my ponytail. He looked down and smoothed over my butt. Grabbing my waist, he started to pump. It felt unreal. The full filling of having my pussy stuffed. I closed my eyes and wholly enjoyed the sensation of being stretched by a real cock.
Garry brought his hand around and grabbed my right breast, squeezing it. It set me off and sent another rush of warmth down my back. When I opened my eyes again, I could make out the lite sweat on my face in the window facing the backyard. Then I saw the towering black outline of Garry also behind me, my outline bouncing in front of him.
He grabbed my ponytail again. "We gonna move this show." With that, Garry pulled me by my hair and backed up. My legs shuffled with his thighs and we both stepped back in unison, connected at the waist.
With each step, Garry's cock snuggled in deeper, stretching me just slightly more.  It made me exhale in short, small bursts as he led me from behind. It was like his dick was guiding me forward. I awkwardly tried to keep my legs straight and bent only when I had to, for risk taking more cock than I could handle.
Garry didn't care. We shuffled past the kitchen island and made it into the hallway. Before we turned the corner into the living room, we came across the full length mirror in the foyer. That's where my legs started shaking.
The sight of Garry's hand covered up with my bunched up pony-tail is what I saw first. He pulled my rein back and we stood there for a moment to see. My butt was red in spots where he had slapped it. It was mashed up against his chiseled torso, my cheeks swallowing up his dick. I noticed my legs shaking and bracing. He slapped my ass again and my breasts bounced, perky from my chest open and shoulders pulled back.
Garry relished in it. I realized I still hadn't seen behind his sunglasses. All I could from my bouncing vision was him looking at us, pumping me from behind, and my legs buckling under the big cock pressure. Garry grit his teeth and seeing his abs crunch set me over the edge. My legs shook so hard and I felt a rush of warmth flow out of me.
He let go of my hair in reprieve and I looked down, breathing hard. There was a spray of water on the mirror and the floor. I felt so dizzy but hot all over.
Before I could make sense of it, Garry pulled my rein back again. "Yeah we gonna empty you out, til you don't leak no more." I looked at his reflection and he smiled looking down at my butt. I felt it go back into me again and my eyes rolled back in satisfaction.
I gave in completely. Garry plugged my pussy again and led me to the couch where I was allowed to bend over the arm rest. He picked me up by the hips and fucked me hard to the point where my face was in the cushion. I screamed in delight. When he pulled my cheeks back, I squirted again on the couch!
Sweating and spent, my face stuck to the couch seat. When I opened my eyes, I saw Garry come over and dangle his black cock in my face. "Clean the pipe." He didn't have to tell me twice, I reached out with the closest hand and popped the tip of his dick in my mouth, dutifully going to work. Mid-way up Garry's cock I noticed where I had creamed all over it.
I could feel his eyes critiquing my work on his dick. I was confident in the act but Garry hardly showed any reaction. He scooped up my hair in his hand and pulled at my ponytail. That's when he started pumping my mouth. "Yea, that's right, clean that pipe, girl. You gonna make it flow."
My neck crooked by Garry's hand pulling me up, the cock popping out of my mouth. He pulled me along to the longer side of the sectional. Garry fell in front of me on the couch, I was in awe in how his dick laid on his stomach. He gestured for me to hop on.
"Yes thank you." I said breathlessly as my knee dug in next to his thigh and into the cushion. When I grabbed his dick at the base, the tip wiggled while my pussy lorded over it. I looked up and out the window as I eased down, wanting to feeling it spread and stretch me open. And it absolutely did.
My eyes rolled back and closed at the feeling of embracing his black dick. It sent a wave of warmth all over my body, like I had just stepped into a steaming shower. Before I looked down to see Garry's work-shirt fully unbuttoned, I noticed the truck in our driveway.
A double-take made me register that it was David's truck! My thighs tensed up and gripped on Garry's cock. The frantic look on my face didn't phase him, but I kept looking around wondering where David was exactly. That's when I heard the deadbolt on the front door unlock.
"What the..." Garry started and I shushed him really quickly. I reached around and found the throw blanket on the armrest under his big boots. Luckily the couch faced away from the foyer and for anyone walking in, all they would see is the head of whoever was sitting there. I spread the blanket around us as best as I could to cover up Garry.
"Well hello there." David closed the door behind him and tossed the keys on the side table. He raised his eyebrows at my bare back when I turned to him. "What have we got here?" He rubbed his hands and took a step towards me.
"Uh uh." I wagged a finger at him sternly, stopping him in his tracks. "In case you didn't notice," I sorely hoped he didn't notice, "we have company out back working on the pool."
"What's wrong with the pool?" David stepped back and put his shoes away.
"I thought something wasn't working and it looked like it needed maintenance." I tried to be as vague as possible. "I was hoping to cool off but it looks like I might have to settle for a shower."
David perked up. "Maybe I can join you?" He smiled and wiggled his eyebrows again.
"Hmm..." I started and wiggled mine back, "Why don't you go get it started and I'll join you."
"Don't have to tell me twice." David said and I watched him bound up the stairs. I tried to listen to him turn on the shower, but the pulse of Garry's dick in me pulled me back.
I pulled the throw aside and realized how accustomed my pussy had already become by having his cock parked in me. Garry grabbed my breasts and, as if on command, I started rocking my hips on his torso.
"Yea that's it." Garry growled quietly, slapping my ass again. I loved that, it made me wetter with each lick. And instead of doing it loudly, his palm rapidly smacked, making me coat his dick.
"Oh my..." I reached down and pressed hard his chest to prop myself up from falling over in excitement. My legs started to shake, a feeling unknown to me, and I pushed my weight down hard on Garry's rod. When I came, I felt the ripples of energy surging through my body. I gasped for air.
"Unnh... yea... aw yea." Garry exhaled. Inside of me, I could feel his black cock throb and pulse, emptying itself out. The hot cum coated me inside unlike David ever could. We both heaved a little for air, relaxed.
When I pulled myself up slowly, I looked down to see how white and creamy I left Garry's enormous dick. His balls were drenched, stick and with a translucent sheen. I didn't even want to imagine what devastation he had caused me below. I just held everything tightly. The cum he had deposited in me was begging to come out.
Garry rolled out from under me and stood, eyeing his shorts. I was still shook to see how huge it hung even after it was spent. A quick look over on the couch showed where we had both sweat a little, but it wasn't anything that couldn't air-dry. When I turned back, Garry had already dressed.
"You're welcome to use the..." I started and gestured to the hallway bathroom to which he had already been acquainted.
"--I appreciate it, but I got some wipes in the truck. They come in handy for situations like this." Garry gave a sly smile. I wondered how many other women had given him this treatment.
"Oh, okay." I managed and watched him set towards the foyer. "Thank you again." I didn't know what I was referring to, the pool or everything else.
"Happy to be of service. Please leave a review." Garry nodded as he opened to the door.
"Yes, well I am a very satisfied customer." I piped in. When he closed the door behind him, I felt his warm cum still inside me. Yes, I was very satisfied.
I walked up the stairs carefully, thinking about what I would write in my review. Would it be like the others that I read? Could I persuade with glowing praise to introduce another to this wonderful service?
David saw me walk in to the bathroom and cracked open the shower door. I slipped in and stood in front of him, taking all the hot water all over me. It felt like having Garry in me again. Except David's hands were on my back and shoulders.
"Did they fix it?" David asked as he kissed my neck and back.
I nodded and felt the water run down my chest. "Mmhmm." David's hand wandered down my lower back.
"Was it free?" David asked, his hands massaged my butt.
"Yes." I said, spread my legs a little bit at the sensation. I could hear David's knee crack as he crouched down. He spread my cheeks. "What are you doing back there?" I looked over my shoulder.
"Need a little snack." He smiled, face to face with my butt with his tongue out.
His warm tongue ran over me and I winced a little. Still sensitive from Garry. David probed a little and I held his head to reign him in. Wanted a snack did he? I finally relaxed below and let Garry's gift free.
"Mmm..." David hummed in delight. "Delicious." He kept lapping it up and I stuck my hips back to give him the face full feast.
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Charlotte's Journal -- Tuesday, August 27th 2024
"Well, well..." Justice Brown, the oldest but equally as virile BE crew member, who was standing waiting, said, when I entered the Black Edition Studio and House first, ahead of Harry and Jack. "What's all this, Lottie..." he continued, looking over my naked body, from my feet, my shoes now in someone else's care, to my face.
"You enjoyed your last photo shoot with us so much that you're back here?" He mocked.
"Yes..." I answered, lifting my head to look at Justice, the single statement was enough to cover both questions. Justice laughed menacingly, turning away and I watched him go, the voices from the other rooms calling to him.
"Off you go, the other guys are waiting for you, Snow Bunny..." Harry said, feeling the need to push me when I appeared reluctant.
"Who else is here?" I asked, knowing that when I was last here for my legitimate photo shoot a few weeks ago there was a whole gang of Black Edition crew members.
"Everyone... and they're looking forward to having you as much as I am..."
"Becca isn't..." Severin added, "She couldn't get away until later in the week..."
So, they're all here except Becca. Rebecca Ravenwood is a real bitch, who takes pleasure, more than the guys, in putting me down and humiliating me. She had done that at the shoot, even though I wasn't actually being blacked during that time.
Another shove, this one between my shoulders, forced me to walk. And following Justice, I walked into the main room where a feeling of dread overcame me. Every couch was occupied, and now everyone turned to stare openly at me.
******
I wasn't expecting a warm welcome from the Crew. This isn't a happy reunion between a group that knows each other intimately. But I wasn't also expecting the open hostility that seemed to fill the room, when I stepped inside.
From Justice it was understandable, he was just a vicious bastard, and now I know to be more watchful for him, but from the others... why? I was here to please them, for their satisfaction.
"So, what's this?" DB Blackstone asked from the couch he shared with Escanor, still watching me even as Harry and the others trailed into the room behind me.
"Lottie..." Harry barked. I jumped and looked at him while watching Justice. He hadn't taken a seat with the others, instead, he was pacing, watching, waiting for the right moment to inflict his will upon me.
"Yes?" I replied, hating how my voice trembled.
"Come here, to me. And let me explain to everyone why they're here."
"Can't you..." I started to ask, still not fully understanding the feelings that were about to explode from inside my head and body.
"Lottie..." The growl was low, almost animalistic. "Come here, pet. Or, I'll make an example of you in front of everyone. Then while you're pleading with all of us to be allowed an orgasm, I'll strop ... and then I'll do it all again. So get your cute little cunt over here now!"
I stepped forward, unsticking my feet from the floor and while trying to keep everyone in sight, I moved to Harry.
"Down..." He ordered, then pointed at the floor adding to my humiliation. I stopped as instructed, my knees sinking into the soft rug.
"Don't look at me," Harry ordered when I lifted my head. "Eyes down, until we tell you differently. That's rule one. You'll keep your head down, gaze lowered until you're told differently and when you do, you won't argue or refuse. Do you understand Lottie?"
No, I didn't. How will I know what is expected of me if I'm to keep my head down? I swallowed, forcing down the question and instead nodded slowly. "Yes, I under..."
"Owwww fuck!" The slap, covering my cheek from my mouth to my hairline, was loud and even more shocking for me.
"Did you not listen?" Harry snapped, appearing outwardly calm like the brutal moment hadn't just happened. I stopped myself from replying and lowered my head. There was a bubble of silence, filled with more tense silence. I kept my head down, eyes closed, and, with great effort, restrained the trembling through my limbs to a minimum while listening to Harry's voice.
Then, as I knelt, naked, exposed before the entire crew, they left me alone to talk amongst themselves. From what I could understand as I listened, still kneeling, my head bowed, many of the guys had arrived today and now they'd disappeared to unpack, to settle in.
"So, you'll be sleeping with one of us Lottie. And before you think you'll pick for yourself..." Suddenly the conversation was directed back at me. "... We will decide."
Even if I could have replied, if I'd been granted permission to speak, I still didn't have a word to say. They will pick who will, fuck me during the night, and I know that it won't be just one of them and so getting any rest, the chance of a snatched few hours of sleep, will be non-existent.
I nodded, signalling that I understood. I'm still in place, head down, spine straight when the room is refilled. But this time, and even without anything being said, things felt different.
The couches filled, but not everyone took a seat. And the spot in front of me was taken by...
Justice Brown. Fuck!
"You, Snow Bunny, up..." Justice snarled, while someone else moved behind me, standing close. Lifting my head first, while hoping that my legs would not let me down and actually move, I cried out when the person behind me wrapped a fist tightly into my hair. Tears pricked my eyes, without falling and my head was wrenched back, my gaze directed at Justice.
He gripped my neck, his fingers almost wrapping around to touch. " Open wide Lottie... time to be choked!"
TBC
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After my shower, I climbed into bed. It was still pretty early, not even midnight, and I tossed and turned. Finally, around one, I gave up on sleep for the time being and decided to take a walk around the hotel. I threw on a t-shirt and shorts, and headed downstairs. The security guard at the station in the penthouse lobby waved at me, not someone I knew yet.
Down in the residences lobby, I stood staring for a few moments at the threesome fountain, marveling again at Nyla's amazing art. It was simply beautiful. Especially at night, when the lobby lights were dimmed and it was relatively quiet.
The casino floor was still going strong, this being a Saturday night. People were laughing, drinking, and having a good time. The Christmas decorations that had been added a few weeks ago were still up and would be until New Years and they made the place feel quite homey. There were a few groups of people in tuxedos and ball gowns, alongside others wearing sweats and hoodies. It was an interesting dichotomy, but everybody seemed to be having a enjoying a night in the Elysium.
I crossed the casino floor, looking at the games and wanting to play. I wasn't sure if I was allowed to anymore, honestly. I was a Vice President of the Sinclair Group, technically, and I didn't have a portfolio yet. Nevada law banned casino owners and senior company officials involved in casino operations from playing games in their casino. Miles got around that because he wasn't an owner, and he didn't have any impact on casino operations, just live events and the club. Mom and Sol couldn't gamble, and I guess I couldn't either. I didn't want to take the risk, so I didn't sit down to play roulette again like I'd done with Miles.
Apparently there was no rule against gambling for non-senior staff, because as I was walking around, I noticed a blackjack table with a lone player. While the table was empty except for the single player and the dealer, I noticed there was a pile of chips - in some places a considerable pile of chips - at each of the seven spots on the table. I was standing a few feet back, watching to see what would happen. The dealer was showing a 5, and the player stood on a 20, a 19, a 17, a 19, busted with 23, busted with 25 and stood on a 20. The dealer then turned over an ace of hearts, was forced to hit by house rules on 16, and then turned over another 5, making 21. The guy sitting there had lost all seven hands.
This was a hundred dollar minimum table, and there had to have been a couple grand in bets on those seven hands, easy. EACH. I had never seen anything like that in my entire life. I sighed, feeling for the guy, and turned to walk away. Before I did so, I caught a glimpse of him from the side as he threw a wad of hundreds onto the table, ready to buy back in.
It was Biggs.
I froze for a second, but then I started walking, faster and faster, heading back towards the elevators. He never saw me.
I didn't know anything about Biggs, other than that he worked for us. I had barely talked to him, I just knew that he and Lionel were partners, and he'd worked for Sinclair since the group was founded. He was a security guard, so he was probably making okay money, but could he withstand losing that kind of cash at the tables? The staff was vetted, especially the family protection unit, but how often did they go back and review their files? Did he have a gambling problem? Could he be selling secrets to somebody? Where was he getting that kind of scratch?
I didn't know, and I needed to. I knew it was late, just after midnight, but Nyla and the trio were probably still up, so I headed upstairs to the penthouse. I needed to talk to Gabby.
I rang the door to Nyla's room - I could tell someone was there because the music was thumping, albeit far more reasonable since our run in last week. After the second time I rang the bell, the door opened and Chloe answered it. She was looking adorable as usual, wearing her "Thing 2" t-shirt I had gotten her for Christmas.
"Oh hi, Jack! Come in. I was just playing with Mr. Bear!"
I came in, and Chloe was the only one in the apartment. There was porn on the TV, the music was bumping, and there was Chloe's giant stuffed bear, laying in front of the TV. Somebody, and it should be obvious who, had put a giant black strap on dildo on the bear, and I could see the wetness glistening all over the black rubber.
"You were playing with the bear?" I asked, raising an eyebrow at her.
She giggled. "Yes, Mr. Bear loves to play with me," she said. "The others were gone and I was missing them, but Mr. Bear helped me out!"
"I'm trying to find Gabby, Chloe, do you know where she is?" I asked. I kind of wanted to watch Chloe "play" with her bear, but this was pretty urgent.
"Oh, she, Lucy and Nyla are down in the basement training facility, near the shooting range, working out."
"At midnight?" I asked. This was weird.
"This is what they like to do sometimes. I don't like working out the way they work out, though. It hurts." She said.
I didn't really want to dig anymore, so I just gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and headed for the door.
"Bye Jack!" She turned and bounced over to her bear. I thought I heard her say something like "Time to fuck my ass, Mr. Bear!" as I closed the door, but it could have just been my imagination.
I got in the elevator, waived my key fob over the sensor and headed down to the sublevels to find Gabby, Nyla and Lucy.
* * *
Gabby had mentioned in passing there were other security training facilities on the sublevel. I passed the shooting range, which was empty and dark, and went a few yards further to a pair of doors with square windows about head height. There was light coming out of them, and I heard grunting and slapping sounds. I pulled open the doors and walked in.
I was standing in a fully outfitted martial arts dojo and boxing training facility. Some of the walls had rows of mirrors, others had rows of padding. There were stacks of boxing gloves, punching mitts and kick shields and body bag mannequins. One half of the room was flat and open, with markings for martial arts training, and the other half held a fully functional boxing ring, three ropes squared off, and all the accoutrements. Speed bags, body bags, and the like were spaced all around. This was where Sinclair Group's security trained in hand-to-hand combat.
In the boxing ring, in kickboxing gear, I saw Gabby, her hair in a pony tail, wearing a tight athletic bra and shorts, both black. She was wearing head protection and the kind of half gloves MMA fighters wore. Facing off against her was Nyla, wearing the same gear, but hers was in gold. Lucy was holding on to the ropes, shouting advice to both of them.
"Bob and weave, Ny, bob and weave. Don't let her get those easy body shots on you and watch the legs," she shouted. "Don't let her tag you, Gab! Watch the hook!"
Gabby and Nyla circled each other for a few seconds, and then Nyla moved in, throwing a left hook that Gabby sidestepped. Gabby took advantage of Nyla being off balance to spear her, taking her to the mat, grabbing her arm, and rolling over, pulling her arm back hard. Nyla tried to get her balance back, tried to flip over, but Gabby had locked in a solid arm bar, and she couldn't get any leverage. After ten seconds of flailing, she started tapping her hand on the mat and Gabby let her go, stood up, and then helped Nyla to her feet.
"You have got to be careful when you go on the attack like that, Ny. If you telegraph that punch, you leave yourself wide open for a grapple." Gabby said, breathing hard. "Good match."
"Fuck you, 'good match,'" Nyla said, wiping sweat from her eyes with her finger tips and breathing just as hard. "That was fucking awful. I am pure dogshit at this MMA stuff, Gab."
"No, you're not," Lucy chimed in. "You're just still learning. I thought you did fine, and Jack did too, didn't you, Jack?" She asked, finally noticing me.
I hopped up onto the edge of the ring, holding on to the top rope.
"Nyla, if that punch landed, you'd have rearranged Gabby's lovely face, so I'm glad it didn't," I said to her. "I had no idea any of this stuff was down here. Why are you guys fighting at this time of night?"
I threw both of them towels, which were laying on the mat by the side of the ring. Gabby and Nyla grabbed them and started wiping off the sweat.
"This training facility is for the security staff most of the time, so this is one of the few times we can use it without anybody bothering us," Nyla said. "And I'd rather not have a crowd around to watch Gabby kick the shit out of me," she said. I thought she was joking, but she didn't laugh. "Plus, I've been worried about this newspaper woman and we couldn't sleep, so we thought we'd come down here and work out our anger in a meaningful way. It's too bad I'm shit at this," she said, shaking her head.
Gabby disagreed. "Ny, you'll get there. You've only been training for what, six months? I've been doing this since I was 18, and I was trained at the police academy in all this stuff. Another six months and I'd put you in the ring with anybody on staff," she said. Nyla cocked her head, a tacit thanks in her body language.
"What brings you down here, Jack, besides wanting to watch two women beat on each other?" Gabby asked, looking at me.
"Actually, I need to talk to you. Come down here and sit with me for a minute," I suggested, hopping down from the ring.
There were benches along all four sides of the boxing ring, and the three ladies sat with me, as I explained to them what I saw, Biggs gambling away multiple paychecks on a single hand of blackjack.
Gabby immediately got that look in her eye she gets when she's shifted from play to work mode, and stood up.
"I need to go to Main Security. You all, do me a favor and stay here until I come and get you. I need to check on something," she said. She kept the towel, which she threw over her shoulder, and swiftly pushed through the two doors, making a left and heading down past the shooting range in the direction of the Main Security monitoring room, which was also on this level. I had never been there, and I was kind of hoping she'd bring us with her, but then I turned and noticed Nyla and Lucy whispering to each other conspiratorially.
Lucy giggled, and then so did Nyla, and then the two of them got up and sat on either side of me.
"So, Jack," Nyla said. "All this fighting has got me hot and bothered. We've got some time until Gabby comes back, so how about we do some muscle exercises?"
"Which muscles do you want to work," I asked, hoping this was going where I thought it was going.
"I thought we could start with the tongue and then work our ways down," Lucy said. She got up and sat down next to Nyla, turning her head and burying her tongue in Nyla's open mouth.
I sat watching, a smile forming on my face. This was going to be interesting.
As I had gotten to know the Terrible Trio, I had learned their sexual proclivities. Nyla was bisexual, but leaned towards gay. I can't recall her ever telling me about a boyfriend. Lucy, on the other hand, was mostly gay, but would play with a guy sometimes, especially if the other girls were there and if it was me, for some reason. She only dated other women. I got the feeling she had feelings for Nyla, but I don't know if Nyla reciprocated. Chloe would bang anything that moved, and Gabby was mostly straight but would play with the other girls, but I'd never heard about her with any other women. It was an interesting thing, watching the group dynamics between Nyla and the Trio, but right now, all I wanted to do was watch Nyla and Lucy swallow each others' faces.
They went at each other hard, like I wasn't even there. Soon Nyla had stripped off Lucy's workout clothes, and she had begun to pull off her own. They had moved off the benches and over to the martial arts mats across from the boxing ring. Lucy laid down on the mats, leaned up on her elbows, legs spread wide, her smoothly shaved pussy glistening in the florescent light of the dojo. She crooked a finger at Nyla, who grinned and then dove in. She buried her head in Lucy's crotch, licking her clit and fingering her pussy with two fingers. Lucy gasped and then smiled, putting both her hands on Nyla's head and forcing it down farther on her pussy.
I got in behind Nyla, whose ass was in the air, and I started licking her pussy and rimming her asshole from behind. She wiggled her ass at me, then pulled her head off Lucy's pussy to turn around and growl, "Get your face on my pussy, boy, make me cum," she said. She then turned her head back down and resumed her tongue workout on Lucy's clit. I licked all over her asshole, tasting the sweat that had dripped down during her match with Gabby, while two of my fingers worked in and out of her pussy. I could taste the tang of her pussy juices, just slightly tinged with salt, and I wanted more. I pulled my fingers out and buried my tongue in her slit, rubbing her clit with my thumb. She gasped into Lucy's cunt, and I kept up my attention.
After a few minutes, she got up, flipped around and presented her pussy to Lucy, while she crawled over Lucy's body, into a classic 69. I stood up, and she reached up and tugged down my shorts, my cock springing free. I was semi-hard, and began to stroke my cock. Lucy began to eat Nyla out, and Nyla took my cock into her mouth, moaning as she sucked. Between watching the girls go at it and Nyla's attention, I was soon completely erect.
She looked up at me and whispered "Fuck me." I smiled at her, then walked around to her pussy and Lucy's face, got down on my knees, and slid my cock into her from behind. She moaned into Lucy's pussy again, and I started fucking her, slowly at first and then more strongly. While I was fucking her, Lucy was licking her clit, and every once in a while I would feel a little tickle on my balls, as Lucy reached up with her tongue or my balls brushed her nose.
Nyla came, moaning loudly and filling the dojo with the sounds of passion. Lucy came as well, and I had to be careful because she was thrashing her head and I didn't need her crushing my nuts with her forehead.
All good things must come to an end, and I heard the doors to the dojo open, and Gabby came in with Lionel in tow.
"Enough fucking you three, we have work to do," Gabby said. I pulled out of Nyla's pussy, and she rolled off Lucy, cradling her head in her hand while she raised herself up on one elbow.
"You couldn't have waited five minutes to let the white boy nut, Gabby?" She said, semi-kidding. My dick had already begun to wilt, so I knew I wasn't getting off now.
"This is important, Nyla," Gabby said. "We think Jack has found our mole."
That perked us all up. The three of us stood up, and we put our clothes back on. Nyla slapped my ass, and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "That was nice, little bro," she said. "And thanks for the nut. We'll get you later, fam," she said.
Lionel was quivering with anger, just glaring into space, ignoring the three of us. Eventually he turned and looked me.
"Come with us to Main Security," he barked, turning on his heel. We all followed him.
Main Security was everything I imagined it would be. We first entered a small foyer with a security desk and an armed guard, who had to buzz us into the main room. When we walked in, I let loose a small whistle. The room was huge, and it was floor to ceiling video monitors, all watching a different camera in the hotel. And the hotel had hundreds of cameras, so there were hundreds of monitors. There was a very large central screen on the wall opposite the entrance. That screen was displaying an overview of the hotel schematic drawings, one floor at a time, with a 3D view of the Elysium's tower next to it, highlighting the exact floor being displayed. I saw one of the security staff cycle through the displays, pulling out slices of the hotel that were shown as floors on the TV, with little red dots that represented cameras sprinkled throughout the layout. It was like watching the main viewscreen of the Starship Enterprise. Fascinating.
The cameras covered every wall, and in the pit below, there were various rows of computers and monitors, with a half dozen security staff monitoring each bank of cameras and monitors on each wall. There was a central cluster of desks with computers, and a row of high-end movie theater style couches that faced the main, biggest monitor. Chris Stoneman sat in the center of it all, ensconced in a captain's style chair, raised on a small platform above the rest of the pit, that could swivel and take in every angle of the room.
Stoneman turned to look at us as we entered, but didn't say a word, simply continuing to conn the Starship Elysium. Apparently Gabby and Lionel hadn't told her what they'd discovered yet. Gabby ushered us over to one of the workstations with a three monitor set up. Lionel sat down behind the computer, and began bringing up camera feeds.
Gabby started explaining in low tones what she'd been doing while Lucy, Nyla and I were getting busy. She went back and pulled the video for the blackjack table Biggs had been playing on and confirmed he'd been there for an hour. At one point he had won more than twenty thousand dollars, but by the end of the night, he'd lost almost twice that. I whistled. He'd lost almost sixty grand net in one Saturday night, and she confirmed he'd lost ten grand on the hand I'd witnessed alone.
"He can't be making that much money," I said.
Lionel spoke up. "We make good money, especially with overtime and the ability to live on site for free," he said. "But none of us have that kind of money. Sixty grand in a night? That's like a third of our annual income. And Biggs didn't live on site. He has a house in Henderson."
"I guess this is a dumb question, but are staff allowed to gamble in the hotel?" I knew a bit about this from my review of the laws, but I figured it couldn't hurt to confirm it.
Nyla spoke up. "Staff are allowed to gamble here. Every casino has different rules, but Sol has always been okay with the staff spending more time on site, especially since so many people that work for us choose to live here, too. It wouldn't be fair to them to have them living and working here but not able to have any fun or use the main services we provide," she said. "I can too, since my job doesn't have anything to do with casino operations. Mom and Em can't, the casino operations Vice President can't, I have no idea if you can or can't, that's a question for your Mom. Biggs was totally allowed to gamble here, though." she said. "But we should have been tracking this, if it was common."
"Do we monitor the security staff's gambling habits?"
"Yes, we do," said Gabby. "And that's why I think we can prove Biggs is the mole."
Lionel winced, and Lucy, Nyla and I just stood there in shocked silence. She'd said it. It was out there now, in the world. Biggs, Lionel's partner, somebody who had been with the company for years, who had protected me and Nyla and Miles, who had guarded Solomon and Mom directly for years, was stabbing us in the back. I had only been here a week, and it still felt like a monumental betrayal. I couldn't imagine how Lionel felt, how Chris Stoneman - who had hired him - or Mom or Solomon would feel when they found out. It was shocking. Everything I'd seen of the Sinclair Group had shown me that this was a tight knit community, a family of sorts, that liked what they did and where they worked and were fiercely loyal - these people would tattoo the logo of the hotel on their bodies out of pride. That somebody could turn their back on that, apparently for something as base and empty as simple Mammon, was like a kick in the nuts.



"How do you know?" Nyla asked. "Maybe he had outside money. Maybe he had a rich uncle. Fuck, maybe he hit the lottery. How do you know?" she demanded.
"We've got access to everything, Nyla." Gabby said. "We can track his gambling, we can track his bank deposits, we can even read his email."
"Is that legal?" I asked.
"Don't ask questions you don't want the answer to, Jack," Lionel said. "We aren't the government, and we aren't going to prosecute the guy. We just need to know if he's selling us out. And it looks like he is."
"So what did you find?" Nyla asked. "Convince me."
"It's as much about what we didn't find, as what we found," Gabby said. "We found the video of him gambling tonight, based on what Jack told us, but we searched back through the archives of video - we keep six months of video minimum - and we couldn't find any other instances of him gambling on the premises," she said.
"So he wasn't gambling here?" I asked.
"No, he WAS gambling here. While it looks like he would bring wads of cash with him, there were a few times where he accessed ATMs in the building and once used his credit card to buy chips at the cashier. But when we cross referenced those times with the video, there was none."
"How is that possible? Why would he take money out on the floor of the casino and then not gamble?" Lucy asked. I was wondering the same thing.
"Because he deleted the footage," Lionel said. "We checked. He wasn't that smart about it, but I guess he assumed nobody was going to check on him because of how long he'd been here and how senior he was. His digital fingerprints are all over this stuff. He's been systematically deleting all the footage of him gambling here. We also found a number of very large cash deposits into his bank account that don't line up with his paychecks. They were all less than twenty grand so they didn't trip automatic IRS reporting of the deposits. He also had like five different bank accounts he was putting money into besides the one his direct deposit goes to. All of them had these cash deposits."
"Okay, so I'm sold that he's doing something nefarious," I said. "But how do we know he's the mole? And what was he selling?"
"I can't say for sure, not until we confront him, but look at this," Gabby said. She pulled up his bank accounts, and counted up six figures worth of deposits on December 23rd, staggered so none were more than 20k. "He put a ton of cash into the bank, THE SAME DAY as the Christmas photo shoot. How did Avery Locke know the shoot was happening? Biggs would have known, and he knew the porn shoot was going to happen immediately after. He had access to almost everything. He was probably behind the photo sales to the Gossiper as well, although that's harder for us to prove."
"That fucking bastard," Nyla said. "I'm going to tear him to fucking pieces," she said. "Is he still on the premises?"
"No, he went home twenty minutes after Jack saw him drop those monster hands. But he's scheduled to be on duty this afternoon," Lionel said. "We need to brief Chief Stoneman, Mrs. Fisher and Mr. Sinclair. We can take him into custody when he comes into work and then we can interrogate him to find out just exactly what he's been doing and who he's been feeding."
"Isn't it obvious who he's feeding?" Lucy said. "He's been feeding Avery Locke."
"We don't know that for sure," I said, getting defensive again. "There's no way any newspaper has the kind of the money they were giving him, and why would they bother spending it just to get some photos of Mom and me they can't actually use? I mean, she broke in here to get those photos. Why do that if you're just buying them from Biggs? Besides, they can't run them in the paper or Mom will blow them up with criminal charges. Someone else has to be behind this," I said. I wasn't sure how much of that I believed, but I was clearly not thinking rationally where Avery Locke was concerned, and I was starting to realize it. I couldn't explain, even to myself, why I was defending her. I don't know if I convinced anybody, but it sounded plausible.
I felt a wave of fatigue hit me. We had all been up for a while, and it was starting to show.
"Is there anything else we can do right now?" I asked. "Because if not, I'm going to bed. I get the feeling tomorrow - today, I mean - is going to be a long day." It had ticked over to Sunday fifteen minutes ago.
"We'll take it from here," Lionel said. "I'm still on duty until this morning, so I'll get all the stuff prepared and go brief Chief Stoneman. You guys can go to bed," he said, including Gabby in the 'you guys.'
We all mumbled our thanks, and we headed to the elevator. He was still tapping away at the computer as we left.
"I feel violated," Nyla said, as the elevator doors closed around us, tugging us up as the cab flew through its shaft towards the pinnacle of the building. It was late (early?) and we were all tired. I understood what Nyla meant, and I agreed with her. It was one thing for a random person to take photos of us we would prefer not to see on the street - not the worst thing, but not something you can really avoid in a world where everybody has a camera in their pocket. But it was different, knowing that somebody you thought was your friend had sold you out for thirty pieces of silver. Even if Biggs had a gambling addiction and was being blackmailed or taken advantage of, he could have said something. Could have told somebody and asked for help. Instead, he was taking money and selling our secrets to the highest bidder. It was a shitty thing to do and it weighed heavily on my mind.
The doors to the elevator opened, and Mom and Sol were standing in the lobby. They both looked like they'd just woken up, and Sol was carrying a stack of newspapers. They didn't even let us out of the cab, but walked in, and Mom waved her key fob over the security scanner and punched the red 13 button.
"Sunday paper just came out," Sol said.
"Bad?" I whispered.
"Bad," he said.
I guess we weren't going to sleep anytime soon.
* * *
Sol, Mom, Miles, me and Nyla, along with Lucy and Gabby, and eventually Chris Stoneman and Lionel, sat around the conference table on the 13th floor. A stack of papers sat in the middle of the table, and we'd each grabbed one. Stoneman and Lionel briefed Sol, Miles and Mom on what we'd discovered while the rest of us read the papers.
There was an above the fold, front page article under the headline "Sinclair Group Partner Admits Incestuous Relationship, Supports Governor in Sex Controversy" with a photo of Mom, me and Sol from the Christmas shoot. It was under an Avery Locke byline.
"In a wide ranging interview with the Tribune Review, Sinclair Group LLP partner Emily Fisher acknowledged that she had engaged in a sexual relationship with her son, Jack Fisher. While both denied engaging in sexual intercourse, acknowledging that vaginal intercourse was a violation of Nevada's criminal statute outlawing incest between family members of such close consanguinity, both Mrs. Fisher and Mr. Fisher confirmed they'd engaged in sexual activity that did not violate the letter of the statute, and defended their right to do so, arguing that incest was not 'wrong' and that any sexual behavior between consenting adults that was not illegal should be considered appropriate. Although neither Fisher was specific on what behaviors they considered acceptable, their statements would seem to indicate their view that things like adultery, group sex, polyamory, 'furries,' step-family incest, fetishes involving bodily fluids and other types of sexual activity that has long been considered taboo or illicit yet is not illegal should be considered acceptable behavior for adults in Las Vegas.
This admission comes in the midst of continuing controversy regarding the Governor's alleged illicit incestuous relationship with his sister. Mrs. Fisher confirmed that the Sinclair Group was standing by the Governor, going so far as to say '[n]othing legal between consenting adults is wrong,' and later asking '[w]hat does it matter? The world could use more love, not less, and more understanding and less condemnation of others simply for enjoying things.' The things enjoyed, in this case, being oral sex with her own son, according to her own admission. When asked directly if the Sinclair Group supported the Governor in this controversy, she answered with a firm 'Yes.'"
I rubbed my eyes. It was as bad as I thought it was going to be. Honestly, it was worse. The whole world would think I was a furry now.
"Is that quote accurate, Emily?" Sol asked. I don't think he was mad, but I could tell he was tired. This whole thing was draining him. To be fair, it was draining all of us.
"It's not in context, but I wouldn't expect them to be completely honest. They didn't ask me specifically if the Sinclair Group supported the Governor, just if I did, and I told them 'we' did, meaning me and Jack, not really the company." She paused, thinking. "The company does support him, though, so the quote isn't technically a misquote. I guess that was my fault for not being more specific," she said. She looked resigned as well. "The rest we did say, and I stand by it. What happens between consenting adults is between them, and nobody should be kink shaming, even furries."
"Guys, I know this looks bad, but how bad is it really?" I asked. "The Governor is still standing, he's not backed down, and there's not some big hue and cry amongst the populace calling for his ouster yet. Honestly, I feel like most people haven't been paying attention to this scandal. It's Christmas, and who cares about this stuff over a major holiday? Maybe that's just me, and maybe I'm in a bubble here, but we didn't see mass protests in the street or anything while we've been driving around, and I've not seen or heard much beyond the newspapers about the whole thing at all. How real is this? How many people actually care about incest anymore?" I asked.
"That's a good point, Jack," Sol said. "We all know the various incest categories have been top porn searches for years now, whether it's step-mom or step-sis or whatever. And Jack is right - outside the news, I've not seen a lot of traction for people demanding Silas resign, even after Vex Romano called him out. Does your PR firm handle public polling, Emily?" Sol asked.
"I don't know, but it's something we can ask. Gillian and the crisis comms team will be here late this afternoon, and we can start planning how we handle things. A poll on these issues is probably worthwhile to have. I wouldn't trust anything the Trib put out, and they're likely the only folks who would do one," Mom noted.
"Well, maybe not anymore," Sol said. "Did any of you read any of the other articles in the news section?" I looked guiltily around the table, but it looked like nobody else had either. We were all focused on the main story.
Sol looked around, but didn't hold us in suspense. "Inside on page 6, there was an article - not written by Avery Locke, by the way - announcing the creation of a new pressure group, the 'Anti-Debauchery League.' The group made its existence known via a website and a set of viral social media videos, and fliers they're handing out on Fremont Street. Their mission is, and I quote, 'to shine light on the depravity infesting our city, drive out the perverts, promote good morals and make Las Vegas great again.'"
"Are they selling hats yet?" Miles asked, rolling his eyes.
"Imitation is the sincerest form of flattery," Mom said. "They aren't dumb, ripping off a popular slogan like that. Plenty of people will respond to that kind of imagery," she said, rubbing her eyes. "Does the article say who is running the group or who is funding it?"
"No, it was skimpy on details. I've asked our staff to do as much research as they can on this group and who is behind it."
"Obviously it's Sheldon Weissman," Nyla said. "That tiny little man hasn't gotten laid in thirty years. Of course he'd be in favor of a group designed to take us back to the days when he wasn't shrivel dicked."
"It could be Sheldon, or it could be any number of people," Sol said. "We don't know, but we have to expect that these guys are going to come after us. I want security to be prepared, as early as today, for potential protests or other behavior designed to disrupt our hotel operations. I agree with Jack that I don't think there's a lot of public opinion one way or another, but these kinds of pressure groups, especially if they're being bankrolled by somebody with deep pockets, have a way of manufacturing opinion. It usually involves buses, out-of-state professional protesters and money." He tapped the paper.
"There's one more thing. There's an editorial in here, lamenting the state of morality in Las Vegas, and specifically calling out me, Vex Romano, the Governor and the other casino owners for supporting legalized prostitution and the loosening of the public indecency statutes, so we could ramp up sex tourism here in the city. They're basically saying that it's our fault that Silas and his sister have been carrying on, and that if it hadn't been for the Elysium showing the rest of the owners that sex sells, the city wouldn't be 'in the position we're in,' whatever that means. That's a direct shot at us and the hotel, which they called out by name. They went on to praise the formation of this Anti-Debauchery League."
"Well, that certainly links Weissman to the ADL, right?" Lucy chimed in. As Nyla's assistant, she was entitled to a seat at the table. "Who else could get the Tribune Review to do an editorial like that?"
"That's a good point, Lucy. I agree. While we don't know for sure that this is Weissman, it certainly seems plausible," Mom said. "Hopefully we can confirm that today."
"And now for the elephant in the room," Sol said. "Lionel and Gabby, with some significant help from Jack, have identified the mole in our organization. It pains me to admit it, but Chet Biggs, one of our most trusted security contractors, has apparently been selling private information about the Sinclair Group and our family to fund a serious gambling habit. I want to thank Jack in particular, because it was his observation earlier this morning that led us to the information we needed to confirm Biggs as the leaker."
"Is he the only one?" Nyla asked. "And do we know what he was selling?"
Chris Stoneman answered. "We don't know right now, but we intend to find out. Biggs is scheduled to be on shift this afternoon. When he comes to work today, we're going to escort him to our temporary holding facilities in the sublevel where we usually hold individuals who have been detained by our security staff for potential criminal conduct before we transfer them to LVMPD custody. I intend to find out exactly what he's been selling and to whom." She said this in such an icy way, her gravelly voice as cold as the grave, it sent a chill down my spine. I didn't think Biggs was going to be tortured or anything, but I wouldn't want to be him today.
"Do we expect more leaks?" I asked. My phone dinged. I ignored it. "When does the Gossiper usually come out?"
"That's another good question, Jack. My understanding is that it's out on Fridays, so we should expect a new edition this week," Mom said. "We just got the Blacked Widow horseshit on Friday, even though that feels like a month ago now. I think we can expect to see some of those photos they showed us - not the ones Avery took, though - in that rag."
My phone dinged again. And then again. And again. I looked sheepishly around the table, and finally pulled it out. "Sorry," I said. "Let me see what this is."
My roommate Ben had texted me a link, and said "Holy shit, bro, is this actually you? How old is that girl?"
I got various versions of the same link from half a dozen other friends at school, and then one came in from a friend from boarding school. Then two more. They were all the same link. I'd heard phishing attempts that started with this kind of thing so I was hesitant to click on the link, but after the tenth time, I clicked and saw what it was.
It was me, with Chloe riding my face, and Lucy riding my cock. It was hard to tell it was me at first because Chloe's pussy was covering my face, but then she got up and switched positions with Lucy. Then you had a full shot of my face and cock, just as Chloe lowered herself onto me. It was maybe a 45 second cut from Nyla's porno, completely out of context. It had been uploaded to some kind of random porn site, with the headline, in all caps "JACK FISHER, CASINO MOGULS SON, LEAKED SEX TAPE WITH YOUNG GIRL." The video had been uploaded less than half an hour ago.
I went pale as a sheet.
"Jack, what is it?" Mom asked, concerned.
"Well, we just found out something else Biggs sold," I said, gulping. I didn't know how we were going to deal with this. I showed Sol my phone and his face hardened.
"That son of a bitch," he said. We passed my phone around. When Nyla got it, she screamed in frustration.
"WHAT THE FUCK," she yelled. "Chloe is thirty fucking years old! How did they get this?!"
"Did you save the movie on the Hotel cloud server?" Sol asked quietly. "Biggs had access to all of that," he added.
"And he got that wad of money he was playing with this morning somewhere," I noted. I was shaking. I didn't have a problem with the porno being out in its full form, but this was designed to attack me directly and make me look like a pedo. And somehow it had been leaked to all my friends, who were apparently all still awake at one on a Sunday morning. I guess it was Christmas break, after all. I didn't respond to anybody, just turned my phone off and slid it back in my pocket.
"Jack, we can get that video taken down pretty quickly - it's our copyrighted material and if some idiot actually thinks Chloe is underage, it should get nuked almost immediately," Nyla said. "As for the allegation, Chloe can show everybody her driver's license confirming her age if anybody wants to take issue with it. By the morning, it'll probably be off the web, as far as anything is ever off the web. We may want to put out the whole video so folks can't use it against us," she added. "Think about whether you'll be okay with that."
My mind was swimming and I couldn't focus on anything.
Sol sighed. "It's late. We've done about as much as we can do right now." He looked at Chris Stoneman. "Chris, in addition to finding out who Biggs has been selling to and what - what else, I mean - it's critical that your team do a complete review of all of our staff as soon as possible. I want to know if anybody else is compromised, so we can lock them out. Weird cash transactions, email exchanges, all of it - and we need to review our on-going security vetting so this kind of thing doesn't happen again. And force change everybody's access credentials for the cloud server, I don't care what it disrupts. We have no idea if Biggs has given his access away to others and what else they could have stolen."
Stoneman nodded. "The cloud is internal to the Hotel, and shouldn't be accessible to folks outside our secure intranet, which is only useable on the premises," she said. "But we should definitely change the passwords and I'll start a systematic review of all our staff. I'm sorry this has happened, Mr. Sinclair." I felt sorry for her. Before this week, Sinclair Group security was considered some of the tightest in Las Vegas. Now it felt like we were the Keystone Kops.
Sol nodded at her, but said nothing in response. He stood up. "I wanted to make sure you all had this information as soon as we did, so thank you for indulging me. I know it's Sunday, and I'm the only one who tends to work on Sunday, so everybody go get some rest and we can regroup after we interrogate Biggs this afternoon."



All of us filed out. Sol went to his office and Mom followed him. Lionel and Stoneman headed back downstairs to the Main Security room. Lucy, Gabby, Nyla and I headed up to the penthouse.
"Do you guys mind if I stay with you tonight?" I asked Nyla. "I don't really want to be alone."
"You're always welcome, boy," she said, touching my cheek. "Besides, we have unfinished business that Gabby interrupted," she said, a twinkle in her eye. Gabby started to protest, but I cut her off.
"Thanks," I said. "But let's just go to sleep. This shit has killed the mood." I saw the sad look in her eye, but I think she knew I was right. Gabby closed her mouth and looked at the floor.
We went upstairs. Chloe was passed out on the floor next to her bear. I picked her up and carried her to bed, and we all fell asleep together.
* * *
I don't know how long I slept, but I do know that I slept. I was so tired, my brain so fried, that even the heat from the four women in the bed didn't keep me from passing out. Nor did my hormones stop me from getting sleep, even though the women had all insisted that we sleep naked. I was too tired to argue.
The sun was shining through the open door and had cast a sunbeam right on my face, and this is what finally woke me up. The bed was empty. I got up, went in to the bathroom, used the toilet and brushed my teeth - the girls had conveniently found a toothbrush for me the last time we'd "had a sleepover," as Chloe called it. I threw some water on my face, combed my hair with my fingers, and told myself I needed to work out and shave today, at a minimum.
I was just going through the motions, still numb from what had happened this morning. My phone was still off. Biggs being a traitor was one thing, but the leak of the porno was devastating to me, and it was done in such a malicious manner, designed to make me look like a predator. I wouldn't be surprised if my phone was full of angry messages from friends at school, all calling me names. I didn't want to look at it.
I walked back into the bedroom, and was met by Nyla and the Terrible Trio. They were still naked, all sitting on the bed. They had powder puffs and makeup brushes in their hands and looked like they were touching up their make up. When Nyla saw me, she pressed a button on her phone, and the Pikki Pikki song that had gone viral when I was in high school started blaring out of it. Instantly, Nyla and the girls dropped their powder puffs and phones, hopped up in perfect synchronization and started jerking their thumbs up, twice on their left, then flipping and doing twice on their right, twice more back the left, and then they put their thumbs together and spread them out equally four times. Then they started doing it again.
I burst out laughing. It was a cheerleader thing for Korean baseball players and I knew it well.
I had no idea why the girls were doing it for me, but it cheered me up and got me out of my funk. After the second time through their routine, they all started laughing and ran over and wrapped me in a big hug.
"Hey, hey, Jack's our man, if he can't do it, no one can!" Chloe said, bouncing up and down like she'd just made the cheer squad.
"What's all this for, then?" I asked Nyla, who gave me a kiss and smiled. "You guys are in a chipper mood for some reason," I said.
"You had a rough morning, boy," Nyla said. "And you didn't deserve it. So me and the girls wanted to remind you that we think you're hot shit. Oh, and some good news - your Mom got that video pulled off those websites pretty quickly. We don't know if anybody saved it, but the cybersecurity staff are monitoring the net to see if it goes back up, and they tell me their AI is pretty good and should be able to catch it if the bad guys try to put it up again." She looked me over. "You look awful, Jack. You need to get cleaned up."
"I know, I know," I said. "I feel like shit. I need a shave and some breakfast and a good fuck," I said
"Well, we can take care of at least one of those things," Nyla said, stroking my stomach with one of her finely manicured nails.
"Let we get cleaned up and fed first, and then maybe I'll be able to get it up," I said. I turned my phone on and prepared myself for the bad news.
I was surprised. It actually wasn't that bad. Nobody else had texted, and everybody seemed to think it was fake or an AI. Nyla had breakfast brought up - just a bowl of oatmeal with some fruit in it, nothing heavy - and I sat at her table, still nude, still surrounded by four sexy nude women, and tried to respond to all the texts.
Ben got back to me first, glad to hear from me. He said he knew it couldn't have been real because I'd never get chicks that hot. Har har, Ben.
My other friends said they saw the thing had gotten pulled down, and I told them all Chloe was a friend and 30, and none of them could believe it. One of my older friends from boarding school was adamant that Chloe looked underage, so I had Chloe take a picture with me with her driver's license that had her birthday on it - I blacked out everything but her birthdate - and he finally calmed down.
I was spooning oatmeal into my mouth as the girls did their morning routine. Gabby came up and wrapped her arms around me, planting a kiss on my cheek. I could feel the metal from her nipple rings on my back. "Jack, we should just release the whole porno, you know that right? It's the best way to keep them from trying to fuck us all over."
I had been thinking about this all day, and I had to agree it was probably the best option at this point. I asked Nyla what she thought and she said it made sense.
"But it's not something we can do immediately," she said. "I still haven't pitched my studio idea to Daddy and Emily, and I don't want to just give this work away for free."
"Yeah, but it's already out there, sort of," I said. "Can't we just sell the scene to one of the established houses and let them market it under their name to get some name ID and then we can do our own stuff when you get the site ready to go?" I felt like we needed to move on this soon before more leaks put us on our back foot again.
"Okay, let me call in a favor. I know a few folks in LA in the industry and they know us pretty well. We're hosting the AAFI awards in February, anyway," she said. I could tell she was annoyed that our hand had been forced, but I didn't see another way.
"Yeah, Mom told me. I'll be back at school. Is it too late to get an award for this year?" I joked.
"Are you kidding? They don't care - as long as the scene's out before the award book goes to press, they'll consider it," she said. "I deserve a damn award, seriously."
Gabby laughed and so did I, and she went to go sit on the couch next to Chloe, who was flipping through the channels on the TV.
"Sunday TV sucks," Chloe said. I had to agree, at least until football came on.
I booked a shave in the barber shop for noon - the hours were curtailed on weekends - and then went back to my room to get dressed. The gym was open, so I threw on some workout clothes and headed downstairs. I pushed myself hard, running two miles on the treadmill, then doing arms for half an hour. I spent a few minutes in the sauna, then took a cold shower. By that time the barber shop was open, I stopped in and got a trim and a shave. I felt more human, so I went downstairs and sat in the sports book, watching the football games.
Miles came down and watched a few minutes of the game with me. While we were sitting there, I noticed Cassidy, the platinum haired woman who had ravished me on Christmas Eve in the women's gym, sitting at the bar in the sports book. I pointed her out to Miles, and said she almost tore my dick off.
"Dude, do you know who that is?" he asked me.
"Uh, Cassidy? At least, that's what her necklace said. She didn't really introduce herself before she hopped on my dick last time, bro," I told him.
"That's because she doesn't need an introduction. That's Cassidy Cane. She was one of the biggest porn stars back in the 2010s. Started out as a teen starlet, but quickly bimbofied herself and then only shot interracial porn. Worked for all the biggest houses. She retired a few years ago, but she's a fixture here at the hotel. Sol almost offered her a job as a sex worker, but she told him she'd rather just be here as a guest."
I looked at her with newfound respect. I had no idea. I mean, I wasn't anti-porn or anything, but after a certain age, I preferred the real thing and could get plenty of it, male or female, once I got to college.
"You should go talk to her," he said. "Maybe you'll get lucky again," he laughed. He got up, told me he was going back upstairs, and left. I decided I might as well try my luck.
I know it's weird, given how many attractive women around here there are, but I had to admit I had a thing for bimbos. There was just something about that trashy, slutty look that turned me on. And let me tell you, she was dressed to play today.
Her platinum hair was piled up on top of her head messily, but it worked. Her overly full lips were cherry red and she was wearing a pink top that was way too small to contain her massive augmented tits - I try to never think of them as fake, because I'm a firm believer that all tits are real. Some just have outside help. The pink t-shirt had what looked to be a "Barbie" logo across it, but instead of saying "Barbie" it said "Bimbo" in the same font. She had a black choker collar on, with the word "SLUT" in silver capital letters. Down below she had micro cut-off jean shorts, cut so short the pockets were hanging down below where shorts ended, and a pair of pink stilettos that had to be four inches high at least. Her long legs were lightly tanned, and she had a temporary Queen of Spades tattoo on her right leg right above her ankle. She was sitting on her stool, turned towards one of the large monitors and watching one of the games, sipping on a glass of champaign with a cherry in the bottom of it. She looked like pure sex, and that apparently was intimidating because she was all alone.
I walked over and slid on to the chair beside her. She turned slowly to look at me and I thought I saw her about to dismiss me, but then she recognized me and she gave me a big, bright smile. Her white teeth were immaculate.
"Well, if it isn't Santa Claus, in the flesh," she said, her voice low and sultry. "This must be my lucky day," she said.
"I didn't get a chance to thank you for the other day," I said. "Can I buy you a drink?"
"No, you can't. But you can fuck me again, if you're interested," she said. "I've been sitting here for an hour waiting for some hung hunk of a black man to try to pick me up, but maybe I was being too subtle," she said, laughing throatily.
"Their loss," I said. I wanted another shot with this retired porn star, especially since I was about to become her colleague, whether I liked it or not.
"Let's go somewhere less private," she said. She took me by the hand, leaving a fifty dollar casino chip to cover her drink, and she led me to one of the darker corners of the sports book.
"You don't mind a bit of an audience, do you?" She asked me. "I'm so used to fucking with a dozen people or more in the room, I can't really get in the mood if I'm all alone."
I paused. I had a target on my back, and I'd already gotten busted fucking in front of people, just today, in fact. But it's not like it could get any worse, and Cassidy was not a family member. Sol said to lay off the sex with family members in public, but everything else was still on the table. Mom had practically said she was going to get gangbanged whenever and wherever she wanted, after all.
Fuck it. You only live once, I thought. I just smiled at her, and told her to show me the way.
There was an empty couch on the far right side of the sports book, in an area that was open, likely because the seats were in a spot that didn't give you a great view of most of the TVs, and the ones you could see were so close it was like sitting in the front row of an IMAX theater. Cassidy pulled me down onto the couch and sat on my lap.
"Let's give these sportsball junkies something else to watch, Santa," she told me. And she stood up and started to give me a lap dance, right in the middle of the sports book. She began by stripping off her shorts, and showing off her naked pussy, with the faded remains of her Queen of Spades tattoo I remembered from Christmas Eve. The sight was very sexy, and it started the blood flowing to my crotch. I noticed one of the security guards had begun to make their way towards us, but as soon as they got into my line of sight, I waved at them. Fortunately, it was someone that knew me, and they saw who I was with, smiled, and gestured to carry on.
Cassidy turned around and rubbed her ass all over my crotch. My dick began to harden, and then she turned around and shoved her massive boobs into my face, almost drowning me in pink cotton. I could feel her tits through the top as she shook her body in front of me, and pulled my head deep into where her cleavage would be if she was topless. After a few seconds of this, she stood up, still dancing, her hips shaking and body swaying to music I couldn't hear. She reached down and pulled my shorts off, leaving them on the floor, and watching as my semi-hard rod jumped free.
"Mmm, Santa, we need to get your North Pole stiff," she purred, and leaned over, taking my cock into her luscious mouth. Watching her ruby red lips wrapped around my dick was so erotic, especially knowing that anybody in the sports book could be watching us. Even with all the drama going on, it still gave me a thrill having an audience. And nobody would care, as this was something that happened in the Elysium all the time, although maybe not in the sports book. I smiled, imagining the guys placing bets on how long it would take me to cum.
Cassidy had two decades worth of experience cocksucking for a living and it wasn't long before I was stiff as a board. Once my dick was standing straight up, she wasted no time spinning around and impaling herself on it. I laid back on the couch, and let her work her magic. After a few minutes, she got up, turned around, and then kneeled on the couch, stradling me and lowering herself onto my cock, this time with those mega mounds directly in my face. I wasted no time lavishing attention on her nipples, which were hard as rocks. I looked up, my mouth suckling on those massive breasts, watching her toss her hair, looking at the curve of her jaw line as she opened her mouth to moan, as she proved that she had every right to wear that collar she had on. After a few minutes of this, I was surprised to see her eyes narrow, and she licked her lips, a smile forming. She was no longer looking at me, but looking over my shoulder.
"Well, well, what have we here?" Said a voice behind me.
"Jack Fisher, you're distracting all the guests from their football games!" Said another. I thought I recognized the voices but they were behind me. Soon there were two shadows being cast over Cassidy and me, and two tall, hunky black men came around to stand in front of our couch. I recognized them immediately - Jason and Chance, two of the guys who were at Mom's gangbang yesterday afternoon. They held out their fists, which I bumped with my own.
"Damn bro, your Momma told us you were hung like a brutha, but I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't seen it myself!" Chance said, laughing. Jason looked at Cassidy and cocked his head. "And I'll be damned if this isn't Cassidy Cane! Hey girl, you probably don't remember me but we did a scene or two a few years back, out in Long Beach!"
Cassidy smiled, still fucking my cock like a champ, resting her breasts on my chest. "I wish I did, lover, but when you've got a body count as high as mine, you all just blend together. But you know, I've been looking for two guys like you all afternoon," she cooed. "Want to tag in?"
Jason looked at Chance, and Chance looked at me. I just smiled and gave them a thumbs up.
"Don't mind if we do!" Chance said, and the two men pulled off their shirts and dropped their pants.
What had started as Cassidy giving me a strip tease in the corner of the sports book had now turned into a foursome, with me, a retired porn star, and two sex workers, both of whom had cocks that put most men's to shame. Cassidy took both men's rods in her hands, not missing a beat as she kept up a steady rhythm pounding on mine.
I watched those two big black cocks in her hands, and my mouth watered. I hadn't sucked a dick in days, but I didn't know if these two were bi, and I didn't want to take a chance (pun intended) in a room full of people. So I just laid back and enjoyed getting fucked by a consummate professional. I wasn't going to last much longer, anyway.
Cassidy was having a hard time now, ministering to three cocks instead of one. I think that's what finally pushed me over the edge, watching her take first one and then the other into her mouth, her huge breasts bouncing while she rode my cock. I felt my ass clench, and I shot stream after stream of cream into her waiting pussy. I felt like I had been edging for two solid days now given how many times I'd been interrupted mid-coitus, and she got the benefit of all those aborted sessions. She felt me go and started moaning, finally slowing down and letting my cock nestle deep inside her as the last few twitches of my nut subsided.
Chance and Jason stood back to let her get to her feet, and she slowly climbed off me. She bent over - she had to, because she couldn't reach me over her tits otherwise - and gave me a quick kiss on the lips.
"Thanks Santa - Jack," she said. "Not only was that a lovely little session, you brought me two new friends to play with. I must have been extra good this year," she giggled.
I stood up and moved away from the couch, as she sat down, and began to suck Jason and Chance's dicks in earnest. I gave the guys two more fist bumps and they thanked me for the chance to play with a superstar.
"You the man, Jack. Give our best to your momma," Jason said, as Cassidy engulfed his cock with her mouth.
"Will do," I told them. I put my clothes back on, and turned to leave the sports book. I didn't realize it, but almost the entire place was staring at us, completely ignoring the football games and horse races on the TVs. A few of the guys pumped their fists in the air in my direction, and I got a few scattered rounds of applause.
I have to say, I understood what Lady Gaga meant in that instant. I could definitely live for this applause.
I was about to stand back and watch Cassidy's show, when I felt my pocket vibrate. I pulled out my phone and saw I had a text message from Nyla.
"We got him," was all it said.
In a flash, I was heading for the elevators.
It was time to get some fucking answers from a traitor.
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Even though the lights in our hotel suite are on, I can barely see my wife, Christie. I know she is naked, I see flashes of her silver hair, glimpses of a sheen of sweat on her skin, but she is hidden beneath a big, muscular black guy, slowly moving himself in and out of her, also naked and glowing with the sweat of his effort. She is grinding right back into him, making cute little whimpers.
And where am I, her husband of 25 years? In a chair next to the bed, stroking myself for at least the third time tonight. I've been cumming ever since Christie first touched and stroked this man's huge shaft earlier tonight. The sight alone drove me over the edge.
She wraps her arms and legs tightly around him as they both near climax. The wedding rings I put on her finger years ago glinting in the light. As does the delicate chain I put on her ankle tonight, with its little silver charm reading "hotwife" on it, the collar she wears with its little black spade pendant on it..
------------------------------
I know the picture I've described sounds insane. And It is. When I think about how we got here, I can only remember fragments, moments, images, stray conversations. No complete narrative, just points along the way of our inevitable and wonderful slide.
1.
The beginning was fantasy, and roleplay. I remember buying her lingerie, toys and dildos, blindfolds and handcuffs. But nothing too kinky.
Until I noticed some random porn image while surfing online, and I just couldn't shake it -- a hung stud with an enormous cock fucking a MILF in glasses a lot like my own wife. And then something revolting and strangely alluring at the same time: "cuckold" porn. Husbands watching, stroking themselves. I spent hours combing cuckold/hotwife websites, drinking in videos and photos. Absorbing. Processing. I wanted to stop, to turn it off. But I couldn't. My hand wouldn't respond. It was too busy jacking off.
I found a strange subset of this world where people obsessed with finding African- American men to fuck their wives, who they called a Queen of Spades. It seemed like the cheesiest, lamest, most casually racist thing. But there was something about the man doing Christie being another race that stuck with me in my mind's eye -- like, if the man was bigger than me and a completely different skin color, it registered even harder in my brain that it was another man.
And then (ugh), Christie found my porn. I had idiotically left a browser open on my computer to one of these sites. Or maybe deep down I wanted her to find it. Who knows. I was hugely embarrassed. I tried to downplay it, didn't mention the interracial crap. She was confused, even angry at first, but then realized ultimately it was harmless.
She asked, "That's what you fantasize about? Seriously? And do you want to...what do they call it...roleplay that with me?"
My hard dick gave my answer.
I secretly bought some items from stores that specialized in this lifestyle. A slutty little crop top that read "Hotwife," some bikinis that had little "Queen of Spades" symbols on them, I even bought a big, thick, incredibly lifelike black strapon dildo. I kinda couldn't believe I did any of it. But the power of the kink was strong.
I would ask her to dress up in the slutty outfits. Although I avoided telling her everything, like what those spades symbols on the bikinis were -- I just claimed that was the brand name. And then I would strap on that big black dick and pretend to be a masseuse giving her a "special massage," or some guy she brought home from a club, or some similar cheesy-ass fantasy.
She would roll her eyes and call me a pervert, but it became part of our routine. We even named the dildo -- Hank. Ha. I know. So stupid. But what wasn't stupid was what would happen when I fucked her with Hank. It was so hot seeing her take that big black dick, wearing all that slutty lingerie.
Once, she begged me, "Please, I just want you inside me."
"No," I said.
"No?!" She was shocked.
"Hank goes first, hubby last."
And then I thrust all the way balls deep. Something about that made her cum so hard she yelped. I immediately went down on her, licking her, soothing her. She loved it.
Then finally it was my turn for "sloppy seconds," But just as I put in the tip, I was so turned on I came everywhere like a firehose.
And that became our thing, our kinky routine. Hank, a cuckold cleaning, and sloppy seconds.
Just like a walking cliché, I bought her a "hotwife" anklet, and a sexy collar with a queen of spades charm on it. Again, I brushed off the symbol, saying it was just the label of the company that made them. The whole thing was kind of a joke, because by this point I had researched enough to know that no true hotwife ever really wore them, it was just stupid porn shit.
But if Christie ever put any of it on, never mentioning it, silently teasing me with it walking around the house, it was like a fucking red cape to a bull. I couldn't stop myself.
"I love how much this turns you on, honey," Christie said one night as we cuddled together. "I mean, it's strange to me that Hank fucks me more than you do, and it's been that way for a while now, but you seem happy, and I know it feels good to me. But this is all fantasy, you know this, right?"
"Oh my god, of course," I said. Stunned she would even ask.
2.
Next thing I remember was our big anniversary vacation to a luxury resort in the Bahamas. Just the two of us for a week off the grid. I peeked in the bag as we were packing and saw she had thrown in the anklet, and all that slutty lingerie, and some slutty minidresses, and Hank, of course.
At dinner the first night, in the darkened corner of a nightclub, she crossed her legs under the table and holy shit, there was the anklet. It was the first time she had ever worn it out in public. I literally looked around the place to see if anyone noticed. Which of course they didn't because who fucking cares. My jaw must have literally dropped because she chuckled, and told me, "Just enjoy dinner. It will still be there when we get back to the room. Unless I pick up someone else on the way."
Dinner was a blur, and then, back in the room, lovemaking, Hank doing his thing, talk dirtier than we've ever done.
"Tell me how much you love this big cock, honey. You want it, don't you? You want it," I said as I thrust in and out. I had to bite my tongue from saying "big black cock."
"I want it," she yelped as she came.
Usually there was this kind of invisible wall between what we did in the bedroom, and what happened outside of it. We never spoke of it, and we never mixed streams, or even hinted about it privately to each other while we were out. That night with the anklet was the first tiny crack in that wall ever, after years of this. Maybe I should have paid more attention to it.
3.
I don't recall if it was the next day Christie went for the massage, or a couple days later. I should remember it vividly, shouldn't I? Considering what happened?
I didn't think twice about it when she left. I was just sitting on our balcony reading. She sauntered off in her typical beach cover-up and said she'd be back in an hour.
A few minutes later, my world turned upside down, with the bing of a text.
"Heading in :)" it read, "Luv u!" And then there was a selfie.
And that's when my heart leapt, and sank, and my cock twitched, all at once. She was wearing that Queen of Spades thong bikini, blowing a kiss to the camera, behind her the masseuse was prepping the table. A huge, muscular black dude.
Of course, fucking of course. What the hell. Why did she grab that one from the bag? What should I do?
I couldn't tell her about the bikini. How could I? How would I even explain it? Oh by the way, hon, that symbol on all your lingerie and your anklets is a crypto-racist kinky sex thing? And if some black guy sees it, lord knows what they will think of it?
But like the anklet, in all likelihood no one would notice a thing. It's such a stupid little corner of a subculture of a kink. Best I could do was say nothing and just cross my fingers the masseuse wouldn't say anything, and I would have dodged a bullet.
And that's how the hour of her massage went. Panic, fear, cold sweats, then reeling it all in and telling myself I was being crazy. And all the while my cock as hard as steel. Idiot.
And then the hour kept going. Another 20 minutes. Another 40 minutes. Where was she?
When I heard the beep of the key card which meant Christie was back, I desperately tried to keep my cool. Hide my panic, hide my erection, play it cool. Looking back I should have noticed something had happened. She was all flushed. Her hair was a bit of a shambles. She was no longer wearing that beach dress. Just that damned Queen of Spades bikini.
"How was it?" I asked, desperately trying to be casual.
"Oh, he was great, very hot" she said, in a dreamy, faraway voice.
"Christie! You shock me," I laughed.
She didn't laugh. There was an awkward silence. I tried to fill it.
"So all was good?" I asked nervously.
"You already asked that."
"I...uh..." I just trailed off, at a loss.
"It was. He truly treated me like a queen."
And that's when I knew. She knew. He knew. A pause that seemed to stretch forever.
"Oh god. Honey, I'm sorry. I am mortified. I can't imagine how embarrassing..."
"Why are you apologizing?"
"Because..." and I gestured at the bikini.
"You mean for buying me a bikini covered in symbols that tell the world I am a slut who only fucks black men, and then sending me out in it to get a massage from, oh, right, a black guy? All without telling me?"
"Well, I never meant for you to wear this out...this was just for us...and then I didn't know what to...I'm sorry, Christie. I don't know what to say."
I shrunk into a chair. I felt just horrible.
"Well, don't be sorry, honey. Truly."
She sounded so placid. I couldn't believe it. I knew she must be livid.
"Don't be sorry, because something happened with him. With the masseuse."
I froze. I thought I misheard her.
"What are you...Christie, why are you saying that? I know you're mad."
"I'm not mad at you. Oh I was at first, when Mark noticed what I was wearing. That's his name, Mark. And he Googled a few things and showed me what this all means. What you really wanted me to be. And maybe being mad is why I let...things...happen. And maybe then I was mad at myself for a moment for letting things happen..."
I gulped, "Stop this, honey. I get it. You want me to think things happened to punish me. And I deserve it. I give up. Uncle."
Christie kneeled down and put her hand on my crotch. "But that's what I'm saying. I know it's not punishment. I know you are ok with it. So there is no reason to be upset."
She felt that I was rock hard in my pants. "I mean, let's say I did what you wanted, I was a mindless slut, and I let this big black guy touch me, and let's say I touched his dick, and maybe I even sucked it. I mean, just the thought of me with him is making you hard isn't it? I can feel it growing."
"Yes." I admitted through my shame. I could hardly look at Christie. I tried to look her in the eye but had to quickly look down. I shook my head. I didn't know what to say.
"Whelp, you got what you wished for," Christie said.
She turned my face up to look at her. And I could have sworn I saw something on her neck -- was that a hickey?
"Oh god...no." I whispered. As I felt myself begin squirting cum into my bathing suit.
Christie realized why I said it when she looked down and saw my penis spasming rapidly and a wet spot growing and growing.
"It's okay honey. He said this would happen."
"Who said...what..."
"Mark said you would cum in your pants without me even touching you, just from the thought of him being with your wife. And that's how I'd know you really wanted me to be a black cock slut wife."
But then it hit me. No way she would ever say that. No way this was true. She was getting back at me. And I deserved it. I looked up again.
"Okay, enough, Christie. I don't know whether he coached you on what to say. Or if you are doing this on your own. But I promise to never put you in that position again. "
"So you don't think anything I just said happened?"
"No way," I said though stunned, heavy breaths. "That wasn't real. You would never..."
She shrugged mildly and grinned. "Ok fine, then. It didn't happen. Let that be a lesson to you, you perv. Now let me wash up and before dinner"
As she strutted by, I stopped her, and kissed her. She leaned in and kissed back hard, hungrily.
And that's when I tasted it. A strange flavor in her mouth. When she pulled away, a little strand of cum dripped from her lip.
I looked closer, and there were clearly thin lines of cum around her mouth. I hadn't noticed it until I got in close.
My wife had come home with another man's cum all over her face.
Everything she had said, it was all true. I looked at Christie a moment, stunned silent.
She started to speak, but I stopped her by kissing her hard on the lips. I tasted another rope of cum. We both kissed each other hungrily, licking and tasting it as we did, both licking the cum off of each other's lips.
"Are you happy honey?" Christie asked. "I made your fantasy come true."
"I love you... more than anything."
Christie's whispered back to me with sexy cum-covered lips, "I love you too."
There was a beat as we looked at each other, her cum-speckled face, my pants soaked from my own mess, and then we just burst out laughing. "We had both better go get cleaned up, " Christie said. "We have a lot to talk about."
4.
Next moment I remember is her first date with another man. There's something about the first time that continues to just blow my mind. A friend of a friend of a friend of that masseuse from the Bahamas, I think, who lived in the big city near us.
I helped her get ready, picking out what she was going to wear -- it was so wild and perverted, I still can't quite believe it. Putting on that spades lingerie again, of course, which had become sort of an in-joke for us by this point, then some tiny minidress she was way too old for but fuck it. Her body was still rocking, and when she leaned over her thong-covered ass would peek out a bit. It was just fantastic.
She looked like a fucking hot club-slut. And she loved it. She giggled and said she hoped nobody she knew would see her. But then, she mused, maybe it would be a turn-on to know that people saw her with an attractive black guy in a club, dressed like a total slut.
"How do I look?" she asked, as she finished her makeup and strapped on some ridiculous stripper heels.
"Amazing. I'm not sure he will be able to wait until after dinner to have you."
"Alright, darling, now's you last chance to bail out of this. We've had a great time, and I'll never forget it, and if you now say you don't want to go through with this, I could live with it. But we'd never raise the subject again. But if you want to go through with it, there won't be any going back."
My dick was hard and hot like a white-hot sun.
"And what makes you think I'd give you permission?" I said.
"Oh, I'm sure you won't give me permission," Christie said. "You're a good protective husband. You would never let your wife go out all alone to make love with her sexy, virile black lover. Isn't that right honey?"
She sat beside me, put her hand gently to my crotch and stroked. I was involuntarily humping my wife's hand as she stroked me.
"You wouldn't let your wife get all dressed up like a little slut, would you? Baby you know his big black cock makes me lose my mind. You'll make me stay home, won't you darling?"
"Uhhhh," I said. She could feel my dick swelling up. I started cumming buckets
"I guess that means I have your permission?"
I went in to kiss her, and she turned her head, "On the cheek, sweety. I don't want to mess up the makeup.
After she left, the angst and arousal and confusion and exhilaration were intense. I've since talked to other husbands in this lifestyle who send their wives out on dates and all described similar torment. But torment is the wrong word, for I was hornier than I had been since my teenage years, desperately trying not to masturbate to thoughts of my slut wife, as I waited for a text, a call, headlights in the driveway meaning Christie was home. With her date. Crazy.
I remember when they did actually return. His name was Dave. He was a massive bodybuilder. They were holding hands as they walked up the driveway. I remember looking around to make sure none of the neighbors could see.
I remember them making out on the couch, her lipstick smeared, her dress riding up, his hands in her panties, smirking at the symbol on them. Christie moaning like a true slut.
"That's right baby," Dave said. "You can't control yourself. You're a brainless slut for big black cock and you love it." Then to me: "Buddy boy, why don't you feel how wet your girl here is."
I reached down and felt Christie's panties. Dave was right. Soaked
"I can't believe what a bad little wife I am. I feel like I'm tumbling down a hill and nothing can stop it, there's too much momentum, there's nothing I can do," Christie teased, with a smile to me. "No matter how I resist Dave is gonna win in the end and make me do something bad."
I knew exactly how she felt because I was horny too, unbelievably horny. I was rubbing my hardon through my pants and Christie saw it.
"It's okay," I said. "I understand what you're going through. I love you no matter what."
As we were talking, Dave was unfastening his belt and freeing about 11 inches of cock. I could see Christie's eyes widen, and look back at me, almost frightened. I kissed her, rubbed her back, and then ever-so-gently pushed her down to him.
She took the hint, and then took him into her mouth. While I held her hair back and stroked her back. After a minute or two of groaning and sucking...
"That's enough," Dave said. "Let's see you naked. Get hubby there to give you a hand."
Christie sat up obediently. "Undress me for him, I want you to give me to him," she said as she turned back to Dave.
I felt myself step forward and gently placed my trembling hands on her waist. Christie met my eyes again, studying my face. Her cheeks flushed and her breathing heavy.
"Show me off, hand me over to him." Without a word I started to remove her dress but she interrupted me. "Slower. Show me off proper."
I very slowly pulled down her dress, unhooked her bra, gently helped her step out of her queen of spades panties, leaving her in nothing but her stripper heels. She never once looked at me, only watching Dave now.
"Honey why aren't you doing anything to stop him?" Christie said coyly with a teasing smirk, positioning her naked body on David's lap so she could rub her pussy against his cock. She started passionately kissing him while she suggestively slid her horny pussy up and down his whole length.
Dave growled, hauled her up into his arms, and then spun her around so she was resting on the couch, and positioned himself behind her. I sat there stunned, my heart hammering loudly, as he slowly rocked his hips and entered into her.
It had happened.
Christie had been blacked.
"Your pussy feel so good on my cock, babygirl." Dave kissed her shoulder as she lovingly cradled his face to her.
As he pushed back inside her, Christie's sounds changed from passionate and sweet to animal-like. I could see Dave's monster organ pummeling my wife's pussy. And then she shuddered in an enormous orgasm. I looked down and realized I had already started jacking off without even realizing it.
Christie caught sight of me and held her hand out to me. "Hold me," she said. "Hold me up while he fucks me, sweetie. It's so goooooood..."



She pulled me onto the couch, beneath her, her upper body resting on me as Dave plowed into her from behind. She was slowly moving back and forth, her hands gripping my shoulders, her cheek resting on my chest as Dave gripped her hips and steadily thrust into her. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her into me. I kissed her hair and caressed her back. I felt her body give random jerks and twitches, cute little gasps and moans. My dick was hard and pressing straight up into her stomach, which contracted with every rolling orgasm she had.
Dave somehow knew these orgasms had Christie in an almost hypnotic state of arousal. And he started talking, and making her repeat after him... "You're a slut now," he said
"I am. I am a slut," Christie repeated
"You're a slut for my cock."
"I'm a slut for your cock."
"For my big black cock. Say it."
"For your big black cock. "
I said nothing, a mute bystander to the insane conversation happening in front of me. "I'm a big black cock slut!" Christie blurted out.
"What will you do to get more big black cock?" he asked.
"I...I don't know what you..."
"WHAT WILL YOU DO"
"Anything!" Christie sighed.
"Will you come to me whenever I call."
"Yes."
"Will you fuck any black cock I tell you to?"
"I...Yessssss."
Wait, what the hell, I wonder? I should have said something...
"Will you let me pass me around to my crew?"
"Yes."
Now I should definitely have said something---
"How about all of us at the same time?"
"OH GOD," she said, as she shuddered, and nearly passed out.
All three of us came at the same time, Christie on that magnificent cock, Dave inside her, myself into my own stomach trapped underneath my wife.
Dave chuckled and pulled himself out of her gently, kissing her on the head. "You're a freak, girl. You both are. I'm gonna give you my number. See you all later"
Christie rolled off me and lay on her back next to me, panting, flushed, sweaty.
I looked down at her pussy, where Dave's cum trickled from her in a steady flow. I was drawn closer to it, mesmerized by the result of her first time with another man.
I looked up to see her smiling serenely at me.
Christie blushed. "With Dave just now, that was just dirty talk, honey," she said. "I would never do any of that, you know that right?"
"Of course I do," I lie, and I hug her to me close.
---------------------------
And that brings us up to where you met us, in a random hotel room. Another night, another city, another hotel, another man. I never caught his name. Not sure she did either.
And now a man whose name I do not know was making my wife cum like a whore on a hotel bed.
Sorry, did I say man?
I meant men.
Creeping from the edge of my vision, three other naked, hung black men join the fray. Christie doesn't bat an eye, just opens her arms to them, her legs to them, offers her body to them.
I told you I knew she was lying. This was always where it was headed. They line up, one after the other, to take her. Christie is in a state of bliss.
One of the men tosses me a video camera.
"Make yourself useful, bud"
This is my new role - documentarian for my wife's descent. I hesitate and look to Christie, who still has a cock in one hand and another pummeling her from behind, eyeing the new arrivals hungrily.
"Honey, this is getting dangerous. What if these videos get out?" I asked.
The men just start laughing, "Oh, come on, man. Just do it. It's like having your own porno..."
"Sweetie," Christie clucked. "I have no idea what they are going to do with these videos next. That's up to them, and I'm okay with whatever happens."
Her voice is interrupted by another cock fucking her hard.
"I...can't stop...them...I...don't WANT...to stop them...I love what they do do to me...and if this is the price...they want me to pay...I...OHHHHH..."
She is beyond speech now.
I lift the camera and film.
At one point she is on her back, her legs spread high in the air as first one man then another takes turns fucking her. Then she is on her hands and knees being fucked doggy style while blowing someone in front of her. The sound of slapping skin and screaming orgasms fill the air.
Christie loses track of time as she continues to fuck through the group of men, giving all of her holes over to black cock. At one point she finds herself with a cock in her pussy, in her ass, in her mouth, two more in her hands, focusing on her timing to get into a rhythm, like a professional athlete in her prime.
She is chanting something to herself I can barely hear over the sounds of carnal insanity,
"...love it...have to have it...I'm a queen of spades...fucking queen of spades...need black cock...all...the...time...!"
I am desperately trying to keep the camera focused as my cock cums helplessly without me touching. The man in her mouth cums first, and it dribbles down her chin. She looks to me.
"Thank you hubby. I love you so much for this."
The men chuckle and chime in, "Yeah, thanks hubby!"
It was a chain reaction from there. Another man cums deep inside her, yet another pulls out and cums on her back, As she turns around, two more shots lands on her face and on her tits. She moves in to the glistening cock and sucked off the remaining cum, teasing the tender head with her tongue. A hand on her shoulder pulls her to her right and she was brought around to face another man, who groans and spurts as well. She is able to catch most of the load in her mouth. Then there is another, and another.
The men moan in extreme pleasure as their thick organs pulse, bathing Christie. She rubs her pussy as she receives the drenching, masturbating herself to a wrenching, groaning orgasm.
It's all too much for me. I toss the camera aside and rush to her and take her in my arms.
My wife, my gang bang queen, her skin slipping and sliding against mine, covered in the cum of other men. Men whose names I do not know. And neither does she.
We kiss then, Christie's lips salty with cum. And I orgasm and empty what's left of myself yet again, holding her slimy, shuddering body to mine, kissing her all over...
------------------
Then, a few weeks later, I was home alone, Christie out on another date. These dates had moved from an occasional event to something of a routine. We didn't even talk about it, it just happened.
I was killing time on one of those cuckold web sites that started this entire train of madness, and there was a new video there, "Christie Queen of Spades."
With a feeling of dread, I pressed play. And it was Christie, it was that night I just described at the hotel, filmed by me!!!
Her face was obscured, the men's faces blurred, but her silver hair and the clothes and the lingerie I dressed her in is clear, her body I knew so intimately. The ring I bought her, the QoS jewelry I bought her. It's all there for the world to see.
It was dangerous. Thousands were watching these videos since they went up only the day before.
I must have lost track of time, watching the video, because the next thing I remember is the front door clicking shut, and Christie standing there in one of her slut outfits, hair mussed, and, worst of all, a little trickle of cum running down her leg from under her minidress.
She smirked as she saw what I was watching.
Referring to the video -- "It's beautiful, isn't it sweetie? I'm going to be a star!"
"Jesus, Christie, what if someone we know recognizes you?"
"I'm not ashamed of this, and no one we know will ever see this stuff." She replied calmly.
"But we have our real lives to consider. We need to keep this stuff discreet."
"It's too late for that. This is who we are now. I can't change my feelings.I don't think you can stop either. We love each other, and that's all that matters."
And with that she stripped off her clothes, and I could see fully the cum trickling from her pussy, more cum running down her body, running right over the freshly-inked Queen of Spades tattoo she had just gotten that weekend.
I couldnt help myself. It was just too much, too hot. I gave her tattoo a kiss and a lick, I knew she was right.
No turning back, indeed.
(NOTE: This story is the inspiration for the amazing Alison Hale comic)
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If you read Part 1 of Christie's Conversion, you know the journey to my wife becoming a genuine tattooed Queen of Spades slut was gradual. It took place over months and months. Subtle hints and dirty talk, toys and lingerie and fantasies, tentative first encounters with the real thing. It was the rollercoaster slowly ascending to the insanely huge drop you know is coming..
Within weeks of the encounters I mentioned in the last story, this strange new life began to feel familiar. Branding her body proclaiming her love of black cock. Having sex with anonymous black men on video and loving it. Me FILMING it and loving it. We were at the top of the rollercoaster hill going down, and we were picking up speed.
So far as anyone in our regular life knew, Christie and I were just another couple on the block. I would sometimes catch the other husbands taking a second look at her, because she clearly had an indescribable sexual confidence that was impossible to hide. She grew her grey hair out long and somehow made it look like she had always just rolled out of bed, or wore it in pigtails that looked just a touch naughty.
It also didn't hurt that the amount of "exercise" she was getting kept her in amazing shape. And she exclusively wore skintight leggings around town now -- not to be sexy, really, but to hide her Queen of Spades Slut tattoos from prying eyes.
And oh man, that exercise. Her "Christie QOS" videos and OnlyFans pages were a hit with a very specific niche of people, and the number of sessions increased to every couple of week. Maybe there were only a few hundred thousand freaks like us around the world, who knows. But all of them were willing to pay up to watch her dive deeper and deeper into depravity, with me as her helper along the way.
Thousands watched as I lovingly held her hair back and kissed her beautiful neck as she sucked the cum out of three black cocks in succession in a New York hotel room.
Tens of thousands watched as I knelt, held her hips, and lowered her down onto the most enormous black cock we had ever seen in our lives in another hotel room in Vegas. Christie's shudders of orgasm when her pussy lips met the bottom of the man's 15-inch shaft were so real and so powerful. I pressed my palm against her stomach and could feel how far up his cock had reached inside her. When I looked into her eyes, she almost started crying out of sheer pleasure.
And then HUNDREDS of thousands tuned in to watch Christie's first orgy. We had never even THOUGHT about participating in an orgy, much less doing it on video for the Internet to see. But there we were -- 10 anonymous men, a half-dozen other women of varying ages, and Christie. The women all had BBC Queen of Spades slut tattoos just like my wife, they all wore masks to disguise themselves, they were all used like ragdolls, and they all loved it.
That particular video was the one that made us actual millionaires based on how often it was viewed, and it's not hard to understand why. It culminated with all the women lined up and pressed against a window overlooking the city, all literally covered in cum, each being pounded by one last bull until they erupted, Christie's bull holding her pigtails like reins as he held on to the finish.
When those men came and all pulled out their impossibly long black cocks, thin streams of cum trickled out of each woman, and after a moment, enormous dollops followed. Soon Christie and the other women were all licking cum from each other's pussies, kissing and snowballing each other. It was the first time I saw Christie do any of that with another woman.
Christie saw me watching off-camera, and beckoned me join them. She still looked dazed and cum-drunk, and finished me off with a quick handjob, lubricated by the cum of the other men, kissing me passionately and moaning into my mouth as several other Queens licked her pussy -- it was an unreal moment of complete depravity. The bulls lounging around the room just kept the camera focused on the action, and chuckled at us all.
If you've seen any of these videos, you've probably seen that one -- it's famous by now.
---------------------
All along this journey, Christie and I were partners. Every video turned us on so much that we fucked like rabbits after the lights were gone and the cameras were turned off. We mutually agreed on ground rules:
1. Keeping it all under wraps. Since that first ever date, we would never bring business home.
2. Never see the same guy too many times in a row. Sex is intimacy, even as raunchy as this was, and doing it with the same man over and over again could cause real feelings to develop. We didn't want that.
In hindsight, though, I didn't bargain on Christie starting to associate ALL of the men she saw, and how they made her feel, how they dominated her, how they fucked her to the heights of pleasure, as something she couldn't resist.
In trying to make sure she didn't fall for ONE black bull, we actually got Christie devoted to ALL of them. She was addicted to the black cock lifestyle itself.
That devotion was obvious in the outfits she wore for these men, the spades jewelry, the tattoos. It showed when a man Christie had never met in her life would show up at our hotel door, demand she "give him some sugar," and without hesitation she would be tongue-kissing him like a long lost lover, then pulling down his pants and butterfly kissing his cock whispering "thank you...thank you...thank you..." while staring up into his eyes. Men would be genuinely stunned by her.
Even when it was just us, the addiction would always be there. We would exclusively watch interracial porn now when we had sex, the raunchier the better. She would constantly be reading 1970s blaxploitation books about white women becoming concubines for black pimps. Christie dreamt some nights about being a street walking whore, and recounted those dreams to me in the morning as if they were completely normal.
And so considering all that -- considering what had clearly developed into an addiction -- neither of us should have been surprised by the moments that followed.
And yet, we were.
1.
It was that girls night out with the neighborhood wives. I had a bad feeling about it, right from the start. I think we had been subconsciously limiting our time out of each others sight when not on one of our "QOS adventures." It was always us together at neighborhood parties or dinner dates, keeping each other in check and demure at all times. Both of us sort of needed each other there to remind ourselves to....be normal.
But that can't last forever. The ladies in her book club had a couple birthdays coming up, and decided they would go nuts and hit a club in the city to celebrate. Christie tried every excuse she could to get out of it, to no avail.
What a strange experience helping Christie dress for her evening out. Strange because it was so...normal. Usually I would prepare her, selecting the sluttiest outfits I could find, putting on her anklets and QOS jewelry, knowing I was wrapping a gift for another man.
But this was just her going to hang out with some friends. In fact, I didn't even help her at all and left her in the bedroom to get ready on her own -- it felt weird and a little creepy to just hover there. She was just going out in what would be her normal neighborhood clothes, right?
Wrong.
When Christie came downstairs, she wasn't QUITE in one of her BBC date night outfits, but she wasn't far off. The heels were a bit shorter, the minidress was a bit longer, and she had a little sweater on, but otherwise, hoo boy. When she reached up to check her hair in the mirror, her dress rode up a touch, just enough to show the bottom of her tattoos. Gulp.
Like so many times during this descent, I should have said something. Like so many times, I did not.
The Uber with the other ladies arrived outside. She gave me a perfunctory kiss, I said have a good time, we pretended all was well, and off she went.
2.
A few hours later, it began. The DING of my cell phone. A text from one of the other book club wives, Ann.
"Um, you might want to come get Christie"
"What? Why? She drunk?" I texted, amused.
"Not exactly..."
The DING of another text, another friend, Debra.
"Holy shit, I don't know how to tell you this, but what Christie is doing right now..."
I sat up straight. Shit. This was bad.
Then more texts from all the ladies, a series of images from each of them, telling the tale....
DING. A pic of Christie, on the dance floor with HIM --a tall black god with a chiseled torso, arms bulging out of his shirt, everything about him just oozing charisma. Her hand against his chest, as if trying to claw at his body and fend him off, all at once.
DING. Another pic, her spun around facing the camera now, grinding her ass against him, eyes looking up at his almost hypnotized, his arms around her pulling her in close. I zoomed into the photo -- Christie's nipples were visibly erect through her dress, and this man was already fucking my wife with his eyes.
Another text, from our next door neighbor Sharon this time -- "She is putting on a scene here. We don't know what to do."
I pretended it was fine -- "LOL, she just loves to dance, don't worry about it."
But I was panicked, immediately started texting Christie, but there was no response. Minutes more passed.
DING -- another text. "This is insane."
DING. Another photo -- the man now had his fingers inside Christie's panties for all to see, rubbing her clit as her head lolled back into his chest and her mouth opened wide.
DING. Another photo from our other neighbor, that busybody Kay -- this one showed Christie and this man in a corner of the dance floor, her panties around her ankle, his fingers deep inside her, her hands pulling his enormous black cock out of his pants and stroking it.
DING -- next text I got was a short video clip. The music was deafening, but the camera zoomed in on Christie stroking this stud's huge black cock, her body shuddering as he stroked her. Everyone in the club watching it happen.
The phone swung around to show all the neighborhood wives laughing, shocked. Sharon talked to the camera: "Oh my god, you LET her do this, don't you? You know how we know -- because of those tats you got her!"
And the phone swung back around to show my wife's dress hiked up as she climbed into the man's lap, revealing her SLUT and QOS tattoo for all to see as she slowly settled down onto his giant cock and took his meat fully inside her. The club broke out in cheers, Christie blushed happily and buried her head in his massive chest as they started grinding away...
I turned my phone off after that. I didn't need to see anything else. And Christie wasn't answering anyway.
3.
When Christie got dropped off late that night, I was too humiliated to go to the door to let her in. I heard the catcalls and laughter from her friends, though.
As soon as she walked in the door, I stormed off upstairs. She followed.
"How could you, Christie?" I asked. "We agreed to never do this."
"I know. But then I met HIM. He is just...just...."
I muttered sarcastically, "Oh I know what happened. I saw the pictures. From all of our neighbors."
"Don't be like that, honey."
She sat in the lounge chair, absently hiked up her skirt, spread her legs. Her panties were gone-- i found out later the man had taken them as a trophy. I followed her finger as she stroked herself. A huge droplet of cum drooled out of her pussy. She took it, licked it off her finger, and swallowed it.
I couldn't say a word. I just fell to my knees and watched as she coaxed more of his cum out of her pussy. Her eyes were shut, remembering.
"His name's Blue. As soon as I saw him, my...my pussy just started gushing. I left the ladies behind and went to him without saying a thing."
Her story was having an obvious effect on me, as I was hard as a rock. Christie continued, as she idly fingered herself...
"Maybe you shouldn't have let me go alone, honey. Or maybe it was only a matter of time and my body has just been conditioned to want black men like him....oooooh yes....or maybe the truth is much simpler."
"And what is that?"
She was rubbing her clit hard now, getting close.
"The truth is that Blue is special. Everything about him is special. And from the moment he spotted me, from the moment he held me, from the moment I saw and held his perfect...black...cock...I knew he was going to own me...oh, cumming!"
She shuddered all over as she came.
"What do you mean, own you? You are my wife."
"Of course I am, sweetie. But whatever Blue tells me to do, from now on, I will be doing. He wanted to fuck me in front of a crowded club, including all of my friends, and I did it without hesitation. If he walked in the room right now and asked me to fuck him on our front lawn, I would do it. My body belongs to my Black master, my pussy belongs to him, everything--"
"Oh...god...Christie...!"
She looked down and giggled when she saw why I had cried out -- I had come in my pants, a wet spot spreading, even more cum spurting out down my leg.
“Every time, your body tells the truth, no matter what your brain says. Just like that very first time with Mark."
I still resisted the truth, quietly.
"Christie, this can never happen again,"
"Oh, sweetie, I feel like you haven't been listening. I already have plans with him this weekend. He wants me to go to the beach with him."
"Well, then I am going too. You can't be with him alone."
"He thought you'd say that! And he gave me something for you to wear to make sure you behave and..."
She gestured at my cum-soaked pants.
"...make sure this doesn't happen again, in public."
Christie dug through her purse, and pulled out something I had only seen in sleazy cuckold porn movies -- a cock cage.
"Christie, there is no FUCKING way I am going to lock myself away and help you as you spend a day with your new Black master, or whatever you call him. This has gone too fucking far."
"Okay, sweetie," she said mildly. "Whatever you say"
4.
Saturday, somehow, we were at the beach. I was still in a daze and not sure how or why I had agreed to it. But there they were. Christie and Blue, walked onto the sand, hand in hand.
That morning, Christie giggled softly when she put on the cage, locked it tight and gave it a kiss. Blue hadn't even bothered to introduce himself or shake my hand when he pulled up to the house. Just a nod and a "what's up" as he kissed and felt up my wife on the front stoop.
And now, as they walked ahead of me, I trudged behind with our bags, awkwardly shifting my crotch every few steps to try and make that damned cage fit more comfortably.
As soon as we got to a clear spot, Blue started ordering us around.
"This is good enough. Hubby, you mind getting us all set up here? And Christie?"
"Yes, Blue?"
"Strip."
"Yes, Blue."
I smirked at that. I knew he would try and embarrass us like this, so I made Christie promise to wear a one-piece -- I figured anything less, like a bikini, would reveal her tattoos to all, and make it too easy for Blue to play with her.
My wife gave me a single sheepish look, and then took off her cutoffs and her beach shirt to reveal the most scandalous bathing suit I've ever seen.
Sure, she had followed my orders, technically, but it was essentially a monokini, in some sort of shiny silver material. A triangle in front barely big enough to cover her pussy lips, connected by strings up her toned belly to two tiny triangles covering her small, perky breasts. And when she turned around, nothing but a single string coming down her back, barely holding up a brazilian thong bottom.
Her "queen of spades slut" tattoos were out for all to see. I looked around, could see some of the other beachgoers pointing and giggling. My cock strained against the cage, my desire rising. I was actually thankful for it, as I knew I never would have been able to stop myself from cumming immediately at what I was seeing.
"Fuck."
I kept my head down and focused on setting up our blankets and umbrella. Blue and Christie raced down to the surf and frolicked in the water. When they came back, my jaw dropped to the floor, as did everyone around us -- that damn monokini was essentially see-through when wet.
Oblivious to the looks and gasps around us, Christie laid down on the blanket on her belly to sunbathe.
"Honey, can you lotion me please?
"Sure," I said.
"No," Christie said. "I mean Blue."
He smirked. "Sure, baby girl. I just need to send a few texts real quick."
After he was done, he proceeded to rub suntan lotion into my wife in a way that was absolutely pornographic. Kneading her flesh, making Christie squirm and moan. A couple nearby packed up and left in a hurry.
His phone, meanwhile, was dinging over and over again. He ignored it as he massaged my wife's back, her ass.
Then he reached underneath her, slipped his hand into her bikini bottoms, and rubbed her pussy.
Christie sighed and lifted her ass up to make room for him. Because the suit was now transparent, I could see his fingers entering her, flicking her clit, right out in the open.
"Oh, Blue....please I need you," Christie groaned, writhing around.
"You'd fuck me right here, wouldn't you?" Blue asked.
It's as if I wasn't even there, a bystander.
"I will do whatever you want, Blue. You know that," Christie said in a whisper.
"Good," he said curtly.
Just then, as if on cue, the sky seemed to darken around us, and we all looked up to see a crowd of black men surrounding us, blocking out the sun, and the other beachgoers.
"This her?" one of the men asked.
"Yes," Blue chuckled.
"Who are they, Blue?" Christie asked nervously.
"You don't need to know their names, my little trick. Just know they are here paying for the pleasure of having some fun with you."
"Wait a minute..." I tried to interject.
"I don't know, Blue, wouldn't that make me a...prostitute" Christie pondered, hesitant. That's my girl, I thought. Fight it.
"Christie, don't be rude. I told these men you were their whore to use as they pleased," Blue said firmly, "If you want to have my cock ever again, you will do whatever these men want, right now."
Christie, my proud and independent wife, sat up straighter, clung to Blue's leg almost desperately, nodded and said simply.
"Yes, Blue."
The men all laughed, impressed,
"She's addicted to your cock, huh Blue?"
"What you think?" Blue chuckled.
"What about him?" one of the others asked curiously, looking at me.
"He's this ho's husband. He isn't gonna be a problem. He likes beating his dick watching black cock fucking his woman. He likes how much Christie here wants it," Blue said. "He just didn't know what a black cock slut she'd turn out to be. You are... aren't you baby? Tell me what you are. Tell daddy what I've made you?"
"A black cock whore. I'm a whore for black cock," Christie groaned quietly. She was practically humping his leg like a dog now.
All eyes were on me now -- would I assent to what was about to happen? I looked from Blue, to the wall of men, to Christie. She was staring intently, obediently at Blue. Finally, she turned to look at me, pleadingly.
Christie quietly mouthed one word, "Please."
I sighed, shifted my uncomfortably caged cock, and nodded okay.
Everyone got the message. They huddled around so that anyone walking by would only see a group of guys and not what was going on in the middle of the circle. I wormed my way into a position to see the action.
Blue pulled off his swim trunks, nodded to me. I unstrapped Christie's monokini. She gave me a peck on the cheek. And then it was on.
Blue fucked her right there on our blanket, pile-driving Christie's beautiful ass into the sand. She was speechless, orgasming over and over, so overcome she couldn't even make a noise at first. She kissed him hungrily, wrapped herself around him like she couldn't bear to let him go.



That moment watching Christie being completely dominated by that man, how she turned into a sex slave under his complete control, fucking him in public, awaiting the order to fuck whoever he told her to fuck, happily being called a whore -- it changed me. I didn't know it at the time, but I wasn't the same man anymore after that.
As for the other men, each of them stepped in from the protective circle one at a time, handed over a wad of cash to Blue, and took their turn with my wife.
At one stage Christie did finally start making loud crying noises as one of the johns brought her to a climax. It is to my shame that it was me who covered her mouth with my hand to quiet her. With my hand on her mouth I could feel her shudders as the orgasm took her, as the john came deep inside her. And then another man, another shudder. Another man, another shudder...
When the men had their fill, they tucked their black cocks back into their suits, thanked Blue for supplying her (while ignoring me and Christie), and the circle dispersed.
I realized we were now in full view of the other absolutely stunned beachgoers. I stammered, trying to make some sort of excuse, ANY sort of excuse. But it was impossible. It was obvious from the state of Christie on our blanket what had happened.
Like the cuckolded husband that I was, I helped my freshly fucked Christie to her feet, searched for her bathing suit. The men's cum had already started to run from my wife's pussy and more of it ran down her thighs as we started to pack up to go.
At one point Christie actually put her hand between her legs to stop the flow dripping onto the beach blanket. Her hand came away coated in cum. She absentmindedly put the fingers to her mouth to clean them, licking cum off the wedding ring I gave her. She saw me watching her and smiled sweetly.
5.
I drove us home from the beach, still in shock. Christie and Blue sat in back. I watched them in the rear view mirror and tried not to get in an accident.
Christie hadn't bothered to cover her scandalous bathing suit, and she was openly fondling and playing with Blue's giant black cock. Kissing it, sucking it, licking it all over and moaning.
Blue, meanwhile, was counting the money he had earned off her while my wife sucked his dick.
"Yes, my sweet little ho. Get it. You are going to be my best money maker. People aren't going to believe that this little suburban housewife is a willing whore for black cock."
"Thank you, Blue"
"You don't mind that, Christie? Me calling you a whore."
"If that's what you want me to be, Blue. That's what I will be. Your whore.."
Blue chuckled.
"Shit, girl. Your husband is right here. You say that right in front of him?"
Christie stared at me in the rear view mirror as she spoke. Blue's cock still in her hand. It still wet from her saliva.
"I...I know. It's confusing. Yes, he is my husband. But you...."
"What? What am I"
"You own me. You are my master."
"And you are devoted to me?"
"Yes, absolutely, Master Blue."
"Oh, I like that. You like that, Hubby?"
I was speechless.
I pulled up at the house. Stopped in the driveway. Cleared my throat.
"Um, Christie? We're home. Can you...?"
She looked up, giggled, wiped some of the pre-cum from her lips, gave a little fake pout.
"I can't believe you, honey. All those men just paid your wife for sex. Blue pimped me to them for money. And you didn't stop it. You HELPED."
"Christie, that's not exactly how..."
"Oh, I'm teasing sweetie. I should thank you. I loved it. I love being worth so much money for my pimp."
"Give your pimp some sugar, my sweet little trick," Blue cooed.
Christie dove at him, kissing him with a passion that was almost embarrassing.
I didn't know what else to do, so I got out of the car. I opened the back door to let them out.
They were both completely naked now. And neither of them bothered to get dressed. They looked like two sexual gods in their prime who we all had the privilege to observe. It was almost intoxicating to watch as Christie led him in by his giant cock up the driveway, Blue smacking her on her toned ass, right on the Queen of Spades tattoo.
She whined sexily, "Please Master Blue, can you fuck me again now? Please?"
He ignored her, was already talking on his cellphone to someone, "Yeah, she is ready. You can start spreading the word. We'll be working out of this address...."
Then he picked up Christie and slung her over his shoulder as they stepped into our house. She giggled and sighed. the door clicked shut behind them. I stood on the front stoop still.
Suddenly, there was Christie pressed against the window, Blue behind her, his cock sawing in and out of her yet again. Her wetness dripping from where they were joined. Her palms pressed against the glass.
I pressed my own hand against hers, literally on the outside looking in. Christie noticed me in her cock-drunk daze, blew me a kiss, then leaned back to kiss Blue reverently, legs shaking from an orgasm.
Through the glass, I could hear Christie mewling and begging happily, "I'm hooked...Master Blue....want it...like I've never wanted anything else....I'll do whatever you want...be with whoever you tell me....just please give it to meeeeeeee...!"
Blue did. I could hear him ROAR in pleasure. The whole neighborhood could.
I sank down to the ground, back against the window, still hearing the thumping of their union. Across the street, my neighbor Tim stopped mowing his lawn and just stared at my wife getting railed in the window, his eyes as wide as saucers. He saw me as well, looked confused a moment, then smirking. I just closed my eyes. My head throbbed in confusion. My cock ached helplessly in its cage..
------------------------
How had my normal suburban life and marriage turned into this...lurid spectacle. There just didn't seem to be any escape. How much further could we spiral down. The answer was actually pretty far, as I was going to find out.
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This story is a sequel to Katie Goes Black, by Ikeman48. I found the premise of the story surprisingly compelling, and was I eager to see the story move in a certain direction. So I decided to write a sequel myself.
* * *
I know,  I know: this story seems like another reworking of that tired old racist trope: Black men hungry for White pussy. But it ain't like that. I've loved Black women. Those relationships never panned out long-term, for a variety of reasons, but it was never because I had some kind of attitude against Black women, or a hankering for White women. In fact, I've experienced quite a bit of racism from White women, even when they're hitting on me. When some Karen whispers in my ear that she wants my gorilla jungle cock inside her, I run the other way. I don't need that shit. So when Jay, and then Toby, started raving about Katie, this White woman they'd met who wanted to become a "Black cock slut" for us, I was skeptical to say the least. Katie/Karen, what's the difference, right? She may be open to Black men (in more ways than one), but that doesn't necessarily translate into respecting us as equal human beings.
But I had to recognize that good things can come in all kinds of packages, including White packages. When I finally met her I had to admit that Katie was a very good thing indeed, in a very attractive package. We were waiting on the front porch. She got out of Jay's truck, stripped naked, and walked right up to me.
"Gary?" she asked. I nodded.
"I'm Katie. I... sorry, I'm a little nervous."
"You're doing just fine, darling." I answered. "Nothing to be nervous about. You're very welcome here..."
"No, please let me finish, Gary." She took a deep breath. "I've learned that I'm really attracted to Black men. Jay and Toby have been helping me explore that. I want to be a slut for the four of you today. Will you please help me too?"
Before I could answer, she threw her arms around me and kissed me, passionately, like she really meant it. Damn, that kiss ignited something in me. She pulled back, but I needed some more of that. I pulled her back in for a longer kiss. My hands roamed over her naked back and that sweet ass. My cock, which had been semi-hard, was now fully at attention.
"Was that a 'yes', then?" she giggled, cupping my iron-hard cock with her hand, under my jeans.
"Oh Katie! Wow! Yes indeed!" I laughed.
She then greeted Jerome the same way.
Gorgeous smile, cute laugh, warm personality -- what was not to like? And she was being completely direct and honest with us about what she felt and what she wanted, no games. She showed real vulnerability, and trusted us with that. Whatever skepticism I'd had towards her was blown away.
We took her in to the living room, and she immediately started sucking us off. The sex that followed was nothing short of mind-blowing, both the group sex we started with in the living room, and the one-on-one later when she woke up in my bed.
Most other women I've fucked have acted like they were doing me a favor as they passively lay back and let me pleasure them; maybe they'd begrudge me a blowjob. Katie, in contrast, was enthusiastic, energetic and playful in her fucking. She couldn't wait to get her hands and mouth on my cock, and seemed to enjoy sucking me off as much as I enjoyed receiving it. When I slid my cock into her hot, wet snatch and felt her cunt muscles actively milking me -- like her cunt really wanted to get to know my cock and make friends with it -- I knew this was going to be fantastic. Katie was thinner than the women I usually went for, but for a skinny girl she had a nice set of curves to her. I loved the way she giggled and squealed as she bounced on me in cowgirl position. I loved the joy that shone on her pretty face as I thrust up into her. When I flipped her over and pounded her, doggy-style, she moaned and gasped and wailed, coming repeatedly. Damn, this woman loved to fuck! I loved the way her titties bounced around as we fucked, loved the way they felt in my hands, and in my mouth. I loved the way her wide ass rippled and shuddered as I slammed into her from behind.
After I at last came inside her, she lay on top of me, her head resting on my chest, as I stroked her beautiful light-brown hair.
"Please, tell me more about you guys, and how you got together. I've heard a little of it from Jay. But you were the active force in starting the company, right?"
I explained that we knew each other from various jobs we'd worked on. I had found a niche in the Cleveland-area market, an opening for a small, highly skilled team, an ace plumber, carpenter, electrician and painter, who can work closely together. Ace Construction. We take the higher end of the small-scale jobs that the big firms didn't want to bother with, and we make good money doing it. And," I added, "the four of us have encountered enough on-the-job racism, from bosses and coworkers, that we wanted to try being in business for ourselves."
"What kind of racism?"
"Like, co-workers that use the n-word about us when they think we're not listening. Like getting hired at lower grades than we're qualified for, while less qualified White guys get better pay. Like bosses that consistently blame us when some White guys fuck up a job. Like security guards that accuse of stealing our own tools; and they never do that to the White guys. Like being let go when we complain about anything, told we're not good 'team players'. Somebody spray-painted 'monkey-wagon' on my truck, and "coon" on Toby's; that was two unrelated incidents, a year apart, at different jobsites. That give you some idea?"
I braced myself for the usual White fragility response: that there is no racism in America anymore; that we were just being over-sensitive; or accusing us of reverse racism for even talking about it. But that response didn't happen.
"Wow, that's just awful, Gary. It's despicable. I'm so sorry you went through that. But I really admire you for deciding to strike out on your own. It sounds like you aces have a very good thing going here."
Then she said something I've waited all my life to hear from a White person:
"Gary, I've gone through my life knowing very few Black people -- none as close friends till I met Jay. I've discovered that I'm really attracted to Black men -- like, it's a definite preference or orientation or whatever you call it, not a passing whim. I really like you four aces -- a lot -- and I don't want to screw that up. What I'm trying to say is, I don't know much about what life's like for a Black person. What you told me just now opened my eyes somewhat, but I'm still pretty ignorant. So if I stupidly say or do something racially insensitive, would you please gently point it out to me, so I can change my behavior?"
"I will, darling." I suppose that was the point I started to fall in love with her.
"And," I added, "I don't know much about what life's like for a woman. If I ever say or do something sexist, something that makes you uncomfortable as a woman, you call me on that, OK darling?"
"Yes sir," she grinned. "So far, all four of you aces have done a great job of welcoming me as your slut, while making me feel comfortable and safe and respected. Not to mention giving me the best sex ever." She kissed me again.
"Speaking of sex," I responded, "I'd love to keep you here all to myself, but there's three more bedrooms you need to visit before morning, with three more aces eager to fuck you again. Get to it, my darling slut."
"Yes sir. Could you please smack my ass to send me on my way?" Damn, I was sorry to see her go, but I loved the way her bare ass moved as she walked out of my bedroom, with my clear red handprint on it.
Around 3 am, Katie was back. She woke me up with another blowjob.
"Damn girl, don't you need some sleep?" I chuckled.
"I'm too excited to sleep, sir!" she giggled. "How can I sleep with four gorgeous, sexy Black men in the house, ready to fuck?"
I went down on her, loving the taste and texture of her silky cunt around my tongue, not caring about the traces of my housemates' come that were still inside her. I licked her cute, tasty asshole too. Then, with her enthusiastic consent, I lubed up my cock and fucked her ass, hard and deep, leaving a huge load of come in her rectum. She came too, big-time.
Dayum. We aces needed this woman in our life, on a permanent basis.
* * *
I could tell from the way Katie was talking that this wasn't going to be just a one-time thing. I lobbied hard, from very early on, for inviting her to come live with us full time. But Jay knew her best, and he was against pushing her too hard too fast.
"Give the girl some time, bro. She's still figuring out what she wants. Let's just enjoy what she's willing to give us, for as long as it lasts."
So she just spent weekends with us, going back into Cleveland on Sunday nights. By the end of her third weekend with us, though, Jay could see that I was right. As Sunday evening approached, she was sad to be leaving us and going back to her lonely little apartment and shitty job. Her departures got us aces down too. It wasn't just the sex, though that continued to be amazing. It wasn't just her cooking, which started off excellent and kept improving. There was something deeper growing between us.
Then there was the business side of things. Offering her the office manager position was a no-brainer. I really didn't enjoy that part of my work and I wasn't very good at it: I'm a plumber for fuck's sake, not an office manager. She, on the other hand, had all the office skills from her current job, but they paid her shit and treated her badly. We could easily afford to double her salary. And living with us as our slut, she would have hardly any expenses.
So we drafted those two documents, the Slut Agreement and the Employment Contract, with input from our lawyer friend Ahmed on the latter. When we presented our offer to her, she looked like a child on Christmas morning.
"Take all the time you need to think about it," I said. "We understand what we're offering is..."
"I'll do it," she jumped in. "I'll do it all. I want it all. Omigod, guys, thank you!!!"
Katie quickly settled in as a full-time permanent member of our household, as the new office manager of Ace Construction, and as 24-7 slut to the four aces. Coordination with customers and suppliers improved dramatically. The sex, now available on weekdays too, was a major mood-booster, for us aces, and for Katie.
Likewise the improved weekday cooking. Katie came to us knowing basic kitchen skills, and a handful of good recipes. But she had a latent talent for cooking that blossomed into true artistry now that she had the time to experiment with online recipes, and an appreciative household to cook for. We four aces worked physically demanding jobs. We wanted rib-sticking meals, with plenty of meat. We had been surviving, pre-Katie, on a lot of carry-out, which was expensive, and often not very healthy. Katie creatively planned meals that accommodated our appetites at the table (just as her other talents satisfied our appetites in the bedroom). Not just dinners either. She made us substantial breakfasts to get us started in the morning, and packed us delicious lunches every day, writing little love notes to each of us on the napkins.
Now don't get me wrong: that first weekend, we all found Katie very attractive. But she was a bit on the thin side; I might even say undernourished. Like a lot of Black men, we four aces appreciate a woman with some thickness. One unintended but very welcome side effect of Katie's delicious, nutritious meals was that she began to put on weight herself. We men worked off our calories, but Katie started putting on the pounds. Her curves began to fill out in very appealing ways.
"Omigod guys, I'm turning into a dumpy fat-blob. You're gonna want to send me back to Cleveland."
"Katie darling, that's total bullshit," I said. You're absolutely lovely, and you're only getting lovelier."
"Look at my cock, baby," said Jay, "you've got me harder than rebar, just looking at your gorgeous curves."
Jerome added, "Don't you know that line about what Black men say: What can a skinny girl do for you? Answer: Not a damn thing!"
"But..."
"But nothing, darling," I cut her off. "Look, you agreed to be our slut: if we prefer you on the heavier side, then that's just how it's gonna be."
"You guys really find me more attractive like this?"
The only way to answer a question like that was to show her, by fucking her brains out, while showering her with compliments about beautiful she was.
Pretty soon, she was able to let go of her weight worries, to accept and even enjoy her increasing thickness, as we did, and she seemed a lot happier for it. Within a few months, we aces had a sexy Phat-Ass White Girl on our hands, the kind of woman a brother can really sink his teeth into. Metaphorically speaking, of course. Well, she did enjoy playful love-bites on her ass, but we were careful never to break the skin. The sex, which had been mind-blowing, got even better.
* * *
Before we met Katie, I had heard of the "Queen of Spades" meme, and it rubbed me the wrong way. I was ranting about this one day to to the others.
"I mean, "spade" is an old racist slur, right? Any woman who labels herself a Queen of Spades sees us as pieces of meat, nothing more."
"Mmn. Maybe you're being a bit narrow-minded there," Jay countered. "Maybe it means different things to different women."
Then we got to know Katie, who definitely had a strong sexual kink for Black men; but that never got in the way of her relating to us as individuals. One day, early on, she encountered the QoS meme, on some interracial sex site she followed.
"Look at this, guys." she squealed excitedly. "There's a name for what I am! It's a real thing!" She glowed with pride.
That made me reexamine my attitude, pretty damn quick. I mean, I was attracted to thick women, which Katie now was. That's a kink too. But that didn't mean my attraction to Katie was only about her body type; it didn't mean I couldn't appreciate Katie as a full human being. Why should I imagine that Katie's kink for Black men worked any differently? When Katie talked about identifying as a Queen of Spades, it clearly had nothing to do, in her mind, with a racial slur. It was a figure of speech, a symbol of the excitement she felt as a White woman sexually and emotionally connecting with Black men, and with us aces in particular. Far from being racist, for Katie it was an anti-racist "fuck you" directed at the racial dividing lines that she'd grown up with.
For her birthday, Katie asked for a tattoo, the only one on her pristine, unmarked body. She wanted a small Queen of Spades design, surrounded by four aces, on her right ass cheek, with our "Ace Construction" logo underneath.
"You want to be our property, babe?" Toby shook his head. "That don't seem right. You're our willing slut, but we don't own you."
She explained: "It doesn't mean I belong to you, like property; it means I belong with you, as part of your team."
When she put it that way, how could we say no? And that tattoo on her phat ass was sexy as fuck!
* * *
As I said, the sex kept getting better and better. In fact, there seemed to be no upper limit on how much sex this woman could take. Before she moved in full-time, she'd throw herself into being our slut all weekend long, and then catch up on sleep during the week. Now she had no catch-up time. We all went a little crazy that first week with round-the-clock fucking, except when we were at work. But our beloved slut was getting sleep-deprived. We aces had to step in and impose some limits.
"You're gonna stay with one of us all night, and get a minimum of seven hours of sleep. You'll still rotate bedrooms, but on a daily basis."
"OK sirs," she agreed.
And honestly, I found it more satisfying having her in my bed all night long, on the nights I had her. I preferred being able to hold her and cuddle her comforting PAWG body after a good fucking, not needing to send her on to the next bedroom as soon as we had both come. I didn't mind waiting for my night with her, every fourth day. We aces still got plenty of sex with her, group and one-on-one, in the morning before we left for work and in the evening when we came home -- before and after dinner. Hell, sometimes during dinner. And then there were the weekends.
That girl sure loved herself some standing DP! She would jump into the arms of one of us, wrapping her legs around him, and he would lower her open, dripping cunt onto his cock, while another one of us lubed up and entered by the back door. I ain't stunting but all four of us are well hung men.
"Jesus, I love this," she would groan, "having my cunt and ass stuffed with your massive Black cocks! So fuckin' full! I love the way you hold me tight between your muscular bodies."
By way of response, we just grunted, then kissed and fucked her even harder, making her scream with pleasure.
But we did start to worry that maybe we aces weren't giving her enough. Her appetite for sex seemed bottomless. What if she grew dissatisfied and eventually left us? This relationship, that had started as a casual thing, was becoming serious to us, and we feared losing her. She repeatedly assured us that we aces kept her well satisfied. But our insecurity kept popping up, and it led us to do some stupid things.
We got her a bluetooth-controlled Lush bullet vibrator, so we could pleasure her remotely while we were away from the house. It seemed like a good idea; she seemed to enjoy it, like she enjoyed just about everything sexual that we proposed to her. Then one day Toby texted her to put it in, he turned it up high on his phone app; but he got distracted by some work emergency. Katie had that thing inside her going full-blast for over an hour. Jay found her unconscious on the floor.
"Toby, you fucking idiot!" I texted him. "Gonna knock you upside your stupid head when I get home."
"I deserve it. I feel awful. Is Katie OK, really?"
Thank God, she suffered no injury. She wasn't even upset about it. In fact, once Jay got her to his bed, she asked him to fuck her, to "remind my poor cunt what a real cock feels like."
But we had to make sure that an incident like that couldn't happen again. We installed the Lush control app on Katie's phone, so she could turn down the vibrator herself if it got too intense. We made her promise, slut's honor, that she would do just that, not play the stubborn masochist and suffer another blackout.
Another stupid thing we did was more of a danger to us aces than to her. The night she signed her agreements, we took her out for dinner at a local bar and grill to celebrate. Afterwards, we had her get naked in the parking lot before she climbed into our van. Then we took her to deserted gas station at the intersection of two country roads. She sucked us all off. Then we standing-DP'ed her, first Jay and Toby, then Jerome and me, out in the open, visible to any car that happened to be driving past. In fact, one car did drive by and stop, and the good folks inside asked if we needed help. Fortunately, Katie was able to signal that she was fine, and the folks in the other car drove off laughing, entertained by the show we had put on. But think about it: a bunch of Black men gang-banging a White woman, at night, out on a country road. There are probably gun-toting White folks in these parts who would jump to conclusions and start shooting. A real hard-core racist might not care that it was consensual; he might even shoot Katie too, as a "race traitor". What the fuck were we thinking?
* * *
But by far, the stupidest thing we did was to pimp Katie out to that Zander creep. Yes, we did it out of misguided concern for Katie, that we weren't enough for her, that she needed the excitement of new sexual partners. Maybe Katie would want the porn-star career that he could offer her.



What all of us, even Katie, had stupidly been failing to recognize all along was that Katie did not, in fact, enjoy being a Black cock slut. She enjoyed being our Black cock slut. Our relationship may have started as uninhibited enjoyment of sex for its own sake. But pretty early on, love and commitment started creeping in. As I said, I know I started falling in love with her that very first night. The fact was that we deeply bonded, all of us, with our sweet Katie. Far from creating jealousy among us four aces, this seemed to draw us all closer together. She had a way of smoothing things over when one of us got on the others' nerves. We got better at letting petty irritations go, communicating more clearly with each other, about our work and our household responsibilities. She was so good for us in every way -- sexually, emotionally, food-wise, work-wise... and we aces were clearly good for her too.
I should explain: before Katie entered our lives, we had thought of living in that renovated farmhouse as a temporary arrangement. We bought that property to serve as our company headquarters. Almost as an afterthought, we realized that there was enough room for all of us to live there. We could save on rent and avoid distractions while we worked hard to build up the business. Of course we'd eventually want to get our own places and get on with our lives: wife, kids, and what have you. But once Katie was in the picture. and especially after she came to live with us full time, we started to feel less like temporary housemates, and more like... a family?
Yes, a family. We were building a family, with Katie as our shared wife. On the one-year anniversary of the Slut Agreement, we called her in the office.
"Katie," I said, "you've been our slut for a full year now. It's been wonderful, you've been wonderful, beyond what any of us could have imagined. But it's time we tear up that agreement."
"What?!" she looked panicked. "No, please, sirs, don't send me away..."
"Katie, darling," Jay took her in his arms, "we want more of you, not less. A lot more. But that Slut Agreement is a problem."
Jerome continued: "It includes things that we've decided we ain't gonna do, like sexually sharing you with friends and business associates. Or expecting you to be naked all the time at home. That was fine for the summer months, but when the weather turned cold we couldn't let you get chilled. This is Ohio for fuck's sake, not Florida."
"More importantly," Toby said, "the Slut Agreement has run its course. It's served its purpose, helping us establish expectations as our relationship took shape. Now that relationship has become a beautiful living thing, a strong thing, growing and taking its own shape. We need a new sort of agreement.
The four of us got down on our knees.
"Katie Baldwin," I asked, my voice cracking, "will you marry us?" I opened the box and held out the ring to her.
"But how... "
"Never mind the how, baby," I said, "we'll figure out the details. We're in love with you and we want you as our joint wife. Will you marry us?"
She started crying. "Oh God, YESSSS! You really... Omigod. You guys are absolutely crazy, but... YESSSSSS!!!!!"
Here we were, down on our knees, surrounding our naked slut. This was a reversal: usually it was Katie down on her knees in front of us, sucking us off. But why not take advantage of the situation we found ourselves in? I pulled her towards me, and began kissing and licking her cunt, sucking on that sweet little clitty. Toby kissed her mouth, while Jay kissed and sucked on her heavy titties, and Jerome got behind her, tonguing her asshole. We took turns, trading off, pleasuring all her erogenous zones, making her come repeatedly till her legs gave out. Then we caught her up in our arms and standing-DP'ed her a few times, our old favorite. Finally, we gently set her down on the living-room couch to catch her breath, with gobs of our come spilling out of her cunt and asshole. Goodlordamighty, what a woman! Soon to be our wife!
* * *
Of course, Katie couldn't legally marry all four of us. Since I'm the eldest, and nominally the boss of Ace Construction, it was agreed that I would legally be Katie's husband. But that's what our lawyer friend Ahmed calls a "legal fiction"; the living reality is that we're four husbands with a shared wife, a polyandrous marriage.
We aces now had to face the problem of our families of origin. We all had parents still living, if not grandparents, as well as brothers and sisters, nephews and nieces, and all the rest of it. Over the course of several months, each of us introduced Katie to his own family, as his (individual) fiancee.
"Boy, whatchoo doin' chasing that White tail?" Momma screamed at me. "Whatchoo got against a Sistah? Donchoo know, that Katie woman only interested in your money? She gonna bleed you dry and then leave you."
Clearly, I had enough on my plate getting past the interracial marriage issue with my parents. Why bring up the polyandry as well?
Over time, my parents, and the other guys' parents, resigned themselves to the situation, as they understood it. I explained to my parents that Katie and I would continue living in the Ace Construction farmhouse after the wedding, along with the other aces. There was plenty of room for all of us, we were saving on rent that way, and it was convenient for our business. Jay, Toby and Jerome each did the same with his parents. Our families had to accept that we were gonna do what we were gonna do. They didn't need to know the details of our sleeping arrangements. If anyone started asking nosy questions, we'd just change the subject, or politely tell them it's none of their business.
We found an acquaintance of Toby's with Baptist ordination credentials to do the weddings. Yes, weddings, plural. We had to do four separate ceremonies, one for each groom, each inviting his own family, with a small reception after. The other three aces served as best men each time. Jerome's family lived over in Toledo, so we did his wedding there. Thank God our families didn't know one another. If they'd gotten together and compared notes, we'd have been sunk. We paid the Reverend (or whatever title he used) well for his services, with a case of Hennessy thrown in, and he agreed not to fuss at the fact that it was the same bride for each of the four weddings. It was only my wedding that he signed the marriage license for, so we weren't breaking any laws. As for what God thought of our marriage arrangement, the good Reverend was prepared to leave that to the infinite understanding and mercy of the Almighty.
We couldn't have pulled off these multiple weddings if Katie's family had been in the picture. They might have noticed, I dare say, if their daughter invited them to four different weddings in a row, with four different grooms. But she was estranged from her parents. They were some kind of hardcore Pentecostals, who had disowned her for refusing to marry, at age 17, the fine Christian boy they'd picked out for her. It later turned out that he was a child molester.
"That doesn't excuse your disobedience," her father told her. "You are an unrepentant sinner. Your mother and I can't have anything more to do with you."
Well, that all happened six years ago. Katie sent them a letter letting them know that she was getting married now, without going into any details. But they never responded. Fuck 'em; we're her family now.
Katie had a handful of good friends, from high school days or from her former job, that she let in our secret. One of them freaked out and ended the friendship -- not so much because of the multiple husbands issue, but because we're Black. But the other friends were supportive.
"Oh, Katie," Annabel told her, "if you're sure this is what you really want, I'll stand by you. But it's not gonna be an easy life for you, with an unconventional marriage like that."
"I dunno about that; it has its advantages," Katie coyly responded.
"What do you mean?"
"Well, the sex is fantastic, for one thing. Four gorgeous, well endowed men to make love to..."
"Oh. Jesus," Annabel blushed scarlet. "When you put it that way... damn, Katie, that's so hot! OK, I get it now."
Those friends came to all four weddings too, serving as Katie's maids of honor.
Once the last of the weddings was out of the way (Toby's), we headed for the airport, honeymooning in St. Vincent and the Grenadines, in the Caribbean, for a month. It was our first vacation since forever (for Katie too), and we were able to clear our decks of construction jobs, or the clients agreed to wait. We aces felt entitled to enjoy a full month in paradise with our delectable slut -- who was now our cherished slut-wife.
* * *
You may be wondering why we went to all the trouble and expense of those four weddings. Wasn't our previous arrangement with Katie pretty damn good? And we could have taken a Caribbean vacation without getting married. The answer is: children.
We were team-tagging Katie one evening, pretty early on in the relationship, and in the throes of her orgasm she screamed out, "I want your babies!" It was pretty hot, actually, and it made us men come extra hard. She apologized afterwards, embarrassed about letting that slip out.
"Katie-babe, you never need to apologize for voicing a want," Jerome said, affectionately stroking her cheek.
"But... oh God, I know it could never be. I don't want you think I'm trying to trap you guys into fatherhood or anything like that."
"Hey now, who says it can't be?" I replied.
We started talking about it, and we agreed that children were a possibility at some point in the future. The more we men thought about it, and talked it over amongst ourselves, the more we realized we wanted it too. The more we shared these thoughts with Katie, the more excited and joyful our slut got. We were grown men: it was time we got on with the next phase of our lives, and that included fatherhood. Our business was thriving, and we were in a good financial position now. We were ready. Katie was the woman we wanted to build a family with. Our kids would be blessed to have a mother like Katie.
During the period of the weddings, Katie saw her gynecologist and got the green light to go off the pill. We started the honeymoon without birth control.
* * *
St. V & the G's, in case you don't know this, is one of the few truly Black-friendly vacation destinations in the Caribbean. As with most Caribbean countries, there's less of a color line there, more of a color continuum. They're used to interracial relations, the country was founded on it (well, once slavery was abolished and a few armed uprisings took place).
We weren't looking for a five-star resort experience. We aces wanted, above all, privacy with our new wife. We were able to book a cottage on Mustique Island, right on the beach. A remote stretch of beach, I should add, well off the beaten track for tourists. Swimsuits were not needed. The amenities were basic, but there were restaurants and food stands a short drive (or a longer walk) away, in Fredericktown.
Speaking of the local food, we found we didn't care much for the breadfruit dishes. But the Vincentians have a callaloo soup, made with chicken, okra and who knows what-all else, that's to die for. One of the food stands served up an excellent stew with fried chicken sauteed in Guinness. Fried fish and plantain, and madongo (arrowroot) dumplings were available everywhere.
"Could one of you take me into town?" she asked one day. "I want to do some food shopping."
"What food do we need?" Jerome responded. "Don't you like the restaurants?"
"I want to try cooking some things."
"Katie," Jay frowned, "you're on vacation. That means no cooking."
"But I really want to learn to make callaloo. And that Guiness-chicken recipe. So I can make them for you once we get back."
"No cooking," Jay firmly reiterated.
But she found a way around our prohibition. Some of the older women in the nearby town took her under their wing and taught her their cooking secrets.
"Now you gotta shyare you secret wit us, gyirl," grinned Nanny Alice. "Whad a White girl doing wit fou' handsome Black men in dat cottage, all runnin' roun' nekkid togedder on de beach?"
Katie spilled the beans. "Um, they're my husbands. We're here on our honeymoon."
"Say what?! All fou' o dem?!"
These women were not content with a brief summary. They wanted all the spicy details: what manner of men we were and how Katie had met us, how we lived together, who slept where, how often we had "relayshons", and in what positions. These good women were delightedly scandalized at what Katie told them.
"You a shameless Jezebel, Kettie Bal'win," Nanny Beatrice cackled, "an' wha' wouldn' me gyive to be in you shoe!"
These women basically adopted Katie as their daughter, showering her with all kinds of advice on how to handle Black men and keep them happy. This outpouring of maternal affection was no small thing for Katie, who had grown up with an excess of parental discipline but precious little parental love.
As you can gather from this, Vincentians are, for the most part, warm and hospitable folk. Also, they live in tight-knit communities where everyone knows each other's business. And they can't keep a juicy piece of gossip to themselves. Our secret was out now. Whenever any of us men went into town, the local women would start tittering. The men would come up to us to shake our hands, congratulate us, and invite all of us over to their house, Katie too of course, for fried fish and a glass of rum. By the end of the month, we were on a first-name basis with every man, woman and child in Fredericktown. We helped one family with a small loan so they could expand their poultry and egg operation. We promised to assist another family who had nephew in the States; he needed help with immigration and finding a job.
Meanwhile, every morning, Katie peed on a pregnancy test strip. By day 17, she tested positive. Our PAWG slut-wife was carrying our child! Well, no shit: all four of us were pumping her full of our baby batter, morning, noon and night. We didn't know which of us husbands contributed the winning sperm; that didn't matter to us. All four of us were gonna be fathers to that child. Katie's circle of mothers had already been telling her, since the previous week, that she was pregnant:
"Vincy women don' need no pregnassy tess to know dese tings", claimed Nanny Beatrice.
The ladies began showering her with advice on childbirth and raising "chillun", adding another layer of care to the affectionate bonds between them and Katie. And now all of Fredericktown knew. More congratulations, more male backslapping, more warm gleeful female laughter, more invitations to dinner.
So much for privacy, right? But I'm not complaining. It was wonderful, getting to know all these good folks, having that supportive environment to launch our marriage with Katie. The people of Fredericktown were dirt-poor by American standards; but it was refreshing being in a society where people actually cared about their neighbors. We didn't have to worry down there about traffic encounters with trigger-happy racist cops. And though the Fredericktonians gave us no privacy whatsoever when we went into town, out at the cottage they more-or-less left us alone. Well, the kids probably spied on us some.
* * *
But you want the spicy details too, right? Just like the old ladies of Fredericktown. What can I say? On our honeymoon, Katie absolutely gave herself to us. I mean, she was already our slut. We already loved her deeply. But having that marriage commitment between us took things to a whole new level. Or maybe it was the fact that we were gonna make her pregnant; she was gonna carry our child. That awareness, it seems, unlocked powerful primal instincts, in us and in Katie.
"Please sirs, give me a baby! Fertilize me!" She would chant it like a mantra as we fucked; she would wail it as she came.
Once pregnancy changed from a possibility into a known reality, that frantic plea for fertilization morphed into a deep need to bond with us. Something of us was growing inside her body; she was grateful to us and needed to express that in sexual connection; we felt the same, and needed the same connection with her.
We fucked her slow and tender. We fucked her fast and hard. One at a time, two at a time, sometimes all four of us dark-skinned men pleasuring our beautiful PAWG wife, in one, two or all three of her holes. But however we did it, we were making love. The love permeated every orgasm we shared; it saturated every kiss, every caress, every smack on her lovely ass -- which had now, by the way, grown into a serious badonkadonk. Love hung in the air between us with every meal we shared, with every swim we took together in the ocean, in our chit-chat sitting around the front porch, in hand-holding as we walked along the beach.
Katie loved getting a standing DP from her aces. One night on the cottage porch after dinner, Jerome and I were fixing to DP her, but Jerome's cock accidentally slipped into her cunt alongside mine, instead of her asshole.
"Oh YESS!" Katie screamed.
Tight like you wouldn't believe, in a very good way. Katie went crazy, orgasming instantly, orgasming repeatedly as Jerome and I pounded into her, sometimes in unison, sometimes in alternating strokes. Our wife wailed like a banshee, digging her nails into my back as we fucked her to the brink of unconsciousness, while Toby and Jay cheered us on. Now, I ain't gay, but the feeling of Jerome's hard cock rubbing against mine inside Katie's tight, slippery channel definitely added something to the pleasure. When I started to come, a half-second before Jerome, it was practically an out-of-body experience. I pumped so much of my man-juice into her, I'm surprised I didn't collapse into a dried-up pile of ash. At last our cocks went soft and we slipped out of her, followed by a huge splattering of our spunk onto the porch floor. We gently carried Katie into the house, setting her on one of the beds and tucking her in, giving her a chance to recover.
I leaned down and kissed her cheek. "Love you, darling." I murmured.
"I know, sir. I love all of you so much! Toby and Jay, give me a few minutes. Then I want to try that with you too."
That was how we discovered double vaginal penetration, the new favorite position for Katie and her aces. Something else we could take home with us, along with Nanny Alice's callaloo soup recipe.
At last our honeymoon came to an end; the day of departure arrived. We hugged our friends in Fredericktown goodbye. Katie cried. Certainly we would be back again soon, we promised them. We boarded the boat to the airport on St. Vincent, then boarded the plane back to Cleveland, by way of Ohare. Then a cab ride back to the farmhouse. We were home.
* * *
A couple of weeks after our return, Katie's morning sickness started. The symptoms were light, thank God, and passed fairly quickly. Then Katie, our formerly underfed little White girl, began eating enough for three. She soon crossed the line from PAWG into genuine BBW. Her titties grew into sizable hangers. Her already-wide ass and thighs filled out even more, into something breathtaking. Damn, that woman had some fine whootie, with our Ace Construction seal of approval tattooed on it. Her belly gradually expanded, from a bump to watermelon-sized.
Katie's friends, the maids of honor, were welcomed over to the farmhouse, seeing as how they already knew all about our unusual marriage arrangement. They gave Katie the kind of female support during her pregnancy that we men didn't know how to provide. They threw a baby shower for her. Also, Katie was in contact, nearly daily, with her Fredericktown circle of mothers, on WhatsApp.



It's a cliche that pregnant women glow, but in Katie's case it was the God's honest truth. She was absolutely radiant. She was more beautiful than ever. We aces loved us some Katie, and we let her know it. The four of us couldn't keep our hands off her BBW curves. Once the morning sickness passed, we were having just as much sex as ever. The pregnancy did not put a damper on that at all, not until the very final weeks, when Katie's belly was like a beach ball ready to pop. However, we had to adapt our sex positions so that Katie could be comfortable with her altered body shape. DP, for example, became impossible. We mostly fucked with Katie lying on her side: that worked best. We were gentle with her, which sometimes frustrated Katie.
"I'm not made of china," she complained. "I won't break. I really miss your hard fuckings."
"Just another month or so, baby," said Toby. "We don't want to do anything to put the baby at risk. But once that baby pops, look out! We're gonna give it to you good."
Katie got regular gynecological check-ups of course, and we found a midwife who got us ready. She taught Katie the breathing techniques, and trained us aces to be her pregnancy coaches. It would be a home birth. The circle of mothers insisted on that. At six months, we saw the sonogram image: it was a girl. We decided on the name Sylvia, in memory of Katie's late grandmother, whom she had been close to as a little girl.
Meanwhile, we four husbands worked at full speed, building an annex onto the house, with two children's bedrooms and a separate bedroom for Katie. Now that she was going to be a mother, we knew she would need her own room. We'd figure out the sleeping arrangements and the sex schedule once the little one arrived and the dust settled. We hadn't decided yet on how many kids we'd have. Two seemed like a good start. We could always add on more bedrooms as additional children arrived.
* * *
Two days past her due date, in mid-afternoon, Katie's water broke and the contractions started.
"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAUUUUUUGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHFFFFFF!" I'd heard Katie scream, wail, grunt, and groan during sex, but I never would have guessed she could roar like a lion. But that's exactly what she did during labor.
"You're doing great!" the midwife exclaimed. "Keep pushing."
Our precious little Sylvia was born, at home, just four hours and 13 minutes later. Seven pounds, six ounces; kinky-haired and skin the color of dark gingerbread, and just as sweet. We aces were so proud of our lioness wife! The midwife told her that she'd never seen such a healthy, toned birth canal; apparently all that double vaginal sex with our big cocks had prepared Katie well for childbirth.
You've probably heard about how sleep-deprived new parents get. But with four husbands on hand, all eager to do our part, it really wasn't so bad. Katie had to do the breastfeeding, of course; but we fathers did just about everything else: diapers, bathing, stroller walks, comforting little Sylvie when she got fussy. We helped out more in the kitchen too, serving as sous-chefs to Katie's chef-de-cuisine. The construction business took a bit of a back seat, but we still got jobs done and kept our customers happy.
It was two weeks after the birth. "Sirs? I just heard from the gynecologist. We're all good to resume sex." She came out of her bedroom into the living room, naked.
Timidly, Toby took her in his arms, and gently embraced her.
"Aw HELL no!" she said impatiently. "Enough of this gentleness shit. You men promised me some hard fucking!"
The four of us disrobed. "How do you want us, darling?" Jay asked.
"I want some DVP. Get ready Toby." Without further warning, she jumped into his arms and impaled herself on his cock. Jerome went into her cunt from behind.
"Oh yeah! So fuckin' tight. God, I've missed this. Now fuck me HARD! I want your hot come inside me."
When Toby and Jerome finished, Jay and I took their places. Damn it felt good to be fucking our wife again! It was a bit more physically demanding, doing stand-and-carry sex positions with our wife now that she was a full-fledged BBW. But no stunting, we're powerfully built, fit men; we could handle her extra heft. We enjoyed having more of Katie to love. And the softness of her extra curves made it more pleasurable too.
Now that she was a mother, and had to nurse Sylvie at night, it didn't make sense for Katie to be rotating bedrooms every night. She stayed put in her own bedroom, right next to Sylvie's in the annex. We husbands took turns sleeping in her bed, helping out as needed with the baby at night.
The night we resumed sex, it was my turn in her bedroom. She asked for, and I gave her, a deep, hard anal fucking. Hot damn, our slut was back!
* * *
Katie never went back on the pill, not till many years later anyway. The breastfeeding helped space out her pregnancies. When Sylvie was one and a half, Katie got pregnant again, a boy this time. We named him Lionel, after Toby's father, and also one of our Vincy friends by that name, from Fredericktown.
With our families of origin, we had been maintaining a complicated set of half-truths, evasions and secrets about our marriage, and it took more and more effort to hold that together. Now with two children on the scene, the fiction just couldn't be kept up any longer. So we gritted our teeth and told our families the truth.
I called up my parents. Momma answered the phone.
"What's up, son? Everything OK? How're the grandchildren?"
"Everything's fine, Momma. But, I have something to confess. You know about my housemates, Jay, Toby and Jerome... "
"What about them?"
"Well, the fact is... I've been dishonest about something. Katie is wife to all four of us. All four of us are fathers to Sylvie and Lionel; and we don't know or care which of us are the biological fathers."
Stunned silence. Then Momma hung up on me. Then she called me back and screamed at me for fifteen minutes straight.
The other parents' reactions weren't too pleasant either. A lot of nasty, hurtful things were said about Katie; we were able to shield her from the worst of it. Jay's parents tried to call down a Family Services investigation on us, to take away our kids; but we had lawyered up and we were ready. The social workers couldn't prove any neglect: our children were healthy, safe, happy, and well cared-for. However unconventional their parents' sex lives were, the children weren't exposed to anything inappropriate. Case closed.
By the time our third child, Jordan, had arrived, things had settled down. Jay's parents never reconciled themselves to the situation, and we had to shut them out of our lives. We don't need that toxicity. But as for the others, they eventually realized that Katie's children were the only grandchildren they were gonna get from their sons. If they wanted any sort of grandparent relationship with them, they'd have to accept all of them, along with Katie. If their son had been in a conventional marriage and adopted a child, they would have welcomed it as a grandchild even though there was zero genetic relationship. So why not welcome grandchildren with whom there was a 25% probability of genetic relationship?
Our fourth child was another girl, Elizabeth. We decided to stop there. One child for each father, that seemed about right, even though we don't care whose is whose biologically. There's two more bedrooms on the annex now. Also we did some redesign of the rest of the house. We put in a large family room where we and the kids can hang out. The old living room is more-or-less an adults-only area now, well soundproofed, where we have group sex with Katie.
* * *
We've been back to St. V & the G's several times now, along with the kids of course. The last time, we bought that beach cottage, the same one we honeymooned in and where we've stayed every time since. It's available for tourist rental; the property is managed for us by one of Katie's Fredericktown "mothers", Nanny Libby. But we've got the place for ourselves whenever we want to go back.
With the way things are going in the US, we're starting to seriously wonder about staying here much longer. There are more and more police shootings of people of color. There are more and more open White supremacists in positions of power. The are more and more White hate groups flexing their muscle in the streets. This country just ain't a safe place to raise our kids, some of whom are now getting into their teenage years.
The thing about St. V & the G's is that it doesn't take much money to have a comfortable life there. We've paid off our business loans by now, and salted away a good-sized early retirement fund. Then there's Katie's savings. She never spent any of the money we paid her as office manager; we aces have always bought her anything she needs.
So we're looking into the immigration process, into schooling for the kids down there, into selling off our construction business here, and a dozen other details. The grandparents won't like us moving away, but we think that's preferable to one of the grandkids ending up shot to death in Cleveland. And they probably won't object to us flying them down there to visit us. Free Caribbean vacations, on the regular: that might sweeten the deal for them.
Also, we've got the equivalent of grandparents down there in Fredericktown, Katie's "circle of mothers", and their male counterparts, who love our kids and can't wait to see them again. Fourteen-year-old Sylvie's already got a puppy-love crush on a Fredericktown boy she met the last time we were there; they text and call each other on WhatsApp several times a week.
We can invest some of our money in the local economy of Fredericktown, and get some more businesses going, to help out our Vincy friends. We can still do construction projects down in the islands, if and when we feel like it. For starters, we've got to build some extra rooms onto that cottage, so each kid has their own room.
Also, we'll need to soundproof the cottage living room and Katie's bedroom. Our kids know, in an abstract sort of way, that their four fathers have sex with their mother. It's where they came from, right? But we don't need to rub it in their faces. They don't need to know how much their mother loves standing DVP, what she sounds like when she's coming, or how often we give it to her.
But we aces know. Damn, what a fine woman our Katie is!
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For a long time, I had been a mentor to Jeffrey, a promising young British PhD student. We would meet on Facetime and I would guide him in his chemistry research. We shared a common passion for the fine-structure of carbohydrates, and Jeffrey's doctoral advisor was my regular co-author. It was a natural fit. I became almost like Jeffrey's father figure. So when Jeffrey and his girlfriend flew to Chicago for a conference, OF COURSE my wife and I hosted them.
"You have a really pretty belly," said Jules, my wife, to Jeffrey's girlfriend Cynthia. "How far along are you?"
Cynthia rubbed her belly and smiled. "Exactly four months now," she said.
"Congratulations, Jeffrey," I said, clapping my protege on the shoulder.
"Oh, it's not Jeffrey's," said Cynthia with a giggle. Jeffrey's face went a little red.
"Wait," I said. "I thought you guys had been seeing each other for..."
"Two years now," said Jeffrey, adjusting his collar nervously.
"I better go check on the cooking!" said Jules, trying to diplomatically change the subject.
"Hey, it's alright," said Cynthia, "We aren't hiding it or anything."
"Yeah," said Jeffrey, though I could tell from his voice he was a little embarrassed. "I guess it's time you found out about Cynthia and me."
We listened to Jeffrey with undivided attention.
"It was early on in our relationship," said Jeffrey. "Our sixth date, to be exact." He went over behind Cynthia and started affectionately kneading her shoulders.
"We'd had a few drinks and Jeffrey was a little touchy-feely," said Cynthia, beaming.
"We went back to my flat," said Jeffrey, "and we were fooling around. I was thinking to myself: finally I'm gonna score with this beautiful, gorgeous girl!"
"Things were getting hot and heavy. Clothes were coming off," said Cynthia. "That's when Jeffrey saw my tattoo."
"Your tattoo?" said Jules.
Cynthia tugged on her blouse, giving us all a glimpse of her bra. On the side of her left tit, peeking up from under the bra, Cynthia wore a Queen of Spades tattoo with the letter "Q" in the middle and some hearts floating around it.
"What's that?" I said.
"That's exactly what Jeffrey asked," said Cynthia.
"Cynthia explained to me that when white girls get a Queen of Spades tattoo, it means they're sexually reserved exclusively for black men," said Jeffrey. "I suddenly realized I wouldn't be getting intimate with her on the sixth date, or the seventh date, or on any date, forever."
"That's right," said Cynthia. "We continued making out, and I assured Jeffrey I really liked him. 'I really like you and I'd love to continue dating you,' I said, 'But you have to accept I'll only ever have sex with black men.'"
"I was shocked," said Jeffrey. "I had grown quite fond of Cynthia over those six dates. I couldn't bring myself to break things off with her! But I couldn't answer her, either. I guess a part of me kept stupidly thinking if I just kept on kissing her and touching her, I could wear down her defenses and she'd break her black-men-only rule for me."
"I was really fond of Jeffrey too," said Cynthia, "and I really meant it when I told him I wanted to keep seeing him. At the same time, I understood how frustrated he must be. So to have mercy on him I reached down and unzipped his pants. Long story short, I used my hand to help with his pent-up tension. When I felt he was just about to cum in my hand, I leaned close and whispered to him: 'Imagine your girl is fucking a huge black cock right in front of you'. Jeffrey started groaning and spraying cum everywhere. I felt a wave of relief because I knew right that moment, Jeffrey and I were gonna make a nice couple."
"So for the two whole years you've been together you've never once... you know... done it?" said my wife Jules.
"That's right!" Cynthia beamed like she was proud of herself.
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
Although we didn't know about the Queen of Spades, my wife Jules and I weren't entirely innocent either.
Like Cynthia, Jules was also very fond of coloured gentlemen. She had dated a number of them before me. Neither was she ashamed of it; she kept pictures up on her Facebook archive from back when she was dating them. 'No worries,' she would always assure me, 'Jamal has an amazing cock, but I could never imagine MARRYING him!' Or: 'With Kendrick it was purely physical, honey, you have nothing to be jealous about.' Or, 'Tyrone? Don't be silly, honey, Tyrone sleeps with so many girls, I doubt he would even recognize me!'
Nevertheless my worries WERE valid, because, sure enough, I caught Jules cheating on me with one of her black ex's early in our marriage.
There was all sorts of bitter crying and shouting. To be honest, we came THIS close to separating. Finally, after all kinds of promises that the guy meant nothing to her; that I was everything to Jules and that she would never ever cheat again; we reconciled.
Life slowly went back to normal. By the time two years had passed, I almost forgot all about my wife's extramarital affair.
That is, until one day I caught her cheating with ANOTHER black guy!
We repeated the whole almost-breaking-up thing once again, and then we repeated the whole promises-and-reconciling thing. That second time, it only took half as long before Jules fell back into her adulterous ways. One year after we reconciled, I caught her in bed with a THIRD black guy.
By that point I pretty much resigned myself to the fact I was going to have to just accept my wife needed some black cock every now and then, if our marriage was going to survive. I faced the truth: there was no stopping Jules from cheating on me with black men.
We settled on a compromise. Jules could go out on one date per month with a black lover, provided she agreed to some strict rules. It was to be purely physical, she was to reserve all her love and affection for me, her lawful husband. She was to be home no later than 1:00am after every date. And, since we never used birth control, she was strictly required to use condoms AND make her lover pull out. Just to be double-safe.
"Oh, thank you darling, thank you, thank you!" Jules hugged me and kissed me. "Thank you for being so understanding, my love!!"
So when we learned Jeffrey's girlfriend Cynthia reserved her pussy exclusively for black men, and that my protege was a pussyfree cuck, it didn't catch us COMPLETELY out of left field.
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
Needless to say, my wife Jules was absolutely fascinated by Jeffrey and Cynthia's lifestyle. The whole rest of the evening, it was all the four of us talked about. Finally, Jules and Cynthia exchanged contacts so they could continue their conversation indefinitely.
"We'll convert you into a Queen of Spades in no time," said Cynthia to Jules, joking. We all laughed, but secretly I was kind of nervous.
Even though I was Jeffrey's mentor, from that day on, Jeffrey's girlfriend became my WIFE'S mentor. I'd be in one room talking with Jeffrey over Facetime about the nuances of carbohydride ions, and in the other room, Jules would be on Facetime with Cynthia, chatting about BBC, or about black breeding.
On the plus side, all that mentorship really brought the bedroom to life. Jules would ride me with abandon, and I had never felt her pussy so wet before. She'd be on top of me, grinding her labia down against my crotch while playing with her nipples and jiggling her big boobs, or else leaning down so I could suck on one of her watermelons. Then she'd start teasing me mercilessly, saying things like: "Don't you think I'd look pretty with one of those Queen of Spades tattoos, darling?" Or, "Think how hot it would be if I was full of black cum right now!" Or, "Darling you're making me so horny, I might have to visit one of my black lovers right after this!"
I would lose control and pump my useless seed in her pussy. I had taken a vasectomy so there was no risk I could put a baby in my wife's womb.
I started snooping on Jules's text messages with Cynthia, and I could barely believe what I was seeing.
Cynthia was hellbent on "converting" Jules into a black-owned snowbunny. All hours of the day, she would send my wife scandalous porno images with suggestive captions. Imagine your innocent wife grocery-shopping, and suddenly she gets a text from her girlfriend. It's a picture of a beautiful blonde girl devouring a GIGANTIC black phallus, and the caption at the bottom says, 'I could never go back to my husband's little white noodle!' Or else she's taking your clothes to the dry cleaners, and it's an image of a huge ripped black thug passionately french kissing a whitegirl half his size and the caption says, 'I love my white husband but my pussy loves black men.' Or she's cooking dinner for you and it's an animated gif of an enormous coal-black dong withdrawing from a white pussy and a fucking FLOOD of cum starts gushing out after it. 'I'm gonna test how unconditional my husband's love really is,' says the caption, 'I'm gonna tell him my bull got me pregnant!'
Soon I fell under the power of the hypnotic captions myself. I started fantasizing about my cute little wife with her black lovers. Soon I could hardly close my eyes without an image flashing of my pretty wife getting sexed up by some black thug. Before, I had resented Jules's monthly dates with her black suitors. But when those caption pictures brainwashed me, I found myself looking forward to my wife's "date nights"! I found myself grateful for them, like I was LUCKY to have such a naughty, unfaithful wife!
"I really wanna get a Queen of Spades tattoo," Jules texted to Cynthia in one of their conversations I was snooping.
"Just be patient," texted Cynthia, "stick to the plan. Let him keep spying on your phone. Let him keep discovering all the pictures I keep sending you. You don't have to worry about asking for a Queen of Spades, he'll be asking YOU to get one soon!"
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
One evening Jules went out on her monthly extramarital date. Actually, it was less than three weeks since her last one, but I pretended like I didn't notice. The truth is, I was more and more obsessed with the fantasy of my wife being a blackbred turboslut, I actually found it incredibly erotic the way Jules was sneakily increasing the frequency of her dates. Anyway, one of our rules was that Jules had to be back home no later than 1:00am whenever she went on one of her black dates. On this particular evening, though, it was 3:00am and there was still no sign of my lovely bride!
I logged onto her iPad for the dozenth time that evening and snooped through her texts. Nothing outgoing for almost six hours now; Jules was obviously too busy with 'something' to be texting!
I reviewed her conversation with Cynthia for the Nth time.
Jules: I feel so naughty. Tonight I'm gonna stay out past my bedtime with Andre. Oh my god, his BBC is so amazing.
Cynthia: You go girl! *Image from the POV of a black bull fucking a girl doggy-style: 'Your wife loves my black cock, bro, I'mma permanently ruin her for you'*
Jules: Fuuuuck, that's so hot. I hope Andre ruins me for Timmy!
Cynthia: I bet he already did, Timmy's just too polite to say anything! *wink* *heart* *eggplant*
Jules: OMG, my husband is such a pathetic loser. I wonder if he'll even point it out when I go home tonight at like 4 in the morning.
Cynthia: *Animated splitscreen with two beautiful girls swinging their hips in the left and right frames while a totally jacked black guy is stroking his BBC in the center frame: 'Just Say No To Whiteboy Losers'*
That's where the conversation came to a halt, more than six hours ago now. I closed my eyes and imagined my wife in Andre's arms. Andre was her favorite black bull. At one point, he had been ber boyfriend, long before I met her. As a matter of fact, that very first time, early on in our marriage, when I first caught Jules cheating on me? That was Andre. So in a way, it was insult on top of injury, Jules being out this late with HIM of all people.
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
I woke up with a start. The slam of the front door announced the return of my devoted sweetheart. I barely had time to glance at the clock beside the bed; 4:45am; before Jules was in the room, hands on her hips defiantly, as if *I* had been the one breaking rules and *SHE* was come to lay down the law!
I was well-trained by this point, so there was no need to be told what to do. I adjusted the pillow and threw off the blanket and got in position on my back so Jules could climb onto my face and feed her pussy to me. This was our new post-black-date routine for the past few months, thanks to Cynthia's coaching. Jules would come home from seeing her black lover and she would climb right on top of me and make me lick her pussy while she bragged about how superior my black rival was.
Only this time, I got a big surprise.
One of our rules was, Jules had to always wear a condom with her black beau. In fact, not just wear a condom, but wear a condom AND make him pull out. This time, she had done neither. My wife's pussy was absolutely FULL of hot black cum. Even just the smell of it hit me like a brick wall. There was no time to react: no sooner had I detected the change, it was right in my face, quite literally.
I guess in a way it's a good thing I was muffled by my wife's pussy, because if I weren't, I would be too stunned to talk anyway. I knew that Jules was going to disregard ONE of my rules (coming back after 1:00am), but I had no idea she was going to disregard TWO of them (letting her bull cum inside her)!
"Oh my God honey, Andre's big black cock stretched me out sooo good," said Jules. She was grinding her crotch down onto my face.
"Mmmfmfmmffmm mmmfmffmmm," I said. It was all I could do to swallow the creampie as fast as it was pouring into my mouth; I really thought I might drown in it!
"As soon as I saw that beautiful BBC I knew right away I could never put a condom on it again," said Jules. "He went to put it on but I stopped him. There wasn't a word said between us, we both just knew right that moment, I was gonna let him breed me."
"Mmmmf," I said. In my mind, I was calculating Jules's cycle. To my own great astonishment, I felt disappointed when I realized it was a safe time of the month. It's as if something deep inside of me WANTED my wife to get knocked up by another man, and a black man at that. I tried imagining the drastic consequences if that were to happen, but somehow nothing I could think of could stop me from fantasizing about my pretty bride showing off a swollen belly and swollen tits, knowing her superior black lover put her in that condition.
"I laid down and I spread my legs real wide for him," said Jules. "Oh my god, I think he was more excited than usual, I guess because I was letting him breed me. His cock swelled up bigger than it's ever been before. It was pulsating and throbbing, and the moment it touched my horny pussy, I started cumming. Can you believe it honey? I started cumming and Andre hadn't even put it in yet, he's such a perfect lover."
"Mmf," I said.
"He started pushing that endless black babymaker inside and I was in absolute heaven," said Jules. "I just wanted him to fuck me with it forever and ever. I wanted to become one with him forever. Honey, Andre was soul-fucking me. He was making love to my very spirit, darling. I wrapped my legs around him as if to hold him in so he couldn't pull out. I don't think he was going to pull out in any case."
"Mmmf!" I said.
"The head of his shaft kept nudging against my cervix and it hurt so good, it was driving me crazy," said Jules. "I started visualizing his potent cum pouring into me. I started visualizing his sperm in my womb, attacking my eggs and impregnating me."
"Mmmf!" I said.
"Darling, I don't know if I'm already pregnant by Andre, but even if I'm not, I decided tonight, I'm going to let myself get blackbred," said Jules. "I'm going to make you raise a black baby."
"Mmmfmmf," I said. I was licking thick globs of black cum from my wife's distended pussy. My little dick started throbbing violently, I was so excited hearing my wife talk about getting black-pregged. I actually WANTED it, I wanted her to let her black lovers inseminate her and knock her up with a beautiful mixed-race baby. I knew everyone would know my wife cheated on me. It would be so humiliating. But somehow (if this makes any sense) that thought made me want it even more.
"Is hubby's little dick excited?" said Jules, grabbing my rock-hard member. "Is little hubby all excited imagining his wife with a big huge belly full of black babies?"
For lubricant, Jules reached down and gathered some of the creamy cum that was still oozing out of her pussy into my mouth. Then with her lover's seed as lube, she started stroking my little dick up and down and dirty-talking.
"Everyone's gonna know your wife let a superior black Daddy breed her," said Jules. "They're gonna know there's no way you could possibly be our baby's father. And I'm gonna tease you about it every day, reminding you how much better my baby-daddy is. Then I'm gonna go get bred black a second time and a third time. You're gonna raise a whole litter of beautiful black babies and everyone's gonna laugh at you for being such a pathetic worthless cuckold."
I started whimpering as my orgasm approached. At the last moment, Jules withdrew her hand to deny me all sensation of orgasm. I groaned in ecstatic frustration as my dick shivered frantically. A trickle of impotent seed dribbled out, but without any mercy from my wife's loving fingers, it was a completely ruined orgasm.
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
***** ***** ***** ***** *****
After that night, Jules started seeing her black lovers whenever she felt like it, which was pretty damn close to every damn day. As regular as clockwork, she would come home in the wee small hours and make me lick creampies from her fertile little pussy.
When the first pregnancy test showed up positive, I decided I couldn't put off my proposal any longer.
"Baby I'm so happy we're pregnant," I said, hugging Jules and kissing her. "I'm so happy we're going to have a black baby," I said. "Sweetie, I think it's time we take our marriage to the next level," I said.
Later, I was snooping on my wife's text messages.
Jules: OMG Cynthia, you were right! I never had to bring it up, Jimmy just brought it up himself, when he found out I was pregnant!
Cynthia: He asked you to go black-only??
Jules: Yes!! He wants us to be a black-owned couple like you and Jeffrey! He's gonna pay for me to get a QoS tattoo to match yours, and he's gonna voluntarily go pussy-free!
Cynthia: OMG, Congrats, queen!! I told you he'd be converted from spying on all those pictures!
Jules: You're so right, girl! OMG, best day ever!
Cynthia: *high five emoji* *heart* *heart* *heart* *eggplant* *spade symbol*
Jules: I guess now I gotta ask... what next?! LOL! I mean like, where can you even GO from here?
Cynthia: LOL, I know, right? No for real, though. I just started talking to this other wife of one of Jeffrey's friends...
Jules: OMG, you're so wicked Cynthia! You're already working on converting your NEXT victim?!
Cynthia: Hell yeah girl! Wanna help?
Jules: Hell yah!!
Now Jules and I are devoted to the lifestyle. I'm a pussyfree cuck and my wife is a slut for BBC exclusively, and I *LOVE* it! Cynthia and Jules have converted three more white couples since then, and they're actively 'mentoring' two more couples. Long live the BNWO (Blacked New World Order)!
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Candice Smith was a real straight laced lady. A wife, a mother, and a damn hard worker for her city's police force- Pretty much top of her field. If 'the field' was having mountains of MILFy PAWGmeat stuffed into little blue police shorts! Hard work didn't make up for how laughably dumb of a bimbo she was. Her codename was 'Thermostat,' "cause she had a room temperature IQ," according to all the guys at the department. Or maybe cause she was "Hot stuff." Both, really. Her husband tried to quietly discourage her wife from allowing them to call her that, but he couldn't bring himself to explain it to her. She fucking sucked at her job, and she'd only taken it to work with her husband. He regretted that, big time - And was about to regret it even more. She'd be 'sucking' at her job a whole lot more soon.
The poor guy could barely think around his wife - She was a little taller than him, taller than most women too. But her main attraction was that ASS. A PAWG dumptruck that quaked when she walked. Her husband John had been a passionate young husband once, but was now an aging and increasingly scrawny yet pudgy man. He was stuck on the low rungs of the police department, like his wife- And regularly got kicked around the office by the Chief, Tyrone. Of course, Candice was a devoted wife, but she was even more devoted to her job these days to ignore the dullness of her home life.
Their son was at college- Tyler. He desperately wanted to be cool- He wasn't even self respecting enough to be nerdy and proud of it. That was why he'd worked his ass off to get into the Beta Beta Kappa frat house- Where he was the whipping boy in a house full of black guys. He hadn't quite realised he'd just signed up to what was effectively a drug dealing gang. Whoops. Well he couldn't leave now.
When Tyler got the door for his MOM to the door one day, he gawped. Before he spoke, Tiffany shushed him. "Honey! I'm undercover. Don't say I'm a cop, kay?" She shushed him, and sauntered into the house. But it wasn't ber being there that shocked him- It was the fact that his lovely conservative Momma was walking around, ass out, in short shorts and a titty-hugging tank top. Dear Chief Tyrone had insisted the demure mother wear this for her undercover disguise- Something to amuse DeShawn
Why was Candice here? Well, Chief Tyrone had decided he should offer his new partner DeShawn some bimbo blackbait to seal the deal- He'd sent the guy mugshots of all the women in the department, and offered to send them 'deep undercover' into DeShawn's gang... For no reason other than for DeShawn to have a police-woman trophythot on his arm, and have a fat ass to turn into bimbo wobblemeat. So when this MILF Candice showed up at the frat door, with her jiggling white MILFmeat packed into some tiny little jeanshorts, 'the boys' knew what the plan was already. Let this dumb slut think she was going undercover real slick, whilst turning her into a braindead cockslut.
She'd texted the Chief, DeShawn, asking if she could 'buy devil's lettuce.' The whole thing was totally amateur. If Candice had been REALLY undercover, she would have got busted in seconds asking such a dumb question. But she was a sheep walking into the wolf's den... So as far as she was concerned, she'd done an excellent job convincing them so far! Candice turned to her son- "Take me to DeShawn, would you Tyler? I'm buying some weed from him." She whispered conspiratorially, like she was some detective expert. "It'll be more believable if they know you're my son! How else would I have found out about their business? Now c'mon Tyler!"
GLUCK, GLUCK, GLUCK, GLUCK..! That sound was a near constant in DeShawn's crib. Sure, the frat house was owned by the college in name, but not a single authority would ever dare interrupt DeShawn's schemes, let alone enter the building. The result? College girls bound to flunk out sucking off their dealer for their next hit. He wasn't even looking at the chick bouncing her head in his lap, idly scrolling his phone, setting up his bigger deals while the poor girl was near choking herself out trying to take him down to the base. "HAHHH- Bleh.." She came up, panting, pumping him. "DeSha- I mean, Daddy, I can't.. it's been a half hour. Can I come ba-"
Before she could even finish, he'd cut her off with a sharp sigh, an audible 'tch' as he tossed her a bag of weed, waving her off. Giddy beyond belief, she skipped out the door, believing she'd got off easy- until he yelled out to the rest of the boys in the house. "YO. BITCH PAYIN' UP - YOU BOYS HAVE YOUR FUN." She'd look back, eyes wide, pleading - only for a handful of guys to whistle, hoot, laugh and yell as they dragged her to the room beside DeShawn's. Before long? She was moaning, in absolute bliss as she was passed around.
Tyler knew what was going on upstairs. He led Candice up the stairs, cringing as he heard the yelling. "Hey Mom... I'm- I-I'm glad you here to be honest, these guys are... Dealing a lot of drugs. They're a real gang Mom! Be careful, please?"
Candice smiled lovingly at her son. "Mommy's gonna be real deep undercover- This is a huge operation Tyler! This is my big career break- So just act like nothing's changed, okay? I'm your innocent housewife Mom, and nothing else. There's a good boy." She kissed his cheek. Tyler smiled- His Mom was so cool, taking on all these bullies.
In his room, DeShawn groaned. "Man.. where's that fuckin' bimbo bitch Chief Tyrone promised me?" It'd been discussed for the better half of a month - the cop he'd been paying off now offering him some entertainment as a show of goodwill, a sort of proof of loyalty after DeShawn added a couple zeroes to the Chief's bank account. He'd been promised a naive, curvy, older slampiece - and not just that, but Tyler's mother. As if they hadn't tormented that whiteboi enough between stealing his crushes, snapping humiliating pics, having girls prank him, making him an errand boy - no. DeShawn wanted more. Including having Tyler's own mother as his trophythot.
The awkward white teen croaked. He glanced at his Mom's globes of white MILFmeat straining against her shorts... And worried a little, knowing what often happened to white girls who came into the frat house. But no! What was he telling himself! That would never happen to his Momma. She was a strong police woman!
The unlikely pair went up the stairs, Tyler ashen faced as he heard the loud fucking and sucking going on next door. He approached DeShawn's room. "DeShawn? My mom..." The timing was impeccable for the gang boss. From being frustrated, blue balled and bored - to having Candice show up at his door.
Though, before DeShawn could answer, a voice called out from the room next door "Ty, did I hear you say- STOP FUCKIN' SUCKIN, BITCH. I'm trynna go." Tyler heard laughter, then rapid footsteps as one of the enormous frat boys raced toward and then opened the door, cock still out, soaked in what was presumably the girl's saliva. "SHIIIIIT, it do be yo fuckin' mama. She look just like you - but hot. Supppp, mamas? How 'bout you just come on in here with-"
Another, different voice from the room. "CHRIS! SHUT YO DUMB ASS UP. You know DeShawn wants that one. Yo! Don't make him get up. Get in there. Ty, you stay the fuck outside."
Tyler stammered- "C-Course dude, I'm... I know I'm not allowed in DeShawn's room. Geez." He rolled his eyes, and folded those scrawny arms, leaning on the wall... Waiting for his Mom, trying not to look at the college cockslut getting turned into a cumstuffed sexdoll in the next room. He was trying to focus on his Mom!
Candice giggled when 'Chris' came out- "Hehe. Uhm- Hi~" She gave a little finger wave, and ignored the black stud... Until her eyes noticed his cock- Which she stared at, pretty openly. Chris laughed at her and turned around without a word- This bitch was too easy, clearly.
Candice was given direct permission to enter - and that was the end of it. Tyler was flustered beyond belief - unsure whether his focus should be on his mother or the wide open door with a girl bouncing on one of the guys.. DeShawn, however, was fucking excited. It showed, too. He was lounged on a sofa in his bedroom, boxers pulled back up- and a monstrous tent pitched between his legs.
So he led her to DeShawn's room- "Uhhh... Yo DeShawn? My Mom's looking to buy some, uhh... She has an appointment with you. Apparently."
Candice called through the door- "Hi! I texted you, it's Candice. I uhh- Got your number from my son."
DeShawn didn't say anything for 5 seconds- He was finishing pumping his dick to make sure it was standing tall. Then, he spoke. "Come in... Bitch."
Tyler coughed. No way his Mom was gonna let a guy call her bitch! Candice just smiled- "See you in a second sweetie- Ignore those big men, haha. Don't let them get to you." And then she opened the door, walking into DeShawn's room, her breedable hips shaking and straining against the tiny denim shorts she'd stuffed her thotmeat into- She gasped, and then shut the door behind her, sending a shudder through Tyler.
Her eyes were on that bulge for a good few seconds before she dragged them up, and smiled weakly- "E-Erm- Hi, DeShawn! I'm Candice- Tyler's Mom." She tried to sound a little hip. "I heard you guys were selling weed here?" The PAWGmeat whore turned to the side a bit, which showed off more of her absolutely stacked curves, just begging for a spanking, straining against the denim of her bootyshorts, stretched so thin he could swear it was almost translucent. DeShawn was gonna make sure the next time she came she'd be in even shorter ones. "I'm looking to buy. Uhh- Y'know. Some of the good stuff." The dumb bimbo nodded confidently. "And uhh- I'm looking for work too..."
"Weed and work? Usually the two don't go together, but for a woman like you.. mm.. I'll see what we can do. Anything for a beautiful woman - and Tyler's mom, at that." DeShawn, for once, was a gentleman. In complete contrast to how he treated his last customer, demanding head - he treated this one with a sort of charm. After all, this was his source of entertainment for a couple years. He didn't want to break her in by force, no - he'd rather charm, manipulate and abuse her naivety. He wanted everything to be done of her own free will.. until she realized far too late how far she'd fallen for a gang leader. "Tell you what. I've been needing a little.. partner. Someone who stays by my side, takes care of my every need." Candice giggled, and simpered for the bully gang leader, putting her hands on her hips and swaying a little. The upright MILF was already feeling the need, the tease, the mind-breaking blessing that was BLACK COCK. Her eyes were locked onto that tent in DeShawn's boxers. She casually reached her hands back, and squeezed her wobblewagon, making it jiggle subtly.
Being close to the boss, as someone undercover? Surely there was no better position. "If you want, I'll give you a sort of trial position. You, me, we go at it for a couple weeks. If I like you, you stay. If I don't, well.." He nodded his head toward the loud moaning, clapping and banging from the other room. Hinting that if she didn't play along.. she'd end up like the bangsluts next door, without outright saying it.
DeShawn grinned luridly. "I won't be seeing much of you. Buuuuut.. as an added bonus? On top of the cash I'd give? If I like you, you won't have to pay for the weed either. Sound good? And by the way.. all my partners.. sit on my lap. So, if you want in? Come to Daddy." This was so terribly obvious - but he doubted 'Thermostat', as Chief Tyrone referred to her, would notice. The proposition was essentially to be the thug's trophy and sex slave for an amount he hadn't even disclosed. But surely.. being by his side would prove worth it for the task at hand, right?
The MILF listened closely, nodding along. This was absolutely perfect! Just just just what she needed! She'd find out EVERYTHING this way. Sure, this DeShawn guy seemed a little menacing, and kind of pervy, but... He also seemed a gentleman. She was sure he'd be nice and respectful - Even gang members had a code of honour, right? Sure they did - Not one that would stop her getting turned that phat white cheekmeat turned into a black baby factory though.
Candice grinned- "Oh, absolutely, Daddy~!" Tyler's heart went into his mouth outside. What the fuck did he just hear?? He could practically see DeShawn's hot grin through the door. The black bully's approval showed that monstrous tent making an obvious movement as it twitched in its fabric prison.
"Park that ass right here, girl. Mm.. damn.." And like that, Tyler's dumb police MILF Mom wobbled her pale ass over to DeShawn, and then plopped her fat backside on the bully gang leader's knee, letting his leg slide between her legs, getting her straddling him.
Spreading her little pussy already. "Uhmm- It'd just be totally great to get free weed, and see Tyler more! We're not very rich, my husband doesn't make too much, and... I just uh-" She was about to say she quit her job, but the Master spy in her realised that would be dumb. Not that it mattered. "Wanted some extra cash! And you seem like a total gentleman." She was talking to him turned over her shoulder, yapping away.
He let out a long whistle, a smile stretching his lips as she flaunted that phat blackbait ass, squeezing it, jiggling for his viewing pleasure. Either she knew what she was doing, flaunting herself.. or she had no idea what an obscenely hung, younger, black bull could do to her insides. "Lookin' good, Candice. Body like that? You're gonna fit right into the gang. We ain't let just anybody in. Gotta have some curves to get a spot by my side." He'd praise, even if the compliments were backhanded - nothing about her intelligence, only her body. A body he now was eyeing like a piece of meat. Hazel hues raking up and down her every curve, licking at his lips - predator to prey. God.. she was fucking stacked.
"Ahahah, gee DeShawn~! Thanks- I'm an old woman haha, I don't get to hear that often..." Candice was so flattered by the compliment, that she totally blushed. The dumb MILF even gave a real giggle. Clearly she had self esteem problems- Didn't realise how much her fat stack of PAWG ass was worth, imprisoned in that denim.
There was a light rumble to his tone, setting off a storm in her snowbunny womb, rolling deeper than ever as he slid digits onto her hips, dragging her closer. Grinding that clothed, married cunt up his thick, rigid thigh - bringing her close, chest to chest while a set of digits grabbed onto the waist of her denim shorts. Pulling up- and jiggling at the waistband. Giving her a wedgie while simultaneously bouncing her ass on his knee. "Mm.. you look good, but you ain't in yet. You gotta show me you can handle the position. You do good? I'll make sure you spend a lot of time with Tyler and I. Give you the hookup on some weed and cash. But first, your responsibilities." Candice gave a dumb squeal.
"Yes Sir~" She giggled again, really acting the ditzy girl. Tyler had his ear pressed to the door still. What the fuck Mom! Sir? Ugh, calm down Tyler, she's doing her job. Candice did indeed park that ass just there, and only wiggled her blackbait gapemeat in response to the GRIPPING fingers pulling her in, and making her fully straddle his thick leg. She squeaked- "Oh~!" As he TUGGED on her shorts and let her bottom half of her wobblefat hang out the bottom of the tiny little shorts.
Candice giggled again when his hand swatted her ass, and she blushed, nodding along. "Uhm... So what're the responsibilities?"
He dropped his hold on her waistband - and instead swatted at that bubble butt. Smacking it hard enough not just for a bright red handprint to sear into that flawless complexion, to not just ripple outward from the impact and wobble into place.. but also be audible from outside, where Tyler could hear it. "The first, biggest priority? Keeping your Daddy's nuts empty. I'll be honest. This position, as my partner? You gotta put in the work. Show me you know what a woman's job is. You can do that, right? You're pretty enough."
To hear her duties, Candice blushed. She fidgeted nervously- Chief Tyrone had told her nothing like this would happen! But... Ugh- He'd also said she should be prepared for ANYTHING, and he'd fire her if it didn't work! (He wasn't allowed to do that, but Candice was too dumb to know that). Candice blushed, and put on a smile- "Well that sounds just perfect Daddy~! Of course I'll put in the work- Just don't tell Tyler, alright?" Poor Tyler, who was at the door listening. Don't tell me what?? He thought. "I-I'm not cheating on my husband, of course~ This... This is just for work."
DeShawn laughed. "Tyler's gonna find out. Your job isn't just behind closed doors, Candice. I'm gonna make sure I flaunt my partner, so get used to the eyes on you. But, you're right.. this is just work."
Candice gulped- "Nfh, well..." She resolved not to let it get out of hand. Whatever that meant. She was a police detective dammit! She couldn't hesitate. Candice swallowed her instinctive revolusion at the idea of her son knowing she was draining another mans nuts that wasn't his father... And got ready to swallow a whole lot more!
That was all Tyler would hear before a brief silence thickened the suspense - Candice shuffling off his lap, instead immediately assuming the position. Fishing out that monster of a cock - that incredulous length easily rivalling that of her forearm. The thickness of a soda can. If Candice was a stacked PAWGMILF? DeShawn was her perfect match, someone who could absolutely demolish her every hole, ruin her for others - make her feel like a woman for once. Her eyes crossed as the ludicrous cock sprang out and smacked her in the face. "D-Damn- You're thick... A-Anh- Glrk-" She began sucking on the head, and started to squeeze it down her throat. Lube that cock up for when the gang boss eventually wanted to split her white wobblemeat open to turn her into a proper drooling gapeslut. "Yes Daddy~" She batted her eyelashes up at him.
After some feminine gasping, meat-clapping, white-bitch insulting, and hair-ruffling, Tyler heard it nice and clear- That telltale GLUCK GLUCK GLUCK. He shivered. So did DeShawn, because he had a tight warm MILF throat wrapped around his pole of veiny fuckmeat. Candice was squatting between his legs, ass perked out and jiggling, as her head bobbed up and down in his lap furiously- She gave SLOPPY head, but luckily that was just what DeShawn liked. She was constantly telling herself she was only doing this for work... Although her pussy was oozing through her cute little lace panties.
"Shiiitt.. I knew I'd like you, Candice. Give me that work. Show me how a mother does it." DeShawn teased, smirking down at the easy, naive, unfaithful plaything dancing in the palm of his hands. He didn't need to convince her, to threaten her - nah, she knew. She was walking into a gang's lair and this was what was expected of her. "Oh, FUCKKK, fuck yeah. That's it. Damn, girl. You're gonna fit right the fuck in. Shit.. old or not, you put those other girls to shame. You got the fucking job. Just keep suckin' it for your Daddy. Get that nut, sweetcheeks." Perhaps it was the fact a MILF was throating him. Perhaps it was her skill and experience. Perhaps it was the fact her son was likely listening outside. Perhaps it was the inferior bitch that'd disappointed him minutes prior, making Candice look and feel better. Whatever it was? DeShawn was loving this. Candice responded to his affirmations with more loud GLUCK GLUCK GLUCK, earnestly slurping away on his meatrod, choking herself into brain damage. Not that she could get much dumber.
In unprecedented volumes, he'd groan out, cheering her on, laughing as her own drool splattered over her cleavage. Giving him that sloppy toppy, soaking herself in her own spit, his lap covered in the liquid of her efforts. She'd feel each and every vein as she bobbed her head, every ridge - likely near unhinging her jaw to impress him and put in that work he needed. He'd sit still, hips bucking on occasion, sighing in absolute bliss as this thicc PAWG slobbered all over that black cock.



Outside the door, Tyler got the shock of his life as a strong hand slapped his shoulder. "Yo, Ty! How's it goin', huh? Ohhh, shit - is that DeShawn? Damnnn, boy. Your mama giving him that work!"
Tyler yelped as Chris came up behind him- "A-ah! Dude- What the- Nah, you're mishearing bro. Just-" Chris laughed aloud, surprising Ty, speaking loud enough to let Candice know that her son was listening to them on the other side of the door. Candice sighed internally. She'd need to have a word with her son about listening in on her new work...
"Yo, shut yo bitchasses up. I'm trynna focus on my new girl. Don't mind them, shawty. Get that nut. Show me you love your new job." DeShawn yelled toward the door, Chris quickly quieting into just whispers and mutters as he teased Tyler about the constant wet noises, GLUCKing and DeShawn's groans.
Tyler was left stammering and blushing, whilst his Mom was red in the face from gagging on a black meatpole. Tyler kept insisting to Chris nothing was going on, and soon Chris had the poor kid blubbering- He showed mercy, and sent the lil faggot on a shopping run to buy rum and condoms for the boys. Tyler ran as fast as he could... He needed to wait for his Mommy to finish 'buying weed.'
"Fuckkk.. you know how to shake that ass while you're at it? Come on, give Daddy some eye candy. That ass is too phat not to show off." DeShawn and his backhanded compliments were plentiful - his digits moving to cup her cheek, brushing her hair back, treating her akin to a lover despite her obscene efforts. Candice responded instinctively- Her thighs spread wide in a deep slutsquat, she twisted her hips, jiggling that fat white dumptruck around for her new black Daddy, whilst she continued massaging his nuts, twisting his shaft in her throat, coiling her tongue round the mushroom head, desperately gargling to suck out all that black seed.
FUCK Yes. This is that fucking good throat. This is even better than what I fuckin' expected. Your husband's a lucky man.. but I doubt he's fuckin' using it if this is how you're sucking. That's it, shawty. That's it. Get it. Fucking get it." DeShawn was vocal about his pleasure, often running his mouth - both to let his partner know, to fall deeper into depravity for his pleasure.. but also to show off. To let anyone eavesdropping listen to how good he had it, the kind of life he was living, to have stacked wobblemeat dropping to its knees within minutes of meeting. Candice was getting into a rhythm. Quaking her fat white cheeks, smacking her head back and forth, curling her tongue, always keeping eye contact with this suave, manly, stu- Get your head in the game Candice! Stare into his soul, find out his secrets... You're such a good police woman!
Unluckily for Tyler, he ran so fast on that condom run that he came back just in time to hear DeShawn finishing over his Momma's face.
"Hooooly, fuck, that's it, bimbo. That's my fucking trophy.." DeShawn roared out after a quarter of an hour had passed, just in time for Tyler to make it back - right when DeShawn had finally bust a nut. Hung like a horse, stamina befitting that of a stallion.. and nutting enough to make a pornstar blush. He'd cum inside her throat without warning, that superior nutsludge clogging up her throat, puffing out her cheeks from the sheer amount, filling her mouth - sputtering out of those dicksucking lips as he pulled out.. and decorated her face. That 'police work planning' Candice had been doing became difficult when her face puffed out as a litre of semen was pressure housed into her mouth, burst out her nose... And then she squeaked as that dick 'plorp'ed out of her tight lips and covered her face entirely. She had a pretty bridal veil of cum on. Rope after rope landing atop her features, landing in her hair, clumping it up - giving her a proper facial. One eye glued shut from the thug's nut, weighing down on her eyelid - ropes hanging off her chin.. she looked like a fucking mess.
Candice gurgled, blowing bubbles of cum, still blinking, hands ineffectually wiping at her face. She just gave a dumb giggle- "Hope that was okay, Daddy~! I really want this job, you see?" To take you down! Candice thought in her head. Watching her blow literal bubbles with that thick cocksnot - toying with his load as if she didn't just unhinge her jaw and bruise her own throat getting him off? Unbelievably hot.
He wondered if Chief Tyrone knew what a competent whore she was - but he sure as hell wasn't going to let anyone else have a turn. "Shit.. I see it, gorgeous. You took such good care of your man. You keep that up, mm?"
"Ugh, fuckkk.. YO, TY, OR CHRIS. I know you're out there. Get a bag for your mama. She earned that shit." He yelled out, flexing his size.
Chris laughed. "Go gettit Ty."
Tyler cringed. "C-Course, bro." He ran off to get a bag, shaking like a leaf.
DeShawn was letting that fat throbbing meat stand, then fall, slapping the bimbo's face time and time again, with audible, wet 'plap's. "Mm.. fuckk.. we gotta get you in uniform too. How 'bout you stay here for the night, huh? Get down and chill with me and the crib?"
Candice grinned, showing off the pool of semen on her tongue, before gulping, and prattling on in her pitched valley-bitch lilt. "Oh, definitely! Show me the whole place. You got any secret rooms?" She pretended to joke, but clearly wanted to know.
Tyler walked in... And quavered, shocked and conflicted. "M-Mom? Is..." Dazed,
Candice giggled, and popped another cum bubble. "Hi sweetie~! Don't tell Daddy about this, okay? And it's rude to listen at the door, sweetie. I'm gonna be working with the frat now, so we'll be seeing each other all the time! Isn't that great~♡"
Tyler wailed. "B-But, you're cheating on Dad, this..."
Candice scolded him. "Honey! This is special work. Remember what I told you?" Tyler gulped. "S-Sure..."
DeShawn shut Tyler and Candice up by wiping his cock off on her face, treating her as little more than a cumrag. "Ay." DeShawn huffed, cupping the bimbo's cumcoated cheek, forcing her to look her bull's way after finishing scolding her child. "You refer to yo hubby as his name, nothin' else. I'm the only man you call 'Daddy' now, you got that? Part of the job." He'd reprimanded lightly, releasing her cheek- instead helping her stand up, that monster of a cock still standing tall as he stood too - as if showing off to Tyler what his own mother just throated.
Candice giggled as that shaft smeared over her face, and she slowly staggered to her feet. She turned, kissing DeShawn's thumb on her lips. "Yes Daddy~! Sorry Daddy~" The newly bbc addicted PAWGthot giggled again.
"Ay, whiteboi. Yo momma is good with me - she give that good fuckin' head. She got my respect. She my partner now, so you treat her with some mofuckin' respect, you got that? Now..." He smirked, an arm wrapped around Candice's shoulders.. reaching down the cleavage of her tank top, groping her in front of her son. The two of them trying to keep her cover a secret was.. hilarious. Enough for him to keep enjoying himself, using the two for entertainment. And what better entertainment that.
Tyler groaned internally. "E-Erm, that's... Great DeShawn. J-Just-" He gulped. "Y-Yes DeShawn. Sorry Mom... I-I'll be more respectful." Candice seemed surprised at the control DeShawn had over her son.
"Ty? You go and pick out a uniform for my new girl here. She's gotta look like DeShawn's trophy. Don't disappoint me. Think about what I'd like. Not what you wanna see her in." The implication was obvious. He was making this poor cuckson pick out the skimpiest, most whorish outfit in DeShawn's closet - an outfit for his own mother. Pick anything modest, and, well.. who knows what would happen to him? He, the cuck, was going to have to dress up his own mother to keep a thug hard. "Consider it a gift - a reward for bringing your mother here." Guilting him for what was to come.
"Tomorrow? I'll be picking out her outfits. So make sure you take this one and only chance to pick something nice." DeShawn was shameless, jiggling the MILF's jugs in his hand, looking over to her with a smirk. "How 'bout we go get you cleaned up while he picks, mm? Then the tour."
Candice was all too eager. "Yes Daddy~! I just can't wait to get to know your crew~" She winked at Tyler as he came in, as if that was reassuring. Tyler felt his stomach shake. His Mom was taking this infiltration thing pretty seriously... She was such a good actor. His Mom stuck her tongue out and made a happy little moan, laughing as her fat titty got crushed under her top by DeShawn's grip. She just smiled, and glanced at Tyler a little dismissively "Hurry along sweetie~! Mommy's gotta take care of Daddy here~ You don't want me to have to walk around naked right?? Make sure to pick a nice outfit for Mommy!" She gurgle-giggled again, lolling her tongue out and offering it to DeShawn on tip toes, turning away from Tyler completely, pressing herself up against the black king, whilst his hand slipped down and cupped that wobbling MILFmeat.
Tyler took a few deep breaths. "S-Sure Mom. Will do." She wasn't listening anymore. He was helping his Mother, he told himself. This was just her acting. She was being a good policewoman. Not a dumb bitch. The best thing he could do would be to play along perfectly. He nodded with resolve and went to get an outfit.
Now they were alone, Candice giggled again- "Wow, I can't wait Daddy~! A man hasn't shown me off in the longest time. Getting clean would be good haha, as lovely as it is having Daddy's semen on my face!" Candice cringed inside. Ugh! This sucked! She definitely hated having virile, musky, black semen on her pretty little white face! Candice washed her face and her hair in the sink, topless, at DeShawn's insistence. Candice couldn't resist this black stud- I mean- She was pretending so well to be unable to resist! She drooled into her cleavage when they broke the kiss.
Shameless. No relationship should progress this quickly or this easily, but here the two were, tonguewrestling while the thug had handfuls of her tits. Enjoying each other, killing time by slobbering all over each other like they were meant to be and had finally come together. That is, until Tyler entered - DeShawn settling for groping the stacked thot.
So that was why Tyler found DeShawn touring his Mom around with his black hand on her bare white titties, the pair making out vigorously- "Erm, DeShawn..? I've got an outfit." Tyler handed over a bright blue dress- Sharp heels, a cut out dress with plenty of curve on show, and EXTRA tight. "I hope you like it, Mom... What happened to your top...?"
Candice scowled- "Ugh, what took you so long Tyler??" Tyler froze- But then instead, his Mom beamed. "It looks great, honey buns. My top? Oh, it got wet! It's such a hot day anyway." Her growing distaste for her cuckson was starting to come through already.
DeShawn shrugged, taking and tossing the outfit to his new trophyslut, shameless in tugging down her shorts. Helping her strip. Yet... he did so slowly. Making sure Tyler saw the strings of cuntjuice connected to her panties. Showing him that DeShawn had his own mother sopping wet, that this was a job she was enjoying. "Mm.. passable. Making my doll look classy. Oh, and girls don' wear panties in my house, you got it? Not much point bothering, ya get me?"
Candice laughed at his bravado- He was so confident! So manly. This was a man who knew what he wanted and how to get it. "Ooh~!" The MILF giggled when the rough thug slipped her shorts down- Straining against the swell of her PAWGmeat, until they finally popped off. She blushed. "Look away Tyler! Mommy's getting changed." Tyler could only stammer and turn around, catching a glimpse of his Mom's waterfall wet snatch.
After ensuring his slut went without panties, in the dress and heels, he'd show her around. One hand hung over her shoulder, squeezing her tit HARD- Or slipping it down her back, and wobbling her assmeat as they walked. The luxurious rooms. The kitchens. The game rooms. The living rooms. The place was massive - enough to guide her into one final room - the party room. Music, drinks, sorority girls dancing on guys' laps, other dark thugs. All of which belonged to and were loyal to DeShawn. Everyone in this room was part of their operation. The whole tour, Candice hung on DeShawn's arm, ignoring her son mostly whenever he chimed in, shooting him a frustrated glance. "Be quiet sweetie, I'm trying to listen to DeShawn~" And then she'd turn to give the black stud babydoll eyes. "You were saying, Daddy? Mhh, oh yes, this whole house is totally amazing! Could I see myself living here?? Oh of course~! It's so amazing, like I said."
When DeShawn walked with Candice's ass in hand into the main room, everyone was watching, sending an excited shiver through her. It was the first time anyone had DESIRED her in years! He guided her to a booth in the back and center, up against the wall where everyone knew he frequented. Everyone gawked at that stack PAWGMILF.. but only cackled as they flung insults at the weak white cuckson following behind them. DeShawn was first to sit. "BOYS. BITCHES. Meet Candice. This is Ty's mom - and my new girl. Ain't no one do some stupid shit to my trophy, mm? Now come to Daddy, beautiful. Show them how good you look on my lap." Candice waved to everyone with a simple smile.
"Hi! I'm Candice, Tyler's mother. Nice to meet you all~♡" And then with a giggle, she shook her asd playfully and plopped that white rumpmeat into DeShawn's lap. She smiled to Tyler. "Thanks for keeping an eye out for me today, sweetie..."
Tyler mumbled. "N-No worries Mom! I'm happy to help!" He tried to look confident. By doing whatever his Mom said and trusting her totally, he'd help her get the police to destroy this gang!
As Candice planted that phat white ass where it belonged? On her King's lap? DeShawn was a natural, sliding hands onto her waist, pulling her in. Her back against his chest as he leaned down, whispering into her ear. "Listen, sweetcheeks." He'd hum, tucking her hair behind her ear. He'd look Tyler in the eyes with a devilish smirk while whispering to his mother. Candice's jiggling bootymeat was spilling out of her dress, full of artful slices around the ass, making it more like a light screen over her bottom than any real covering. It was obvious she had no panties on, since everyone could see the lack of straps over her hips., "Yes Daddy~?" Candice giggled as she leaned back to listen closely.
"This is the second part of your job. There's a lot of eyes here, and you're my girl. They need to see that you deserve respect, and that you fit in. The best way to do that? Bully Tyler a bit. Make them see you're not to be fucked with. Do that, and, well.. I'll introduce you to my investors to seal our partnership, hm?" He slurred, letting his words linger - his warm breath fanning across her ear. An attempt to be romantic and charming, despite the brutal command. Sure, he was manipulating her - but it was the truth. Right now, gang members, whores, dancers, servers.. they were all looking at the new duo and her son, their personal punching bag.
"Your investors??" Candice was sold immediately. She called out- "Sweetheart?" Tyler had just sat down somewhere else with the guys who abused him the least- Sometimes- And they yelled at him to go over. Not that he needed telling! Tyler was determined to trust his mommy to get all this over with fast. "First- I'm gonna be making DeShawn dinner tonight so you and Mark will have to order. Second, could you pop to the shops and buy us a box of condoms? Thanks sweetie- Just buy 5 sizes up from yours, 'kay" She squeezed his cheek lovingly, and gave him a little wink. Their sign he should trust her. It didn't make him feel much better though, as everyone whooped with laughter. Five sizes?! Fucking embarrassing for the little twerp. Tyler knew it as he walked out into the rainy, hands stuffed in his pockets, wondering what his Mom was gonna be like when he got back.
Tyler stammered- "E-Erm, sure Mom..." And she added- "Oh, and bring me and Daddy drinks. On a tray." Candice turned and giggled- "Was that good enough Daddy??" That was how Tyler spent the next 4 hours playing waiter, serving and making drinks, and being sent on endless runs to buy condoms. It was especially bad, since he had a crush on the goth cashier at the corner store. She laughed in his face the 3rd time he came in for a box, soaked to his skin.
It was a start. Hell, even if 'Thermostat' was undercover - he didn't think she'd go as far as to bully her own son. It was as if she saw him as nothing more than a tool. Or, perhaps.. she was falling for her bull, already? "Mmm.. that's my partner in crime." Candice lolled her tongue. "Hehe~ Exactly, Daddy!" Candice was fired up! She had this guy wrapped around her finger. She'd bring this gang down way quicker than 5 years. 5 weeks, more like! And she'd get to fuck thick black dick the whole time too! Acting was SOOO easy. Tyler was hoping the same thing, looking nervous. He was pleaded his Momma's mission was going so well.
Candice squealed and laughed and kicked her legs as DeShawn loudly slurped at her cleavage, gurgling up some booze. The fat booty white MILF stayed perched on his lap, her bare pussy wettening her thighs. She couldn't help but join in, calling her son a wimp, admonishing him for not being stronger and manlier. "Aww, Daddy! My poor lil' boy's all wet~♡" Candice laughed- "Wet like a little pussy!" Candice slapped the region of her cunt, and shot her son another reassuring smile. He kept trusting her.
He laughed- and the next four hours flew by. The two drank together, even having her pour him a drink by letting him slurp it out of her cleavage. As Candice drank more and more, her eyes started glazing over, and her mission wasn't... Quite at the forefront of her mind. She gave him a couple shakes of that ass, which DeShawn clapped about thoroughly, before pulling out a baggie of pink powder, and waving it under her nose. "Hey, doll- You want some? I'll tell you a secret if you try it-" Candice scrunched up her brow, trying to think really really hard! "Hnffhh- O-Okay, sure... Nfh- It'd better be a good secret!"
That was how Candice ended up squatting down, thighs spread open, eating Molly out of DeShawn's ass in front of a crowded room of 40 people. Tyler came into the room right in the middle of it, but Candice had her face stuffed between some black legs, and was wriggling her tongue around, cleaning off every last grain of those pink crystals. Her eyes were wide by the end, and she was chattering even more than usual- "Oh hi Tyler~!" She waved at him- And then whispered in DeShawn's ear, making both of them laugh at him cruelly.
They were bullying Tyler together, taking turns slinging insults. By the end of it, Tyler was sitting beside them, even more soaked and shivering after having had DeShawn spill a drink over his head. It wasn't until DeShawn had shared another kiss with Candice that he finally stepped it up. "Shiit.. you gon' cook me dinner, keep my bed warm, right? How 'bout you give Tyler your phone to take a little video of us to send to Mike, huh? Let him know you're not coming home tonight."
"Yeah Tyler, tell your father I'm working, okay?" She laughed, and pulled her phone out her little clutch purse. She kissed DeShawn's cheek... And raised a middle finger to the camera. Tyler was sure she wasn't buzzed out her mind though - His Mom probably didn't REALLY take that stuff- She'd never do drugs! Candice stuck her tongue out. "Make sure you explain to YOUR Dad what's happening okay?" Candice remembered that her husband existed and wouldn't love her being gangslut blackbait.
Tyler groaned." "Really Mo-?" He cut himself off. Just be supportive! "Haha, erm- Great photo Mom. Well I'll see you tomorrow morning then..."



Candice chuckled. "Sure~! Now, DeShawn, why don't you let a mother make you some real, hearty food, hm? You're so big, you'll need a lot of feeding!"
DeShawn posed for the photo in kind - arm wrapped around her waist, digits sandwiched between her thighs and puffy, high-as-fuck, married cunt. Dress concealing his hand - leaving anyone to wonder what his hand was doing underneath that poor excuse of clothing. Little was left to the imagination as DeShawn smiled to the camera, tongue out, licking Candice's cheek in the photo. Like a tribal savage enjoying some white meat. "Ty. Yo ass ain't done yet. Start filming. Imma tell your pops sumn'." Candice's wavy blonde hair was pulled back in a dicksucking ponytail, and she was nibbling on her lip as DeShawn so casually played with her tight little cunt. Candice stuck her tongue out for the photo too, laughing excitedly.
"What the... Dude..." But Candice gave him a stern frown and Tyler obeyed his Momma. She wasn't really cheating, she was totally dominating these thugs and hating it! He was sure.
"Ty. Yo ass ain't done yet. Start filming. Imma tell your pops sumn'." He demanded, likely to Candice's surprise. Before she could process, though? Both sets of thick, calloused, chocolate digits grabbed onto her thighs and forced them apart. He wasn't gentle in pushing her back as well- hand moving to her throat, keeping her still, forcing her to lean back against his chest. The other hand? Well.. Tyler, and the camera, would get a full view of Candice's sopping wet cunt. DeShawn had gone as far as to lift the dress and...
SMACK! SMACK, SMACK, SMACK! "Tell Mike who this pussy belong to now. Tell yo hubby you're gonna be workin' my kitchen tonight." Each word was whispered into Candice's ear despite the brutality and obscene display. Each smack would serve to be more humiliating than painful - but most humiliating of all? Son and father alike would have to watch as some thug gang leader slammed two fingers into that tight white pussy and start fingerfucking the blackowned bimbomeat. "Let 'em know, baby." He whispered, implying he'd let up if she did. His digits would curl, rubbing his fingertips against the roof of her walls - all the while pumping in and out, knuckles deep, her juices flinging about as she was toyed with by her studly thug.
"AnFHFHJNHNH~♡!" Candice moaned like a crack-whore, and then the next spanks sent her into a squirting, quivering mess. As her pussy gushed all over her son, she wailed at the camera- "I'm Daddy's girl now Mike~! Hnnhjnhnfhfhfh~♡♡♡! Cook your own dinner white boi!" And then she was doubled over, her squirting orgasm prolonged and prolonged, until she ran out... But just kept cumming, drooling and snorting, fluids dribbling down her face, her dress hem getting soaking wet, looking like an absolutely disgusting backalley buttslut skank. Tyler was dripping with his Mom's squirt.
SHLCKSHLICKSHLCKSHLICKSHLICKSHLICK... Sloppy, obscene, wet cunt noises. The bitch's pussy sounded no different than Tyler's favorite mac and cheese being stirred, DeShawn's expertise forcing her into a constant orgasm. Even as Tyler was soaked with his own mother's betrayal and bliss, DeShawn continued.
The violent pressure on her gspot never let up, and so the undersexed and high as fuck MILF just lost more and more braincells. "ohhhHHhHHHhhhHFUCK ME!!! FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK!!!" She kept begging and slurping at the camera, letting her hubby know in every different way that she was the property of a black stud.
Tyler whimpered. "H-Hey DeShawn, could you... Let up a bi-"
Candice snapped- "Shut UP Tyler! Show some respect! Call him Sir, like you should- I'm WORKING, as you well knoWWwW~!" Her voice cracked as her pussy got spanked again. The noisy clap of Candice's shelf of white assmeat and whorish gurgling combined with her cunt to create the kind of noises a cuck could only dream of hearing through a door.
"The fuck you doin', speaking when I ain't fucking tell you to? You ruined my fucking video, bitchboi." He scoffed, nonchalant despite brutalizing Candice's cunt, frying her brain as he forced her into yet another orgasm.. only to suddenly pull out, right in the middle of it, ruining her orgasm - or at least, her most recent.
Candice gave a scream of pleasure- Which turned into drug-fuelled annoyance. "F-Fuck! Daddy! N-No, ignore that idiot Daddy! Plea-" He shut her up with a loud SMACK, and Candice whined. And the only person she could blame? Tyler. For pissing off the man fingerfucking her.
"Ain't in the mood no more. Your son pissed me the fuck off. Send that shit to yo hubby then come along, Candice. You're gonna cook me a meal. Have some quality us time before I send you home." In truth? The video turned out better than he could have hoped. But that abrupt, sudden end to the whorish bliss and constant orgasms would, hopefully, serve to have even Candice upset at Tyler for interrupting their fun. Not just that, but instead of spending a night with the man who toyed with her better than her husband ever did... she was going to have to go home to the two failures for men she called family. He'd start standing up, whistling for a lackey. "Ey. Take Tyler. Have the girls take turns messin' with him for an hour, then send him to come get Candice and take her home." He demanded simply, waiting for Candice to take his arm and head to the kitchen with him
The fat-booty PAWGMILF glared at her son. "N-Nfh... Let's go Daddy." Candice sent a shiver through her son with what appeared to be a look of passionate distaste. The video and photo arrived for Mike, who immediately blew his top. Candice put her phone on aeroplane mode. Tyler just whimpered as he was led off to have his dick stepped on and mocked by girls decked out with QoS tattoos. Candice snatched Tyler's arm- "Don't interfere with my work again, Tyler. This is serious." And then she turned to DeShawn and lolled out her tongue- "Sorry Daddyyyyy~! I'm sorry for raising such an interfering kid~" Candice clapped her cheeks. "Let me make you something nice~!" Candice mixed him a cocktail in the kitchen, threw on a frilly apron, and started cooking, wobbling her white milf ass round the kitchen. At her apology, DeShawn only smiled, grabbing onto that clapmeat. Everything went according to plan. He'd treat Candice like she were precious while redirecting any sort of frustration toward her family. Like she was faultless, encouraging her to bully her own son of her own free will.
Before long, she'd served him a delicious bowl of meaty and spicy mac and cheese, full of herbs. "Hope you like it Daddy~♡! Cooking high is like- So fun! Ahahaha." DeShawn texted Chief Tyrone a picture of Candice's ass in an apron, captioning it 'lmao send u a vid tonight'. It was then that Candice arrived with the bowl, the thug smiling her way - pecking her on the lips. "Looks good. Come keep my lap warm, baby." Candice beamed- "Of course, Daddy~!" She sat her fat pale ass in his strong black lap, her wobbling white spankfat cheeks squishing out over his ACHING bulge, throbbing into her tight little cunt and puckering asshole-
He'd hum simply, taking a spoon - and letting out a genuine groan of approval, near moaning at just how good a married woman's cooking was. He took another spoonful before grabbing his phone, texting Chris. 'send ty over with the beads'. He didn't care if Candice saw. "Mmm.. how 'bout you and I have a little fun before I send you home, huh?"
Candice's crossed, spaced out eyes just dilated more. "Well for sure, Daddy~! Ugghh- Sorry about Tyler... Maybe he won't ruin everything tomorrow." Candice whined, and wiggled her pale gapemeat ass on DeShawn's lap again. She had gotten pretty deep undercover in just a day, she realised- Then she remembered that pussy spanking, and drooled excitedly.
"Don't apologize for him. I know my girl's good. You'd make sure we had fun, right? It's all Tyler's fault." "Ugh, phew. Thanks stud." Candice seemed relieved. And giggled. "I was worried you were mad at me for a sec! Tyler always spoiled everyone's fun when he was younger." DeShawn was just the best! How could he be a SERIOUS criminal- He seemed such a gentleman. But either way, she had to commit to her job... And maybe she could enjoy herself too! That prompted her to stick her tongue out and making a dumb 'aahhhh' sound, totally cross-eyed, still high out her mind.
Right as she was doing that, Tyler came in, and saw his Mom in his bully bosses lap, tongue lolling out, whilst stroking his body. Tyler was walking, red in the face, carrying a... Terrifyingly long string of large, black circles, of expanding length. A string of anal beads, two feet in length, the largest bead a thick 4 inches in diameter. "U-Uhm- Hi Mom. I'm... Apparently you wanted... Wanted these?"
Candice blushed, and giggled- "Yeah, I did sweetie! Thank you~!♡" She licked her lips- "Don't worry about me and DeShawn okay sweetie? We shouldn't be too long. Maybe a couple hours." She nodded as if that was reassuring. "No peeking at the door you naughty boy!" Candice winked at her son- That wink was starting to make him scared now.
He retreated hurriedly- "O-Okay Mom... Uhm... S-Sure... I'm here if you want me..." Candice beamed- "Oh, well in that case, can you grab us another box of condoms?" She laughed giddily.
DeShawn hummed, copping a feel of those tits as she lolled her tongue out, laughing. He'd throbbed against her bubble butt, that monster of a cock more akin to a living thing with how exaggerated each movement was - though, the two couldn't enjoy themselves for long before Tyler showed up with the beads. "When you grab those condoms? Just walk in. You knock and interrupt us by making me speak to you? I'll be pissed."
Candice gave her son a thumbs up- "Yeah, don't disturb us sweetie. We don't wanna talk to you." Candice MEANT that. She didn't wanna talk to the little shrimp right now. She was working. He was in the way, and her annoying husband blowing up her phone. Tyler sloped out, tail between his legs... But he just couldn't stay away from the door!
The dealer waved Tyler off as he finished up his meal, slowly standing up, beads in hand. "Now, lets see how many you can take.." Candice brightened up as soon as Tyler left, turning into a cheerful giggly slut again, her hands sinking into her own PAWG assflesh. "Ugh~! I'm DEFINITELY gonna impress you~♡" The fat, stacked MILF jiggled to her feet, ready to get her shitpipe turned into a gaping, sloppy ruin.
Candice stuck her tongue out, and arched her back, slowly tugging the cut up strappy dress off her curves- Popping out her tits first, and thrusting them out- "You have permission to destroy my shithole as much as you like, Daddy~ May as well get it out the way on day one of the job~!" Candice laughed, and then shook her hips energetically- And damn did those fat cheeks CLAP. The MILF shook them with real excitement for her new black daddy- Her sweat glistened white jigglemeat rolling in waves, big enough to swallow up a lesser man. DeShawn OWNED this ass. Candice stuffed her face into the cushions, and grabbed her asscheeks, spreading them WIDE- "There you are Daddy~!" Her cute little asshole winked at him, eager to get turned into a cavernous, bead-gaped tunnel.
"God, fucking, damn. Swear to God, this ass gets fatter every time I look at this. Does your hubby even appreciate this? Like, look at this fucking.." He'd laughed as she'd gave him permission, teased, and spread her cheeks. He wondered if she were always this much of a slut, but it didn't matter. Right now? DeShawn had full claim and ownership over this stacked hag. He'd take the time to set up a camera at their side, phone propped up on the table beside the couch - and smacked that ass. "Shiit... you could make a man fall in love with this, Candice." SMACK, SMACK, SMACK! A bright red handprint searing into her right asscheek, in full view of the camera as her thug positioned himself behind her as if he were about to blow her back out. "You ready for me, baby? Mhm? Look back, let Daddy see how good you look." With that said? He lifted those heavy beads.. and slapped it against her pucker. Just taunted her with it. Audible smacks of beads against that shitter, that massive, obscene ball pushing against that tight shithole.
Gradually stretching her. Making her feel it, bit by bit. Wider, and wider. "Nf-FHUCK! Fuck Daddy! Anh~! DadyyyyYYy~!♡" The bimbo gapeslut whined with pleasure, her eyes rolling up, already drooling all over herself- "F-Fuck... I-I'm ready for you Daddy. I'm read-Y-Y-Nh-NH-NH-NH~" Her brain broke as her tiny fucksleeve of an asshole was gaped WIDE for the first time- Gaped at all for the first time- Tearing her petite married shithole open, and forcing a thick ball inside.
He talked her down as if it was him stretching her out - but as soon as her asshole enveloped the exact half of that one bead? He rammed it in. Made it so her asshole took it all in, that one bead swallowed up entirely. Instead of her ass staying gaped for the second, though? The bead was attached to a thin string that lead to the second - meaning her pucker shut once more. He'd push at the second, forcing her to relive that brutal stretching. "Good girl.. good girl. Damn, you're good. Glad I fucking hired you. Now, take the second.." He slurred as he pushed, and pushed, forcing her to stretch impossibly wide once more... before it just.. POPPED. Right in. Two massive beads up her ass, with the third still to go.
"Shit-Shit-Fuck- OH!!" Candice was drooling and panting as the first one went in- "F-Fuck- More please~! More please~!" She giggled- When a bitch actually got her white assmeat DOMINATED for the first time, she'd never get enough of it. "FUCK ME DADDYYY OH FUCK FUCK FUCK-~!!" Candice's pussy just blew up. It was like someone had smacked an axe into a fire hydrant. Her sloppy little cunt blasted stream after stream of squirt- She pissed all over herself whilst releasing the most intense build up of squirt she ever had- That is, more than two hours ago, when she'd squirted for the first time ever. Her legs shook and spasmed on the sofa.
"Yeah. YEAH. I OWN THIS FUCKIN' ASS, BABY. I OWN IT. FUCKING TAKE IT FROM YOUR DADDY. BE A GOOD FUCKING GIRL, BABY. JUST LIKE THIS." He didn't care that she was squirting and pissing herself. That she was literally spraying at anything her cunt hovered over, that he was literally frying her brain. In fact, while she was still squirting? He slammed three fingers inside her. Didn't pull out or thrust, just kept his thick digits inside to give her the feeling of being stretched. On top of that, he'd hook the digits upward - in the direction of the beads. Having her feel her insides sandwiched between the beads and his fingers, rubbing at her walls where the beads are. "Who's yo fuckin' Daddy? Who? You like this? Huh?"
When the three fingers came in and hooked up, Candice's brain just- Broke even more. "FUCK FUCK FUCK! YOU'RE MY DADDY! FUCK! DADDY DADDY DADDY! OH MY FUCKING PUSSY! FUCK!!!♡♡♡" The demure MILF had become a total whore for black cock the moment she got a taste.
As if on cue.. Tyler walked in sheepishly, holding a box of condoms. Unsure what to do with himself, he'd stand two feet away at DeShawn's side, the thug focusing on his gapeslut. "Grab the camera and make yourself useful. Get a good zoom on this.."
Tyler gulped. Mom was a really good actor... Wow. He barely even hard DeShawn's command. In a daze, he just picked up the camera and zoomed in on his Mom's crotch. A thick ring pull stuck out from Candice's asshole, and her puffy little rim was gaped a healthy inch and a half, with the cool black surface of the bead clearly visible through it. This shitpipe was not gonna shut for the next 5 years, in all likelihood. Assuming Candice stopped being a gangbang anal whore at the end of five years, which was unlikely- If she got enough plastic in her, she could probably last another 7 or 8 years before she'd get tossed on a dumpster. "Th-Thank you Daddy... Hnfh~ OooooOohh fucking... Fuck. Haha. Fuck." The MILF slowly started trying to move, moaning and mewling whenever she did so, drooling into her tits. "Grab my handbag, Tyler." She wobbled off the sofa- Candice giggled woozily- This MILF was totally nude, and now totally braindead, just wiggling her breeding hips, making her cheeks clap around those beads.
"I got you, bunny. I got you." He laughed, a single digit pushing on the bead that was visible through her gaped asshole. He'd push, as if trying to stuff it in- knowing there was no room and that'd only make the other beads wriggle around inside her. After that tease, he wrapped an arm around her upper thighs, her asscheeks on his forearm, lifting her up with ease on a single arm, her chest against his, her arms wrapped around his neck.
"Yo Ty. Get yo Dad on video call- This shit's gonna be hilarious." Tyler opened his mouth- "If you don't, I'mma kick yo shins in, and then make sure your ass never sees your Momma again. Right Candice?"
The blonde gapemeat drooled." H-Huh Daddy? Uhm- Uh- Sure~ Yeah~♡" She had no idea what was going on at this point. Tyler gulped... And hit the call button. He couldn't even look at his Father, he just turned the camera around.
DeShawn gave her a spank- "C'mon bunny, you know what to do." Candice just giggled to show her understanding.
Walked up to her husband on the phone, who was white with anger and betrayal, in the living room- "C-Candice, what- What is happening- This- This is-" Candice laughed. "Shut the fuck up Mike! I don't need your pindick anymore." She burst out laughing- And then squatted down, perking her ass out. Mike screamed. "Candice, don't! What- What about-" His voice got drowned in the most unholy FLBLRLBBRPLBRPBLP sound as DeShawn HOISTED her up and YANKED- So Candice fucking SHAT those enormous beads out of her overstuffed shitter, and then fell on her face orgasming- Once again, squirting like a hydrant, covering Tyler and the phone camera in wet sloppy squirt. Her ass had a perma gape of a full 3 inches, winking and twitching, so wide it spread her already thick cheeks. Mike groaned in despair, and DeShawn ended the video call- or rather, Tyler did, but he was just automatically obeying DeShawn's motions at this point.
"'Kay Tyler. Now make sure yo bitchass keeps recording - I'mma take this slut for a ride." Tyler just nodded.
Candice wasn't really thinking at this point, she was just pawing at DeShawn's shin, desperate to get stuffed. "Haahhh~ Hi Daddyy~♡" DeShawn rolled his eyes. "Hi bunny. Get yo ass up on the sofa again, huh?" She could only drool and obey, heaving those jiggling globes of PAWGfat up, and bending over- Spreading and clapping her ass, inviting her black king into her gaping little rosebud. "Okayyy~!" The Black stud landed a sharp SLAP across her backside, making that naked MILFmeat jiggle, her sweaty, curvy body shining under the kitchen light.
DeShawn gripped his dick, the veins visibly pulsing and twitching on his terrifying african manhood, and firmly lined it up with her inviting insides, parting the wobbling cleft of her gapeslut cheeks. Candice squealed with impatience- "F-Fuck Daddy~! C'mon! Please Daddy!" Gone were any thoughts of a police mission. Candice was just an out and out BBC slut, whilst her brain was cooked on Molly anyway. Tyler shook, his knees literally shivering. Haha, wow... His Momma was so good at pretending to be high! Candice rolled her eyes. "F-FuuuccKKDADDY~! You're so fucking BIG wow, fuck- Not like my little whiteboi cuck husband- Ugh, fuck- Don't even get me started on Tyler!" She giggled- Forgetting he was even there. The camera shook in Tyler's hands.
DeShawn gripped the back of her neck. "Sure- Now tighten up, slut. I don't want no loose bitches." And with those romantic words, his slick-wet chocolate fuckstick- With a firm push- Slid with a SQUELCH into the MILFs blasted out shithole. The response was immediate. The braindead MILFs indecent pussy made the most hilariously obscene sounds as it sprayed like a firehose- And that wasn't the worst of it.



"OhNNnNNFHGfhGFHfgNFHGNfhnfHGNHfnFHhhhFUCKDADDY~~!!!♡" Her obscene mouth was spouting the most disgusting, whorish noises, whilst her tongue twirled and mouth splattered drool- Out her mouth, out her nose, crying, snotting- The overwhelming pleasure of black dick spreading out her sphincter was just too much for this crackwhore MILF to cope with. Tyler was terrified her brain was going to collapse, before he remembered this was just all an act! Phew.
DeShawn let out a slow, deep, grumbling sigh of pleasure as he got locked in, until the head crushed her asshole and his sack laid over her cunt and rested on the back of her thighs. He throbbed in her chest, keeping a good grip on her hair twisting it around like some reigns. And that was all just the first stroke.
Then DeShawn started to pump back and forth. In and out. Dragging that tight little shitpipe with EVERY painstakingly slow pull. "Hey Ty, watch yo Momma's stomach." The stud lifted her up, gripping the braindead sexdolls thighs, and put her into a spread-thigh position, whacking her feet behind her head, as he began to bounce the MILF on his meatpole like a fleshlight- Her tummy bulging and distending, ruined by that enormous fuckrod stuffed inside her. Candice giggled- And then that turned into an obscene moan, as DeShawn SPANKED her bare cunt, and then began SLAMFUCKING her up and down, ruining her once pristine and virgin asshole into a steaming sloppy mess, whilst his other hand worked her cunt so hard, violently attacking her clit, so that she gushed like a busted firehose all over Tyler and the camera. Poor kid was soaked. He was just glad Mom was doing such a good job of convincing these bullies she was a dumb crackhead snowbunny skank- That way she'd take them down so easy!
DeShawn grunted. "Fuck, yo ass is TIGHT bitch." He SPANKED that pussy again, and SLAMMED her face right down into the floor- Her head hit the ground with a crack, and he squatted over her, pounding the slutty MILF hard in her head down ass up position. And this just went on. And on. Candice wailing and squirting, DeShawn grunting and spanking... Until eventually, with a low groan, DeShawn's dick audibly squelched, as he let out a FAT, piping hot load into her guts. Without much ceremony, he yanked his dick out with a loud 'PLORP' - The suction was crazy from her tight little shitter. He jerked off a few kingly backshots over her pale body, and cracked his neck. "Damn bitch." He just chuckled, clearly feeling a little puffed after violently slamfucking such "Prime grade-A assmeat ya got there, hoe. Shame you wasn't born a girl Tyler, you woulda been a fine lil' bitch- You got a sister bro? Nah? Shame, man." DeShawn shrugged. "I'm feeling generous to da boys- Go get anyone who wants sloppy seconds. And clean yo Momma up as well, huh?"
Tyler gulped, and looked at his panting, drooling, cum-glazed mother. It was gonna be a long night. He trudged upstairs to let the guys know.
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Disclaimer
This is a work of pure fantasy; nothing is real, and all characters are adults. Comments are enabled, and all constructive comments are welcomed; even if you think my story sucks, tell me how it sucks so I can improve the story and as an author. This is a different take on the BBC genie; instead of the typical guy becoming a cuckold, most of these types of stories fall prey to. In regards to a comment received, BBC stories are racist by their very nature; if you're offended by racist topics or themes, this is not the story for you.
Sharing Gina
Chapter 12
Mother and Daughter attend swinger club.
Marty parked his SUV in a private parking lot in the city, and everyone exited the vehicle. He was with his Wife Gina, his father-in-law John, and John's wife Joanne. He and John were dressed in casual outfits: pants, a polo shirt, and warm jackets. The women, however, were not dressed in anything remotely casual.
Gina wore a long, sheer dress that was utterly transparent whenever she got too close to a light source. Her tramp stamp and crotch tattoo that said 'SLUT' were clearly visible to anyone that passed by on the sidewalk. Her shoes were black 4-inch fuck me pumps, and despite the cold weather, she had nothing warm to protect her from the frigid night air. Her pierced nipple stood full attention as she shivered as she walked. She had two lollypop earing that had 'Suck Me' written on them and a silver metal collar that had 'Pussy for Rent' on it.
Joanne's outfit wasn't much better. She had on a gold metallic short skirt so short that it barely covered her shaved pussy in the front and failed to cover her ass. Her matching gold crop top displayed so much cleavage that the single button holding it together was stressed to the point of almost popping off, and her thirty-six 'C' breasts would fall out. Her crop top shirt showed off her new tramp stamp nicely. It was a Celtic design, and each branch ended in a little spade playing card symbol; it had a heart in the center of the design with a Keyhole in the center of the heart. She had on heels that matched her daughter's. While she didn't have a crotch tattoo yet, the world SLUT in bold black letters on her silver collar left no doubt to any passing stranger what she was. On her ankle was a Queen of Spades tattoo that matched one her daughter had, but if someone overlooked that one, it was impossible to miss the other one on the inside of her right breast, clearly visible with the cleavage she was showing. She also had no coat to protect herself from the frigid weather.
As they walked along the street toward the swingers club, Joanne noticed they passed more than one public parking lot with available parking spots that would have been a lot closer to their destination. She knew he was still punishing her. She tried to fix things but only made it worse for her, a lot worse.
Marty was angry at Joanne; her son, Anthony, canceled his expected visit from California at the last minute. He claimed that something for work came up. He doubted that, Joanne must have talked to her son to ask him not to come. He didn't know what excuse she used, but the results were the same. He would not be fucking Emma's tight pussy this Thanksgiving. While he never met Anthony's new Wife, Emma, as soon as Marty saw photos of the young, attractive blonde, he knew he wanted to sample the goods. He was looking forward to the taste of her pussy, her cries of pain and pleasure as he satisfied himself with her body over and over. He even fantasized that her husband would be forced to watch from the corner of the bedroom in a cock cage as he watched Marty, his father John, and a dozen other men, both White and Black, use her every hole over and over, covering her with their cum.
Joanne now feared Marty; he told her that she was not saving Emma, or her son for that matter. He told her that he would have Emma, one way or another, even if he had to kill her son and kidnap her. He would not be denied. He then showed her videos of a dark dungeon with women chained to the center of it and a man in black leather whipping one woman after another as Marty stood close to them, laughing at their screams of pain. He warned her if Anthony didn't visit for the Christmas holidays that, she would be next to be chained up and feel the crack of the whip on her tender flesh. She now realized the truth: it wasn't Tai who was the devil; it was Marty. He was pure evil, and Tai was just one of his minions performing his bidding.
She needed to think of a way to fix this. The original plans were for Anthony and Emma to spend Thanksgiving with them and Christmas with her parents. She told him that she and his father were having marital issues and things were hanging by a thread; if he had visited now, that thread could break. He begged him to stay away so she could salvage her marriage. Anthony tried to press her for details, of which she offered none, but in the end, he agreed. He could visit again that summer or, worse, next Thanksgiving. Unfortunately, it was too late for him to arrange a flight to see Emma's parents; the couple would have to spend Thanksgiving alone.
Now she was in a bind: how to convince her son to visit for Christmas when he already made plans to visit her parents. While she was doing anything to protect her son, she didn't think she was a strong enough woman to endure the punishment her Master Marty threatened her with. Since her enslavement, things have fallen into a routine; she would visit Tai for sex twice a week and spend several hours getting used by Tai any way he wanted; she had one orgasm after another when Tai was using her holes. He would sometimes have other Black men visit as well; they would pay him ten dollars to fuck her. He called her his ten-dollar whore. Despite that abuse, she came back again and again to enjoy Tai's big Black cock.
On the weekends, she spent it naked over Master Marty's place. Generally, he wouldn't fuck her; but she was available for his use at his beck and call. She was more wall decoration than anything. She would be forced to watch as he and her husband, John, had sex with various women. It included her Daughter, Olivia, Ginger, Pam, and an Asian girl named Li. Other men who would visit, too; Robert, Carl, and Fred were now frequent guests. Occasionally Robert would feel sorry for her and give her a mercy fuck. But she suspected it was in Marty's direction; after he deposited his considerable load of cum into her. Afterward, she again had to stand against the wall waiting for a signal from another one of them who wanted to use her, but now she would have cum dripping out of her pussy and sliding down her legs. She was sure it amused Marty, who occasionally looked in her direction and smiled.
When they reached the door to the swingers club, the door bouncer knew Marty by name. They shook hands warmly like they were old friends.
"Mr. Moore, nice to see you again; I missed you and your lovely Wife last week," he said.
"I was busy breaking in my newest slut," Marty said, "Todd, meet the latest addition to my stable, Joanne." Marty waved his hand towards Joanne. He reached for her; she held out her hand to shake his, but his hand didn't meet hers; he stepped forward, reached under her short skirt, and his hand came in contact with her smoothly shaved pussy; he reached inside her, and began to finger her pussy.
"Hmm, nice and wet, are her pussy juices already flowing like a proper slut, or is that lube," he asked.
"I'm afraid it's lube; she's still in training," Marty answered.
With his one hand still fingering her pussy, he grabbed one of her breasts with his other hand, leaned in, and began to French kiss her. Joanne didn't know whether to pull away or lean forward into Todd to get better tongue action.
After a good long kiss, he pulled back and removed his one hand from her breast but continued to finger her with the other.
"A little frigid; where did you find this one," directing his attention at Marty.
"She's my Mother-in-Law, and this is my Father-in-law, John. They have both been initiated into the swinging and incest." Marty said causally.
Todd raised an eyebrow, looking at John, "Been fucking your daughter?" he asked.
John smiled broadly, "Absolutely, and loved every minute of it. Have you had the pleasure of using my Daughter?" he asked.
It was Todd's turn to smile, "Every bouncer in the club has had at least one go with her," he said.
"Keeping it in the family?" Todd asked Marty.
Marty laughed, "You know what they say: A Family that plays together stays together,"
"I couldn't agree more," Todd replied. "So what's your pleasure for tonight? First Timers? Threesome's? Gang bangs?"
"I would like to try something different, some dark meat tonight," Marty answered.
Todd laughed, "Don't your sluts already enjoy that," pointing to the tattoos on their ankles.
"Not for them, me. I have been curious: is there some secret only African Americans know to satisfy their partners so completely sexually that they are willing to cheat on their spouse to scratch that itch?" Marty questioned. "If Black men can so completely dominate White women, then logically, Black Women should be able to do the same to White men."
"Sounds reasonable," Todd answered. "So you're looking at a Black woman tonight?"
"Yes, a Unicorn or couple who wants to swap," Marty said.
"Careful when you play with fire; you tend to get burned," he said with a laugh. "But, you are in luck; a Black couple entered earlier; she was lovely. They are not regulars, but I've seen them here before." Todd said. "There's also a Black man and White woman inside, but I haven't seen them here before."
"Sounds good," Marty proceeded into the club; it wasn't until the two couples proceeded inside that Todd removed his fingers from Joanne's pussy. Despite the embarrassment, she was beginning to get aroused.
Being a slut is rather fun, she thought, before dismissing the idea.
It didn't take long for Marty to spot the Black couple in most swinger events; Blacks were not common, especially Black women. It didn't take long for Marty to convince the couple to agree to a full swap; Gina, after all, was every man's dream, regardless of race.
Once the couples swapped, paired off, and proceeded to the playroom, the action began. After the superior blow job skills Jada had demonstrated a month before, the bar was set pretty high to start with. The woman was no Jada, her blowjob skills were lacking, and she wasn't that good of a fuck either. When Marty was finished, he found the whole experience disappointing. She was OK, but he had no desire to hook up with her again, let alone an inescapable impulse to cheat on his spouse, risking his marriage type of shit. Her mate seemed to be having a better time with Gina. Maybe the problem was with using condoms; he always felt they subtracted from any sexual experience to begin with. When the swap was over, they all returned to the bar area, where couples mingled, looking for their next hook-up.
Marty sat down at the bar next to John and Joanne; they didn't seem to be having any luck yet. Marty was sure John's inexperience in this setting was a handicap for him, along with a less-than-desirable mate. He was sure if Gina was his escort for the night, he have no trouble getting hit on by other couples. He was busy talking to John at the bar; Joanne was behind John, and Gina was behind Marty along the bar.
"Looks like Gina made a new friend," John said.
Confused, Marty turned around to look at Gina; a tall, muscular, six-foot-six-inch Black man was standing next to her bar stool. He was using her hair as leverage with one hand wrapped around her blonde hair; he was forcing her face forward, passionately kissing her, and his other hand was fondling her breasts. He could see she was attempting to resist his advances, but he had the upper hand, you might say.
"Hey, what the fuck?" Marty said as he stood up and pushed the Black man back with one of his hands.
"Watch, you are touching cuckold," the man said. Taking an aggressive stance.
Marty took an aggressive poster in return. "What do you think you're doing helping yourself to my wife?" he said.
The man pointed to her queen of spades tattoo on Gina's ankle. "She's advertising; she prefers big Black cock, Cuckold."
"She might prefer Black cock, but I control whose Black cock fucks her," he said. "And I'm no cuckold."
The Black man relaxed a little and took a more friendly posture. "Sorry, maybe we are getting started on the wrong foot here; I apologize for assuming your Wife was available," he said with a smile.
He held out his hand, "I'm Mark, and this is my slave."
He indicated an attractive White woman next to him. She was a brunette, about mid-thirties; she had that slim five foot three athletic body with firm round tits with both nipples pierced. They were just the right size for her body; they were pleasing to look at. Her tight flat stomach had a navel piercing, and her pussy was smooth and clean-shaven. Marty could see all this because she was completely nude. Her skin had a lovely olive tone to it; there was a tattoo on her public mound, just above her pussy; it was the Queen of Spades tattoo, and the words 'BBC ONLY'; were just above the tattoo. 'BBC' at the top and 'ONLY' in the middle, just above her 'QoS' tattoo. She wore a thick metal collar that had 'SLAVE' in black letters, along with a ring to attach a leash to.
Marty relaxed a little and shook his hand, "I'm Marty," he said, "and this is Gina." Indicating his Wife.
"She's lovely," Mark said; "I had a hard-on for her as soon as I saw her across the room. I don't typically allow White boys to fuck my property, but how about a trade, my slave for your slut," he said.
Marty was tempted, and despite a rocky interdiction, he found he did want to fuck Mark's Slave.
"We just finished with another couple; I'm going to need a little while to recharge the pump," he said.
"I don't think one or two rounds with her is going to be enough to satisfy my hunger for her anyway. I'm thinking more of a weekend swap. You can pick her up at my place on Monday," Mark said, grinning as he undressed Gina with his eyes.
Marty didn't like the idea of swapping his Wife with a total stranger for the weekend, but he really did want to take Mark's slave for a ride. Looking her over, he noticed she had another Queen of Spades tattoo on her lower back, larger than the one on her front.
"Let me discuss this first with my companion," Marty said; he motioned for John to follow him across the room so they could talk privately.
Once out of earshot, John said to him, "You're not thinking of trusting my daughter to that gorilla?" he said.
"No, of course not. I don't know anything about him; he might be a serial killer for all I know, but I was thinking of offering a compromise. How do you feel about using Joanne as our swap?" Marty asked.
John thought it over for a minute and said something that surprised him: "If he does end up being a serial killer, I will demand compensation. I want Ginger or Joanne to be my next Wife," he said.
"You care so little for Joanne?" Marty said with surprise.
"Marty, I've been unhappy for years, just going through the motions. It wasn't until Gina seduced me, at your guidance, I assume, that I realized what I was missing out on for years. I've never been happier these last few weeks. And I'll do anything to keep this feeling going; if I have to sacrifice my self-centered, stuck-up bitch of a Wife, it's a small price to pay," he said with a smile.
The idea of Joanne dying gave Marty an idea that he would pursue later.
"Perfect, I'll make the sales pitch; I think I can sell this," Marty said.
They approached Mark, who was making small talk with Gina and Joanne, whom they had left at the bar.
"I thought it over; my slut and I have other obligations this weekend, but I can offer you, Joanne, for a weekend swap," he pulled her forward, displaying her like a fresh cut of meat by the butcher.
Mark looked her up and down, "She's older than I prefer, what fifty? My slave is in her thirties."
"Show his you body slut," Marty ordered Joanne, "Strip!"
Reluctantly, Joanne did what she was told and, before long, stood completely nude as Mark, who squeezed her breasts, spun her around to get a good look at the complete package.
"I like her nice plumb breasts, and I love the tramp stamp and her QoS tattoos," Mark said. Looking her over.
"You get this slut for the weekend, and Monday, we can see about doing another swap after for my Wife," Marty said.
"I'd rather have your Wife, but I think I can make do with this slut with the promise of enjoying your Wife's pussy next week," Mark said with a grin.
"Where can I collect my slut on Monday?" Marty asked
Mark gave him his address, but Marty didn't think it was a fake address. After all, Marty was undoubtedly getting the better deal if it was. Still, as Mark was escorting Joanne out of the club, still completely nude, Marty followed them. Mark took Joanne to a parking lot next door and ordered her to get into the trunk of his old red Cadillac DTS. As he got into the car and drove away, Marty snapped a photo of the license plate, just in case.
Returning to the club, he found Gina alone at the bar; John and Mark's slave was gone.
"Your dad taking that slave for a ride?" Marty asked.
"As soon as you two walked away, he was pulling her by the arm toward the playroom; I would have joined them, but I didn't want to leave you alone," Gina said.
"Want to follow?" she added.
"Nah, let your Dad have some fun; after all, it was his property that facilitated the deal."
He pulled out his now hard dick, "Suck me," he ordered her.
Obediently, she knelt on her knees, took his dick into her mouth, and began to suck away right at the bar. Other couples watched as interested voyeurs.
It was almost an hour before John returned with Mark's Slave. Marty, long since, shot his load down Gina's throat, and she was still sucking Marty when he returned. He was smiling broadly.
"Far as I'm concerned, Mark can keep my stuck-up bitch of a Wife; she was incredible," he said, his hand on Mark's Slave ass.
"She's fun, huh? Let's continue this party back at my place," Marty said. Standing up, zipping his pants up, he said to Mark's Slave, "Where's your clothes? It's time to go."
She kept her eyes downcast, completely submissive. "My Master doesn't permit me to wear clothes," she said.
"Well, you can't walk back to my car nude. The police might overlook skimpy clothing, but public nudity will get you arrested. I'll go get the car, and we can all hop in when I pull up to the door," he said.
A few minutes later, Marty pulled his SUV up to the door of the club, and the three of them exited the club. John had put his coat on the slave, and all three of them got in. John and Marty up front, Gina and the slave in the back. Off to Marty's place they went.
As they drove along Marty, he said. "Well, can't keep calling you slave; what is your name?" he asked.
She hesitated, "My master only calls me slave," she answered.
"And what was your name before he became your Master?" Marty asked.
"My master only calls me.." she began, irritated. Marty yelled at her. "I'm you, Master, this weekend; what is your name?"
"I used to be Susan," she said.
"Nice to meet you, Susan," Marty said. "I'm Marty; we will have a lot of fun together, I'm sure."
An hour later, they arrived home; walking into the house, John took his coat back. Gina stripped off her skimpy clothing.
Marty turned to Susan, "House rules you are not permitted to wear clothing in the house,.... Slave," he added.
"Yes, Master," Susan said submissively.
"Tomorrow, I'll introduce you to my other sluts, but tonight, I want to enjoy the tight little body of yours," he said.



He took Susan up to his bedroom for a night off fucking and sucking; John took his daughter to one of the guest rooms for a little Daddy Daughter alone time.
Marty quickly learned what John was talking about; she was a master in the sack. He was on top of her, fucking her missionary style; on each downward thrust, she would noticeably tighten her pussy and relax it as he pulled out; it was like her pussy was milking his cock; it felt incredible. At the same time, she kissed him passionately, and her hands were massaging his ass. Her multitasking skills were second to none.
His orgasm was incredible with the sensory overload he experienced as he shot his load deep into her pussy, and he pulled out and lay next to her; she pounced on his cum covered dick with vigor. She not only sucked his dick clean, but she massaged his balls with her hands and tongue and even gave his asshole tongue attention.
Exhausted, he fell asleep with her hand on his cock. He woke up at some point during the night and found she was riding him cowgirl style, with the same milking his cock with her pussy action. He just lay there and relaxed while she took care of him. After shooting another load into her, she again gave his cock loving attention with her mouth. He drifted off to sleep, thinking she was a keeper.
Next morning
Susan attended Marty's morning wood with a nice slow cowgirl fuck and cleanup blow job; Marty was in high spirits as he walked into the kitchen, with Susan following him, his cum sliding down her thighs.
Olivia, Ginger, Li, Gina, and John were sitting around the table enjoying breakfast.
"Good Morning," Marty said cheerfully. "Everyone, this is Susan, she will be staying with us this weekend. Please feel free to use her for your pleasure, and maybe you all could return the favor."
"Susan, you met my Wife Gina. This is her best friend, Olivia. This is Ginger, my office assistant, and Li is a new addition to our posse. She is working off a debt, after which I will pay to have her tattoo removed."
Susan could see the tattoo said 'Property of Mike Rodgers' on her shoulder.
"Susan, please have a seat and dig in; you must be famished after last night's activities," Marty said.
Susan just stood there looking around, unsure what to do.
"Is there a problem?" Marty asked.
"I don't see my food bowl," she said, "My master only allows me to eat out of my food dish on my hands and knees."
"Well, I'm your Master this weekend, and I say you sit at the table and eat like a human being," he guided her to a chair, sat her down, and handed her some silverware.
She hesitated, but after a moment, dug in she ate several helpings of pancakes, as well as bacon and eggs.
Marty watched her with interest. This Mark guy must be into some heavy BDSM; while Marty enjoyed dabbling it in a little for sexual enjoyment and entertainment, it wasn't a twenty-four-seven fetish for him.
Over the course of the weekend, every one of Marty's sluts enjoyed giving and receiving oral from Susan, she was exceptionally skilled in this area, and it made her popular among the women. Pam even stopped by to audition her skills. Her holes were not neglected either; Marty and John used every one of them repeatedly, fucking her over and over. He invited Robert and Carl over to enjoy her as well. They all took turns with her, almost like an assembly line of sex, even a little threesome attention. There was some confusion over the sleeping arrangements on the second night for Susan. She had to get used to sleeping in a bed instead of a cage, but overall, the weekend went fantastic.
Marty was in high spirits Monday morning; he dressed Susan in a sexy little two-piece outfit, with a short silver skirt that failed to hide her little round ass, with a matching tube top. As he was getting her into his Mercedes SUV, he could see she was upset. She was probably just upset she was leaving because of all the attention, they showered her with that weekend.
As Marty started the car, Susan burst out crying.
"What the matter?" he asked.
"Please don't make me go back," she sobbed.
Marty already knew the answer to the question he was about to ask. "He doesn't treat you well, does he," he asked.
"Oh, God, no. He makes me sleep in a cage, I eat and drink out of dog food dishes on my hands and knees, he forces us to go outside when we have to go to the bathroom, he often beats me for no reason, he forces me to get the mail naked almost every morning, forced me to have sex with him, his friends, strangers, and other women, records it all for his porn site," she went on and on, but as she told him her tales of abuse, her crying made her incoherent after a while, Marty couldn't understand her anymore.
Marty felt terrible for her, but her Master had his mother-in-law, Joanne. While there was no love lost there, he couldn't just abandon her. In the end, it really wasn't his problem; it was her that put herself in this situation, but he couldn't help the nagging feeling that there was something more to this. He needed to find out more before making a decision.
When she finally stopped sobbing. He said, "I'll see what I can do, but I need to know more," he said.
"How did you meet Master Mark anyway?"
"It was my husband. He had a fetish for the whole Big Black Cock on White woman thing; it was he who found him and introduced him to me, and forced me to have sex. My Master fucked me that first night in our bed while my husband watched," she said.
"At first, he would only come around every so often to fuck me, then it was weekly, with my husband watching every time. Then he started taking me back to his place without my husband. My master shared me with other men; on each visit, he kept me longer and long until he wouldn't let me leave. I never saw my husband again," she said, almost in a daze.
"Why didn't you try to run away?" Marty asked.
"I should have left my Husband that first time, but I thought it was a phase he was going through, that once he got it out of his system, things would go back to the way it was before," she said. "I thought about leaving; I kept drawing lines I wouldn't cross but found myself crossing them repeatedly."
"Why don't you leave him now?" he asked.
"I can't," she said.
"Why?" Marty asked.
"He keeps me locked in a cage or chained up most of the day. Usually, it's only when I get the mail that I'm allowed out of the house," she said.
"You could make a run for it then," he suggested.
She looked at him strangely. "You don't understand; I'm not allowed to wear anything; he lives on a farm in the middle of nowhere, there are no other houses around, and it is rare for any cars to go by on the highway. Even if I did run, I wouldn't get far before he found me. Then the other women would have to dig a hole for me."
"Other women?" he asked.
"He has other girls, three others, used to be four," she said sadly.
"What happened to the other girl?" Marty asked.
"I can't say for certain, but one day, Master took Sara out of her cage to play with her, and she never came back. The next day, my Master allowed me and Lucy to wear boots, gave up shovels and ordered us to dig a deep hole in the backyard," she said.
Marty made up his mind at the moment, he would help her.
"You said you check the mail, how far is it to the mailbox?" he asked.
It's a long walk; it must be a quarter mile. I get sunburned in the summer and freeze in the winter," she said.
"Why does he usually have you check the mail? Why not the other girls?"
"I'm the oldest when he's not calling me Slave; he calls me his old hag," she said. "He uses me the least now; I'm afraid he's getting tired of me, and when he gets tired of one of us, we disappear."
"Come with me," he said.
He led her into the house and his office. She started to remove her clothes as soon as they stepped inside, but he told her to leave them on.
He typed in the address Mark gave him and looked at it on a map. It was indeed a farm far off the beaten path. After searching the internet, he learned that Mark purchased the property about ten years ago at a steep discount; the land and that around it was considered marginal land, made unsuitable for farming after years of overuse. Marty knew that marginal land could be rehabilitated, but the process took years and tended to be costly. It was far more desirable to buy more suitable farmland in the first place.
Next, Marty looked at cell coverage; since the area was mostly deserted, there was no cell coverage. If you were looking for a place to kidnap women and keep them prisoner, you couldn't ask for a better location, he thought.
Thinking about it, he almost drove out there himself, and if Mark attacked him, he would have no way to call for help; he would be at his mercy. He was a fool even to have considered going alone.
"I will help you, but only if you agree to be my sex slave for the next three years. You can see I treat my women considerably better than your Master Mark treats his." Marty said. He was getting something out of this; he was already making plans for the other three women as well.
"Yes, please, anything; I can't keep living this hell," Susan said, sobbing.
"Very well, but you will have to trust me without question if I'm going to pull this off," Marty said. He then explained his plan to her; she didn't like it but agreed to obey if it meant freedom from Master Mark.
At the Farm
As they pulled off the lonely highway and onto the dirt road driveway, Rome slowed down the car; Marty wanted to take a good look around as they were driving up to the house. Another SUV pulled in after them that had Robert and Carl. Marty wanted to make sure he had enough muscle with him if this went south. They all had body armor under their clothing, invisible under their bulky winter clothing. Marty only had a small pistol, easily concealable, but both cars had heavier firepower with more than enough ammo.
"Strip!" Marty ordered Susan, "He will expect you to be naked for delivery the same way I picked you up."
Susan hastened to obey; she knew Marty was right, and her Master would beat her if she returned to him wearing even one thread of clothing.
As they drove along the dirt road with occasional gravel spots, Marty could see it hadn't been a working farm for years unless he was growing weeds, of which he had a good crop. Coming to the end of the driveway, Marty could see it was a two-story white farmhouse that could use a coat of paint; it had a chain-linked fence behind it. An old barn was nearby; it looked in worse shape than the house. It was a small wonder that it hadn't collapsed yet.
Next to the house were three cars: a red Cadillac, a Ford F-250, and a police car. Marty told Rome to park near the house but not too close in case they had to leave in a hurry. Robert stopped the SUV that followed them at the end of the driveway, but far enough away to watch to ensure they did get flanked.
Marty stepped out of his SUV and approached the house; Rome accompanied him, and Susan was still waiting in the car. Marty knocked on the door, and after a minute, Mark opened the door; he was shirtless, and his sweat dripped from his muscular black body.
"Welcome, Marty," he said, "Me and the boys were just finishing up gangbang with your slut."
Marty stepped back, "Please come in," he said with a smile.
Mark stepped back towards the center of the room, which was a good-sized living room. Manacles were chained to the walls, as well as whips, paddles, floggers, and other sorts of BDSM tools; they all looked well used, not just wall decoration.
In the center of the room was Joanne naked, of course, on a chair; her arms were secured behind her, and she had a ball gag in her mouth. She was riding a black man's dick that was sitting on the chair, up and down. She looked at Marty with pleading eyes; they almost said, 'Help me' or 'Save me.' He could see she had marks all over her body where they flogged, possibly whipped her. Besides Mark and the man Joanne was fucking, there were two other Black men present.
"I see you brought some friends with you," Mark said; "invite them in; they could join in the fun," Mark said with a smile. His other two companions didn't smile; they didn't look happy to see Marty didn't come alone.
"I'd love to," Marty said, "but I'm just here to drop off your slave and collect my property."
"You're Wife in the car?" Mark asked.
"I'm afraid not," Marty said.
"I thought the arrangement was you would bring her Monday to swap," Mark said with disappointment.
"No, sorry, I said we would talk about a swap next week," Marty said. "I trust you didn't damage my property," Looking at the marks on her body.
"Just a little persuasion to teach her to proper manners. The marks on her body will fade, no permanent damage, but the lessons will last a lifetime," Mark said with a smile. "She learned a lot in the few days; why don't you leave her here for the rest of the week? When I'm done with her, she will know how to please her Master properly."
"Tempting," Marty said, "but I promised my Father-in-law to have her back by tonight. He has some social function to attend and not having his Wife by his side will raise questions. He likes to put on the appearance of a vanilla lifestyle."
"I was impressed by how completely submissive your slave was. Is this something you think you could teach my Wife in only a week?" Marty asked.
Mark smiled broadly now, "Of course, but proper training takes time; can't rush good education. I will need her for a month to deliver the kind of results you expect."
"I can think I can live with that, but I will need another slave to satisfy my dick while I wait," he said.
"I'll lend you my slave to serve you while I train your Wife," Mark said.
"Hmm, as good as your slave is, I can't help to wonder if you don't have other slaves as well. You remind me of myself; I have several sluts, to choose from. Looking at you, I don't think you could limit yourself to just one slave," Marty said.
Mark turned around and told one of the men standing nearby, "Get the other slaves," he said.
The guy sitting down was still fucking Joanne; he didn't miss a beat as he continued to satisfy himself with her body. Joanne's face was one of fear, if not terror.
A minute later, three young women were paraded out; they were all naked. Marty estimated they were between twenty to twenty-five years old. Each had a silver metal collar with black lettering; one said 'Fuck Toy,' another 'Cum Slut', and the last just said 'Owned.' They were all very submissive, with eyes downcast.
"You don't mind if I inspect the merchandise, do you," Marty asked.
"Please, take your pick, but just one," Mark said.
Marty approached the women; each had the same Queen of Spades tattoo on over their pussy slit and 'BBC Only,' with the 'BBC' at the top and 'Only' in the middle, just as Susan's tattoos were. There were a few differences; one of them had smaller QoS tattoos that circled her waist like a belt and another tattoo sleeve of roses on her left arm.
Marty looked them over, and they were all lovely. He selected the middle woman with the 'Cum Slut'; she was a five foot six brunette with a sweet olive complexion skin, a little darker than Susan's skin was, Mediterranean or Middle Eastern, he couldn't tell. He pinched and prodded her like he was buying cattle.
"Her," he said, "She will do nicely."
"Ahhh, you have good tastes," Mark replied. "So we have a deal? Friday, you will deliver your Wife for a month of training, and you will borrow this slave."
"Deal," Marty shook Mark's hand.
Marty turned to leave and walked towards the door, and stopped. "Oh, I almost forgot this slut," pointing at Joanne. Tears were flowing down her face.
"But I'm not finished yet," the man she was forced to fuck complained.
"I'll get you some fresh pussy," Marty said. He exited the house and passed Rome, who was still standing by the door. He walked to the SUV, opened the back door to the car, and grabbed Susan by the arm.
"Trust me," he said softly. With downcast, submissive eyes, she obediently followed him into the house. He handed Susan over to Mark. Mark made a gesture to the man on the chair; he tossed Joanne off of him and onto the floor like she was a piece of trash. Susan obediently took Joanne's place.
"Bitch skin is cold!" the man complained as he inserted his dick into her as she mounted him.
"I'm sure you will warm her up in no time," Marty said as he picked up Joanne from the floor and escorted her to the door.
"See you Friday," Mark called as the three of them exited the house. Marty put Joanne into the back seat and seat-belted her in; her arms were still secured behind her back, and she still had her ball gag in as they pulled away from the house; after they passed Robert's SUV, he turned around and followed him.
Joanne attempted to talk, but only an unintelligent mumble came out. Marty and Rome, in the front seats, ignored her. After ten minutes of driving and the fifth or sixth time hearing Joanne try to talk, Marty finally reached back and removed her ball gag.
"Please don't give my Daughter to that Monster!" she exclaimed.
"Stop the Car!" Marty yelled. Rome locked up the brakes and pulled to the side of the road.
"Turn around, looks like this slut needs more training," Marty said.
"Oh god, no!" Joanne said. "Please, I'll do anything."
As bad as Marty was, Master Mark was ten times worse. He did things to her and made her do things she wanted desperately to forget. She knew she would have nightmares for years after. She couldn't go back; she would rather die first.
Rome was turning the wheel to turn around. "Wait," Marty told him.
"For now on, you are going to be a good obedient slut, for now, aren't you? Or I'll hand you over to Mark for a month," Marty threatened.
"Oh my God, Master Marty, I'll be good," she pleaded.
This was the first time she called him Master without being told to do so; things were working out better than he had planned.
"Are you going to fuck your Son and help me corrupt his Wife?" he asked.
"Yes, I'll fuck my Son, I'll have him worshipping Mommy's pussy," she said. The fear was in her voice. "I'll hold his whore of a Wife down as you rape her over and over," she promised.
"Good, now keep quiet for the rest of the drive," he told her.
They didn't hear one peep out of her the rest of the drive back.
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"Show yourself, Irish. I know you're already here," Zara said semi-loudly as she arrived.
A small blur appeared, and then, within the blink of an eye, a child-sized redhead girl was in front of her.
"You seen me?" Irish raised a brow.
"No, but I've seen someone report a female Leprechaun from this park," Zara replied.
"Not funny," she gruffed.
"I'm not joking, look," Zara showed her the notification on her phone.
"What? They say she was probably a juvenile one because of how small she was!" Irish's face went red, almost as red as the portal that opened beside her.
"Good job! I see you caught the Leprechaun, Zara," Aritimi said jokingly as they entered the training room.
"Not funny," Irish hissed.
"Sorry, I know that was a... low-hanging fruit," Aritimi chuckled.
"Are you sure you want to do this training, Irish?" Zara asked. After her friends began talking about how much stronger they became after the special training of Aritimi, Zara's new friends also started to get interested. Irish was the first to try it.
"Yeah. I won't chicken out," she nodded.
"Get ready, pupils," Aritimi urged them.
This time, Zara was just the second to get naked because Irish undressed completely at lightning speed.
Without her clothes, she looked more mature with her handful breasts and shamrock-shaped pubic hair with the four-leafed clover tramp stamp above her ass.
"I'm ready," Irish said proudly.
"I'm ready too," Zara added.
"Let's start the training then," Aritimi announced.
Two portals opened at the same time.
The first creature was a naked futanari Dwarf woman. She was stocky and muscular. Her tan skin was decorated with various battle scars, she even had some on her breasts. Her cock was relatively big to her body. Not abnormally big, but it looked like it belonged to a standard-sized man rather than a Dwarf.
"Irish, she's going to be your partner. She is Gitmit and she is a Dwarf warrior," Aritimi introduced the creature.
"Whoa! Lovely little Leprechaun lass," Gitmit licked her lips, and her cock began to stiffen. As she got closer, it was visible that she was almost a head taller than Irish.
"I'm a human, you idiot," Irish snapped at her, "I'm just vertically challenged."
The reveal made Gitmit laugh.
Meanwhile, a creature stepped out from the second portal. She was a Vampire. Her appearance was identical to the Vampire triplets Zara encountered weeks ago. Long black hair, pale skin, red eyes, and rosy nipples. The only thing that made her different was that she was a futanari. Her uncut cock was already erect and pulsing. The foreskin was slightly pulled back, exposing the purple tip.
"Zara, she is your partner. She is Trista and she is a pure blood Vampire. You already met with her mother, Lila," Aritimi introduced the futanari bloodsucker.
"Pleasure to meet you," Trista purred.
"Now choose a bed and let's start," Aritimi pointed at the beds that were as dirty as last time.
Irish and the Dwarf hopped on the bed, which looked king-sized compared to them.
"Look at the size of that thing, Irish. Start by lubing her length with your saliva. Trust me, you don't want a dry dick inside of you," Aritimi instructed.
"Okay," Irish replied and got on her knees on the bed.
"It's all yours, little lassie," Gitmit stroke her cock.
Irish leaned in, her tongue flicking out to touch the tip of Gitmit's member.
She pushed her tongue beneath the foreskin and swirled it around the swollen head. Gitmit groaned in pleasure, her hand coming down to stroke Irish's hair. She began to take her cock into her mouth. It wasn't easy, it was a long time ago since she had a dick in her mouth.
She took more and more of the length until she reached the base, her nose touching Gitimi's hairy pelvis.
"That's enough, little one," Gitmit patted her head and Irish had to fight the urge to bite into her flesh, "A few more strokes with your weirdly fast tongue and my pickaxe would melt before it could explore your cave."
Irish pulled her mouth away, a string of precum still connecting her lips to the phallus.
"Now lay down, and I will warm you up just like you did it to me," Gitmit winked, her tongue flicking out.
Irish did as she was told and laid on the bed, her small legs spread apart.
"Don't worry, I'll be gentle," Gitmit said.
She knelt down between Irish's legs and began to kiss and lick along her inner thigh. Irish squirmed as she felt that Dwarf's warm breath on her pussy.
"Huh! You're already wet," Gitmit chuckled, "I see you're looking forward to this as much as I am."
Irish felt a blush creep up her cheeks. She nodded slightly.
Gitmit took the invitation and moved her face closer to her pussy. She began to lick Irish's clit, her tongue swirling around the tiny nub. Irish gasped, her hands gripping the bed sheet tightly.
Then Gitmit's tongue plunged into her wetness, and she felt her explore the inside of her pussy with a vigor that made her moan. She found herself pushing her hips up to meet Gitmit's mouth. She was surprisingly adept at cunnilingus.
"Oh, yes..." Irish moaned, feeling an orgasm forming deep inside.
As Gitmit's tongue kept exploring her pussy, the orgasm got closer and closer. She could feel it happening anytime. But before she got there, Gitmit pulled away.
"That was enough foreplay," she grinned. Irish was furious, she was so close to that climax, "Let's get to the main event. Turn around and get on all fours."
Irish didn't mind this position, she had no intention to watch the Dwarf's face during their tryst.
She got on all fours as Gitmit asked.
"Perfect," she murmured, stroking her back.
Irish felt Gitmit's hands on her hips, guiding them upward slightly. The Dwarf's cock was now pressing against her wetness, the tip nudging her entrance. She took a deep breath and pushed back, feeling the head breach her. It was thick, and it filled her more than she expected. She let out a whimper as Gitmit began to push in further, the sensation strange but not unpleasant. Irish wasn't a virgin, but she didn't have too much experience with dicks either.
Gitmit took her time, her grip firm but gentle as she eased into her. She was careful not to cause her pain, her movements careful and deliberate. Irish felt more aroused once she adjusted to the size. She was tight around her, and she could feel every inch as the member sank deeper into her.
"Here we go," Gitmit grunted as she pushed the last of her length into Irish, her cock now buried fully within her tight channel. Irish bit her lip to stifle a gasp, her eyes watering slightly from the pressure.
"Heigh-ho, heigh-ho, it's off to work we go!" Gitmit sang as she began to move her hips in a steady rhythm.
Irish's eyes went wide as she felt her thickness. It was a strange sensation, being filled by something so relatively massive yet so gentle. Her body tensed up at first, but soon she started to relax.
Gitmit continued thrusting into her, her movements gaining speed and power. Each time she pushed inside, Irish felt a wave of pleasure wash over her.
Suddenly, Irish's body stiffened, her muscles pulsing and tensing as the climax crashed into her. She let out a small moan, her tiny nails digging into the bed as her orgasm ripped through her.
Gitmit kept pounding her and she could feel a second orgasm approaching a little bit later, but Gitmit finished earlier this time. She pulled out of her and spurted her semen on Irish's back.
"Not bad for a Leprechaun-sized lassie," she said with a laugh, slapping Irish's ass playfully.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------
At the same time.
Zara kneeled in front of Trista, stroking her cock, and then took it into her mouth. The Vampire's cock was smoother than she had anticipated, but the taste was worse than what she expected. It wasn't as dirty as the Ettin's from last week, but she clearly didn't wash it for a while.
"Ugh...that will be enough. We can start," Zara pulled her mouth away and lay down on the bed.
"By the way, Trista," Aritimi spoke to the Vampire, "Zara has a good regeneration power. You can be as rough as you want."
A sinister light flashed in Trista's crimson eyes as she approached the bed.
"Maybe you can do the same and lube me," Zara offered, her legs spread wide.
Trista leaned closer as if she was about to lick Zara's sex, but instead, her Vampire fangs flashed and she bit into Zara's groin. Her canines sank into the flesh just above Zara's pussy, and she drank from her, the blood flowing into her mouth.
"Aah!" Zara gasped, "What the fuck!"
"Calm down your tits," Aritimi shrugged, "She can't cause permanent injuries to you and she also can't turn you into a Vampire with her bite. It's just a legend."
Trista then pulled her mouth away, ripping out a few strands of Zara's pubic hair that caught between her teeth.
Quickly, she slammed her cock into Zara's womanhood.
"You...fucking...asshole!" Zara shouted as the Vampire futa invaded her body.
Trista's hips moved like a piston, in and out of Zara's pussy with a merciless rhythm. Her cock brushed violently against the walls of Zara's tunnel, bringing with it a painful pleasure that was hard to ignore.
Zara was about to get used to the rough intercourse when suddenly, Trista opened her mouth again but this time, her fangs sank into Zara's left breast.
"Oh, fuck!" Zara screamed as she felt the sharp pain. Trista began to suck blood from her breast.
Then a few seconds later, she pulled away, a rope of saliva connecting her mouth to Zara. A bite mark was visible on Zara's skin. She then leaned in again but this time she targeted the other breast.
"Motherfucker!" Zara yelled, trying to kick the Vampire girl off the bed but she was too strong.
Trista's cock pumped faster and more vigorously, violently hitting Zara's cervix with each thrust. At the same time, she kept switching between breasts, biting and sucking on them each time.
Just within five minutes, Zara's breasts were covered in a series of bite marks, some of them still bleeding a little bit.
Weirdly, after the first few bites, Trista's attacks on her breast made the sensation more intense in a good way. The pain was still lingering around, but it gave room for pleasure as well.
Trista bit down on Zara's breast again while her cock hit her G-spot. Zara climaxed, but it was so strong that even she was surprised by it. Her back arched from the bed so fast she almost pushed Trista off of herself. Her sudden movement also made Trista bite even deeper into her breast.
The Vampire futa pulled her mouth away, revealing a huge gash across Zara's breast. But within the blink of an eye, as the orgasm crashed through her, all the wounds began to heal.
At the same time, Zara's walls clamped down so hard on Trista's cock that she couldn't help but cum, dumping her load into Zara's waiting womb.
Zara lay on the bed panting as the aftershock of her orgasm subsided.
"Hey! Where is it? My seeds disappeared!" Trista fingered Zara's pussy but only Zara's nectar was on her finger.
"Zara's body absorbed them like a sponge, likely to fuel the regeneration," Aritimi explained.
As both Zara and Irish finished with their first partner, Aritimi sent them back.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Without giving the girls any time to rest, Aritimi opened two other portals at once.
The first creature was a futanari Satyr. Her lower body ended in a pair of goat legs, covered in smooth white fur. On her head, she had white blonde hair that matched her legs' fur, curved horns, fluffy goat ears, golden eyes, and a cute face with freckles. Her cock was longer and girthier than the Dwarf's was, with a slight curve upwards. Her breasts were round and perky.
"Irish, she is Brafi, your next partner," Aritimi introduced her. Brafi wasn't tall, she was closer to the normal human height, but she still managed to tower above Irish.
From the second portal, walked out a being that at first looked like a black tribeswoman from Africa. She was tall, at least two meters. Her skin was obsidian black and her eyes were as white as fresh snow. Her hair was styled into short dreadlocks. Her breasts were huge and sagged down toward her navel. She wore a necklace, made of bones and some shiny stones. On both wrists and ankles, she had leather bracelets with studs.
"Zara, she is Abka, a Shaman from an African futanari tribe and she's going to be your second partner," Aritimi introduced her.
Abka began chanting and a lengthy, girthy cock sprung out from her pussy with a pair of balls.
Irish was still on the bed when Brafi hopped on it.
Without any talk, she slammed her cock into Irish's mouth and into her throat.
Meanwhile, Abka approached Zara on the bed.
"Huh! I see you already got fucked by a monster. Stupid bitch," Abka snickered, her veiny black cock bobbing as she got on the bed, "Now suck my cock."
"There's no need to be a fucking douche," Zara sat up on the bed angrily.
She began stroking the Shaman futanari's cock, pulling back the foreskin and revealing the glistening, dark purple head. As she took it into her mouth, she could taste a faint bitter tinge.
"Good little cocksleeve," Abka patted Zara's head while she took more and more of her length. She then began chanting something.
On the other bed, Brafi was still fucking Irish's face violently. Her balls slapped against the girl's chin with a painful pace.
"You are a professional cocksucker," Abka looked down at Zara.
She just rolled her eyes and then noticed something on the underside of her right wrist. It looked like a tattoo. A small black spade symbol with a "Q" above that.
"Oh, I see you noticed it," Aritimi appeared beside the bed.
"Why there's a tattoo on me?" Zara asked, trying to rub it off but it stayed there.
"That's my magic," Abka grinned.
"As a Shaman, she enhanced her people with enchanted tattoos that she manifested on them with her powers. Each of her tattoos has different abilities and meanings," Aritimi explained.
"What is the meaing of this one?" Zara showed her wrist to Aritimi, "And what it gave me?"
"It means you love black cocks," Aritimi chuckled, "And it gave you nothing."
"What?"
"Stupid bitch! You thought I would waste any of my powerful magic symbols on you?" Abka laughed at her, "I just marked you as my cocksleeve."
"These will disappear, right?"
"No, they will stay like a real tattoo," Abka shook her head, still grinning.
"They will probably disappear once you splash and reform," Aritimi replied.
"They better," Zara rubbed her wrist again.
Abka then pushed Zara onto her back and grabbed her legs, spreading them apart.
"You will be mine," she whispered darkly.
The next few moments were a blur of pain and pleasure as Abka slammed into her, the force of each thrust pushing Zara into the mattress.
Meanwhile, Brafi sat on the other bed, pulling Irish up and down across her cock's length.
Abka started to chant again as she pumped into Zara.
Zara could feel the futanari Shaman's power entering her body. She felt a weird warmness across her skin and more tattoos began to appear across her body as Abka kept fucking her.
On her breasts, black sperm cells appeared around her areolae, pointing at her nipples, as if the areola was the egg cell that they wanted to reach.
The word "SLUT" appeared on her stomach and "I LOVE BIG BLACK MONSTER COCKS" manifested on her as a tram stamp. A heart shape with "MONSTER COCKS ONLY" appeared on her left bicep. Various other degrading words began to form across Zara's body with each thrust, accompanied by some intricate patterns.
"Oh yes!" Zara moaned as Abka's massive member hit her G-spot. The sensation of Abka's power flooding into her made it more intensive. Her senses felt like they were on fire, everything felt much stronger.
A veiny black dick tattoo swirled into existence on Zara's face, pointing at her mouth.
Abka then placed Zara's legs on her shoulders, holding them tightly as she rammed into her even deeper. The tattoos on Zara's body began to burn with a dark energy that resonated with every thrust of the shemale Shaman's schlong. Zara's body trembled under the relentless onslaught as she climaxed.
The moment when Zara orgasmed, "CUMSLUT" appeared on the other half of her face.
Just a few minutes later, Abka's big black cock made Zara cum again, and then a third time. Meanwhile, Brafi also managed to make Irish cum twice.
Then they switched positions and Zara was on top. She slowly impaled herself on Abka's cock, feeling it stretch her to her limits. The sensation was almost too much to handle as she felt both her inside and outside burning but she was carried by her monster libido.
She began to ride the monstrous cock, her own augmented strength allowing her to handle the thickness and length with ease. Each time she slammed down on it, she could feel the energy from the tattoos pulsing in time with her thrusts, amplifying her pleasure.
Abka looked up smugly at her little cumslut, because that's what Zara was for her, a cumslut, a toy to be used and discarded.
Zara's freshly tattooed breasts bounced up and down as she rode on the futanari Shaman's cock.
"Yes yes! I'm gonna cum!" Zara screamed, her body tensing around Abka's monstrous cock as she climaxed once more.
The futanari Shaman grinned, feeling the tightness of Zara's pussy as she reached the peak of her pleasure. Abka's own orgasm was building, the pressure in her balls unbearable. She felt her cock swell even more inside Zara, the warmth of the girl's pussy urging her to release her seed.
With a beastial roar, Abka came, filling Zara's pussy with her hot, sticky cum. The tattoos on Zara's skin pulsed and throbbed with each spurt. Zara moaned louder as she felt the power of the Shaman's climax resonate through her own body, her walls clamping down on the thick black cock. She also felt one last tattoo burning on her ass. It was a huge spade, with a "Q" inside of it, covering her entire left buttcheek.
On the other bed, Brafi had just finished inside Irish's mouth. The little redhead swallowed all the seed with a series of quick gulps.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------
As both monsters finished, Aritimi sent them back with her portals.
"Can we rest a wee bit?" Irish panted, "My tummy is churning, my pussy is sore and my throat feels like I deepthroated a cactus."
"You can rest once we finish," Aritimi replied and summoned the next monsters.
The first monster that stepped out from a neon pink portal was a familiar futanari catgirl.
"She is Nixi the Neon Neko. Your next partner, Irish."
"Oh, you are so cute," Nixi pinched Irish's cheek. Not the one on her face.
The monster that Zara got was a young futanari Gorgon.
"Zara, she is Callista and she's going to be your partner."
Callista had pale, almost milky white, skin which was even more accentuated by her blue snake hair. She had no pubic hair, but not that was the first thing Zara noticed as she glanced at her groin area. Callista had two dicks beside each other, each had the same size and girth.
"Whoa! She got a double-decker?"
"Yes, that's just natural," Callista said, "Snakes have two dicks, even the normal ones, and Gorgons are snake creatures."
Zara grabbed both cocks and pulled back their foreskin. Instead of being purple, the tips were more blueish, like the scales of the snakes on her head. They were already slimey so she didn't have to lube them.



"Let's go," Zara said, lying down on the bed.
Callista straddled her, the blue cocks bobbing with excitement.
"Huh! You must be a real slut," she examined Zara's new tattoos, especially the word "BLACKED" that was visible on her right breast.
She wasted no time and pushed both cocks into Zara's pussy at the same time.
Zara's eyes went wide. If this was her first fuck of the day, she would have screamed but at this point, she got used to being penetrated so just only let out a small moan.
Callista's double shooter filled her up completely with the extra girth of her second cock. She could feel the slimy head of the cocks sliding against each other as she began to move her hips.
Meanwhile, Irish made a bet with Nixi. If she can run faster to the other side of the room, then the Neon Neko can't fuck her in the ass, but if Nixi wins, then it's anal time. Unfortunately, Irish didn't know how fast Neon Nekos are and even with her Quick Qilin speed, she was bested by Nixi.
Callista started to thrust into Zara with a feral ferocity. The dual cocks inside Zara's pussy created an indescribable sensation, something similar to what she felt during her session with Reiko, but with more pleasure and less pain. Each stroke was like a wave of pressure, trying to breach her limits.
Zara felt the beginnings of another orgasm. She could feel her walls tightening around the monstrous dick duo inside her, the pleasure building with each movement of Callista's hips.
Callista's snakes slithered and hissed, sensing the approaching climax. She leaned in closer to Zara, her perky breasts pressing against Zara's chest. Then she lowered her head and the snakes began to lick Zara's nipples and areolae.
"Oh yes!" Zara got closer to the orgasm, Then all the snakes of Callista's hair bit into her breasts, the sudden pain mixing with the pleasure, making it even more intense.
"Aaaaah!" Zara climaxed. Her walls squeezed the cocks so hard, Callista also let out a little "Ah!" because of it.
But it wasn't over, Zara hadn't splashed, yet.
Meanwhile, Nixi thrust her hips into Irish's small little ass, slapping her cheeks with each move. At one point, Aritimi had to warn her to not be too rough with the girl.
Zara turned on her side, allowing Callista to enter both her pussy and asshole at the same time with her multi-member.
Callista bucked into her, pushing her dicks into two different holes.
"Oh!" Zara yelped.
She had to bite down on the pillow to muffle her cries of pleasure and pain. The snakes on Callista's head began to lick her neck with their tiny tongues.
Callista thrust as powerfully as she could, she even made the bed squeak with each penetration. Irish, on the other hand, was screaming from Nixi's brutal pounding. Then the catgirl used the same superspeed spitroast technique that she also used on Zara before. She moved so fast between Irish's front half and behind that it looked like two catgirls pounding the girl.
The dual cocks inside Zara were pounding in a rhythm that she couldn't handle anymore, each thrust bringing her closer to the edge. And then, she was there again, her body taut like a bowstring ready to snap. She let out a scream that was muffled by the pillow as another powerful orgasm overtook her.
Her body was so tight around the Gorgon's members that she also crashed through the edge, a string of hot semen shooting from both of her dicks.
That was it, the final orgasm. Zara felt she was about to splash at last. Her body began to melt into a pale pink goo. Meanwhile, Nixi dumped her load into Irish's aching ass.
"I...really...hope...the tattoos are gone now," Zara panted as her molten body oozed off the bed.
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One
Mark Power was bright. Talented. And all American. He accelerated his college studies and graduated in 3 years instead of four. With a degree in International Business he was excited to graduate in April.
Mark also knew his girlfriend of 4 years, Sue, was to graduate high school in mid-June just in time for their wedding two weeks later.
While they knew marrying at 18 and 21 was young, they also knew Mark had secured a good job with a major international oil company Lennox Bros. They had already leased a small upscale apartment downtown, 3 blocks from Mark's office. Sue had decided not to work immediately although she had focused on office courses throughout high school - subjects such as word processing, spreadsheet management and office administration.
Mark started work in late May and in early June went to the CEO's office to hand deliver, Mr. Lennox a personal invitation to his wedding.
Other than during his interview Mark had not been in the Executive Suite but rather in the "fish bowl" with the other analysts, sales associates, accountants, lawyers. They were all young, white and educated like Mark - fresh out of school and they all assumed the company saved money by hiring smart, yet inexperienced talent.
When Mark arrived at George Lennox's office he was surprised that the CEO had forgotten his name. Mark stumbled through who he was and what he was doing at Lennox Brothers but still offered to George Lennox an invitation to his wedding in 4 weeks.
" Mark," Lennox bellowed," you did not disclose this during your interview! We cannot have distractions in the office. You need to focus on your job and rushing home after work everyday may be impossible. I am disappointed in you and surprised by this development." Mr Lennox was imposing at 6'4" 280 pounds bald and black.
Staring at the floor, Mark explained that he and Sue had dated for 4 years and that it would not be an issue. That she was just graduating high school and would be staying home, at least in the beginning. Mark apologized and left quickly.
After he left, Lennox thought young white boys getting married so young with even younger brides - foolish when they have new careers. Lennox tossed the invitation into his day timer and gave it no more thought.
Four weeks later Mark and Sue were ready for their small wedding in Mark's parents' backyard. They wanted something simple and affordable as they wanted to save for a house and knew Mark didn't have time for a honeymoon. Sue looked lovely. At 5'2 99 pounds with her long hair pulled back her satin sheath dress fit beautifully and was accentuated by her large 40 d breasts. Sue had always been well endowed but carried it well with her shy and tiny misdemeanor.
Immediately after the brief ceremony as guests were enjoying sparkling wine, George Lennox appeared from the back of the small gathering and approached Mark.
"Mark," said Lennox," sorry I can't stay to celebrate but I did want to check out your bride and congratulate you."
"Mr. Lennox! What a, well it's a surprise and honor Sir - this is my new wife Sue sir - thank you so much for taking time..."
As Mark was still speaking Lennox took the bride's hand kissing it and saying what a great pleasure it is to meet you - such a beautiful young white bride," Lennox said," and I want to invite you and your new husband to my home next Saturday at 7 pm for a drinks party to celebrate your wedding. My car will pick you up."
Turning from the bride Lennox looked at the new groom and ordered, "Mark, my office Monday at 9 am - do NOT be late."
TWO
The week went by and the office was a buzz as all the young workers had been invited to the CEO's home for drinks to celebrate the marriage of one of their own. They were told to wear business suits for the 7 to 10 pm event.
On Friday, as Sue was unpacking the last of the wedding gifts the apartment buzzer rang and a large box was delivered to her door addressed Mrs. Power.
She opened the attached card -
Dear Mrs. Power,
Please do not think of this is as forward. I do realize you are newly married and not working and as I did not get you a wedding gift I thought I would send this to welcome you to the company and tell you how forward we are to seeing you Saturday night at me home. Every lovely bride should have a "little black dress."
George Lennox
Sue opened the box to find an exquisite designer black cocktail dress. With tiny shoulder straps it was basically backless to the waist, low cut in the front and, Sue could tell, quite short. Also in the box were sheet black stockings, a garter and 5 inch strappy stilettos.
She was impressed that the CEO would be so kind and more impressed that he would think of such a thoughtful gesture as she was unaccustomed to these kinds of events.
The next day Mark put on a smart fitted black suit with a crisp white shirt and grey striped tie. Sue put on the stockings and garter and slipped into the form fitting black cocktail dress. She was quite surprised. The dress came down to the top of her ass in the back and was quite revealing. In the front the neckline also dipped down exposing the top mounds of her breasts barely concealing her dark brown nipples. It also barely reached the top of her stockings but once she had the stilettos on Sue felt grown up and elegant and looked forward to drinks celebrating her vows. Mark was shocked at the personal wedding gift but was also impressed that Mr Lennox had taken note of his bride.
As promised George Lennox sent his car and the newlyweds arrived at his home at 7:15 pm. When they entered Mark noticed all the young associates gathered in the living room in small clusters and Sue noticed 6 mature black men including George Lennox having drinks and cigars in a smaller room across the hall.
Immediately George Lennox came out greeting the couple and welcoming them to his home. He instructed the senior associate, Stephen, who Mark had met briefly several times, to take Mark and introduce him to al of the associates and get him a drink.
Lennox put his arm out for Sue to take and Said, "My dear come with me so I can introduce you to the Executives of our company."
Mark left with his coworker while Sue accompanied the CEO into the small library. Handing her a glass of champagne, Lennox said," Gentlemen, this is Sue, the wife of our newest associate - the young, lovely white bride I have told you all about."
He then turned to his right and said Sue first I would like you to meet Luther, my youngest brother who heads Human Resources at our company.
For the next 15 minutes Luther told me about the company, how the brothers had formed it and how unusual it was for one of the associates to be married.
While we were speaking Luther kept his arm around my waist making sure I was close to him and attentive.
George Lennox then re-appeared handing me a new glass of champagne - Sue this is one of my other brothers, Wilfred, who heads legal. And then for the next 15 minutes Wilfred told me about how the company had expanded and what a wonderful surprise it was to have such a lovely young girl in the mix now. Again, he too had his arm tight around my waist for the entire conversation.
Next I met James, Finance, Donald, Acquisitions and Tony, Imports. All Lennox Brothers.
I found it strange that 6 black brothers had formed an oil company and stranger that all of their employees were young white men having drinks in a separate room.
Finally, George Lennox approached me. Handing me a fresh glass of champagne we talked about meeting his brothers, how successful the company had been and how much he enjoyed having me to his home to meet his brothers and the Executive Team. Unlike his brothers though, George Lennox had allowed his hand to rest below my waist, directly on my ass. And he pulled me so tightly to him our bodies were touching constantly and I could feel his heat.
As I finished my drink, Lennox looked around at his brothers and said, "Gentlemen," and he lead me out of the room to the adjacent room where Mark had been all evening.
Arriving in the room Lennox, with his arm still around my body asked for everyone's attention.
" I want to thank you all for coming tonight to celebrate our newlyweds and I hope you have enjoyed the evening. But before we end our little party I do want to congratulate Mark on his promotion."
I looked at Mark whose jaw had dropped and we both looked blankly at one another.
Lennox continued," Mark, I am pleased to report, has been appointed our new Europe and Middle Eastern Analyst effective immediately. Mark, congratulations!"
With that Mark came forward and shock hands with George Lennox and the other five Lennox brothers.
Lennox then said to Mark, "Please get your passport ready and see me in my office Monday at 9 am and we will have your paperwork ready. Congratulations." And he was gone.
On Sunday, Mark and I were still speechless about the announcement and promotion. It was so sudden and unexpected but we agreed it was an amazing opportunity. We also knew that Mark's $60,000 salary would likely increase, money we could use towards a new home.
THREE
On Monday morning Mark reported as instructed at 9 am. It was Luther who was waiting and he had all the paperwork for the transfer and details on Mark's flights and accommodations in Dubai. As expected his salary rose to $90,000 and all his expenses were covered. And, they expected him to leave the next morning as important meetings and negotiations were waiting.
It was a whirlwind getting Mark packed and off to the airport but he was gone. It was that fast!
Mark had been gone less than an hour when the phone rang. It was George Lennox.
"Sue, I am wondering if you might have time to come to my office this afternoon for a meeting," he asked.
"Well of course Mr Lennox is anything wrong I could be there at 3 pm if that works," I replied.
"No, no, my dear nothing is wrong - I will see you at 3 pm, Sui" And he hung up.
I had never been to the offices of Lennox Brothers. I was surprised immediately.
A large sign on the left said "Associate cubicles" while a more dignified and elaborate sign on the right said "Executive Suite" I turned to the right and was instantly impressed by the decor and class of the suites. And suddenly, in front of me, was George Lennox.
"Sue, so good of you to come in on such short notice," he said guiding me into his office.
Pouring two glasses of scotch he handed me one and motioned for me to sit on the expensive leather sofa.
" Sue, I suppose you are wondering why I've asked you to meet," which met with me nodding and taking in the office surroundings and Mr. Lennox's imposing presence.
" Sue, we expect all of our young associates to do their own paperwork, reports, correspondence," he began," but Mark was telling me last week that you has studied these things in high school and have talent in that area."
"I am adding to the company and require a Personal Assistant and the Leadership Team, comprised of my brothers, who you met Saturday night require an Executive Assistant."
"We were so impressed with you Saturday night Sue, how you presented yourself in that dress, how you accommodated each of us as we spoke to you and now that you will be alone as your husband has been transferred to Europe we thought this ight be an exceptional opportunity for us and you."
He reached out and touched my arm, "Sue, I think you would make an excellent addition to our Executive Team how would you feel about working closley with me and my brothers?"
"Mr Lennox I don't no where to begin, I have just finished high school and have no experience and have never worked in an office before," I explained.
"Yes Sue, we feel that you could learn so much, experience can be learned Sue and we are willing to invest the time it will take to teach you what you need to succeed in these positions."
"Well Mr Lennox I would need to speak with Mark and see what he..."
"O no no no, let me deal with that Sue, Mark will be so busy in his new job I know he will want you to be taken care of and make sure your time is filled so you are not lonely."
" Well Mr Lennox if you think he will be okay with it I guess I could try and we could see how it goes." I smiled
With that he pressed a buzzer and his 5 brothers joined us in the CEO office.
"Brothers, I am very pleased to tll you that Sue has accepted our offer and will be both my personal Assistant and the Executive Assistant for our Leadership Team!"
They all raised their glasses of scotch and toasted my new position each one hugging me and giving me a kiss on the lips.
I was really delighted that they had been impressed with me. Clearly these 6 mature black men were very talented and skilled and knew the business world. They had an international oil company with 120 employees and even an office in Dubai where my husband now worked.
I also knew that by working we would be able to buy a house even sooner.
we finished our drinks and George Lennox took me aside - "Sue, I'll give you a few days to arrange things but will send my car for you Friday at 3 pm and you can start work then. The hours will be unusual and long at times but with Mark away I know you will be able to be flexible and take care of our expectations," he explained, and Sue, you only need to bring essentials, personal items with you as everything you need will be at my home when you arrive."
FOUR
I was glad to have two days to unpack and tidy the house. And I prepared a small case with stationary, a pen, and my personal items like make-up.
On Thursday Mark phoned and I told him I had been offered a secretarial job at the company - he was very surprised but I explained that Mr Lennox felt it was fine as he was working in a different office and that I had skills from school that they required. He didn't argue much and said he was very busy.
Friday, the car arrived promptly and I set out for Mr. Lennox's home. When I arrived he met me at the front door and welcome me, again with a lingering hug and kiss on the lips.
"Sue, please follow me," he directed. We went up the grand staircase and he escorted me into a large bedroom.
"This will be your room Sue and this he said pointing to an ensuite is your private bathroom. And please here," he said leading me into another room, " this is your dressing room, everything you need is here - business and social wear on this side and casual wear and lingerie on this side. There is a selection of shoes for you that match all of the clothes and in the drawers you will find extensive jewelry, makeup and accessories."
I blurted out, "Mr. Lennox, I don't understand I have clothes at home and a bedroom, why on earth would you have these things for me?"
"Sue, we hired you as my personal assistant and that involves you being available when I require, with Mark in Dubai, it makes more sense for you to be situated here and as this is a new career we have taken care of providing everything you will need as my Assistant and as Executive Assistant, I trust this is not an issue Sue?" he asked as he lead me through a hallway.
"And here Sue is my ensuite, dressing room and bedroom, you see there is only a hallway separating us which will make working together easier and more convenient. Now dinner will be at 6 but we will have drinks in 20 minutes. You can meet me downstairs."
I was flabbergasted. I looked at the clothes, shoes, jewelry it was exceptional - the best. I had never owned things so expensive and so beautiful.
I realized drinks were in a few minutes and quickly selected a small white shoulder less dress with white pumps. I was in a rush so didn't bother with a bra or panties and it was a warm July evening anyway. When I looked in the mirror I knew I would love the wardrobe supplied and all of a sudden felt more at ease.
Mr Lennox and I had drinks and a lovely dinner that had been catered and soon it was 11 pm.
When we arrived upstairs Mr Lennox suggested I look at the lingerie and then come in for a few instructions about the next day before I went to bed.
The lingerie was an issue! I hadn't even bought this type of outfit for our wedding night. It was expensive, revealing and sexy. But I picked a pale pink negligee and slipped it on with a pair of plexiglass mule slippers.
I hesitated as I checked in the mirror - it was completely sheer and you could see my ass, pussy and voluptuous tits - all exposed under transparent fabric. But I knew I had a job to do.
Entering Mr Lennox's bedroom he was seated in an arm chair with a nightcap of scotch. He was wearing very thin and very form fitting black bikinis. At 59, George Lennox carried his 280 pounds well on his 6'4 frame. He was impressive. Handsome. Bald. And now I could could see. He was also HUNG.
"Sue, just to let you know, On Saturdays we'll have a light breakfast around 9 am and we read the newspapers and check the news. I'll then go over some things that will happen next week in the office. Does that sound okay to start?"
"O yes Mr Lennox I look forward to learning so much from you," I smiled.
"Excellent Sue, then goodnight sleep well."
FIVE
Saturday and Sunday were spent getting to know one another and followed the same pattern. Meals, drinks, learning about the company.
On Monday we headed to the office and I spent time with each of the Lennox brothers learning about what they did office. They were all very welcoming and touchy feely. But I figured that was how they were.
When I met with Luther Lennox he reviewed my contract and I was completely SHOCKED. As he reviewed it, he began with my $180,000 a year salary!
"Mr Lennox, this is my first job and I do not have the skills for a salary of this amount," I meekly said.
"Well Sue, the brothers discussed your new positions and given what is expected we simply took your husbands salary and doubled it."
" I appreciate the offer but Mark went to school and I don't think he would feel comfortable with me making twice as much after high school."
" We have made our decision and this is your starting salary," Luther Lennox explained moving on to my living situation, wardrobe, travel and availability.
"Now Sue please sign here and this will all be done," he handed me a pen and I signed.
On Wednesday, George Lennox called me in his office and said, "Sue we'll be taking our first business trip - we leave tomorrow Thursday and come back Saturday night - we'll be going to Vegas for B&H 2023. I've had a suitcase prepared for you and anything else you need we can get there. We leave at noon tomorrow."
I was very excited. I had not traveled much, certainly not in a business or work capacity. Accompanying a CEO was really intimidating. I also wondered how Mr. Lennox has managed to have everything in size - then I had remembered the extensive application his brother Luther had made me complete. It was everything including hairdresser, makeup brands, sizes, jewelry preferences, I thought it strange at the time but now realized the benefits of working at a large international company. None of this had been covered in high school.
I was also lucky that my petite frame of 5'2 99 pounds was a relatively easy fit. Except for my breasts which had developed noticeably and were firm melon mounds at 40d. I was happy with my looks but also realized I did have a bit of a bimbo-like appearance which had served me well in my high school course selection. No one expected too much.
When we arrived in Vegas and checked in to the Luxor Mr Lennox took the registration package for the B&H weekend and we headed to our rooms - again two adjoining rooms, this time much closer than in his home as there was only a doorway between us.
I opened my pre-packed suitcases and was surprised at the contents - everything in both cases was black - black lingerie and black shoes in one suitcase and in the other a selection of bikinis, dresses, makeup and jewelry.



Mr Lennox popped his head in to say the welcome dinner would begin at 7 pm and I could wear the dresses marked for the event.
The ONLY items marked Welcome dinner were a tiny black dress, a pair of 7 inch stilettos and a necklace in platinum that had a charm attached "hotwife" with the i accentuated by a 2 carat diamond.
I did my makeup with the bright red lipstick matching my nails. And I opted for a lovely ink blush and eye shadow. I slipped the black designer dress on only to realize it was a virtually sheer lycra fabric that clung to every curve and left very very little to the imagination. In fact, my eraser size nipples poked through the fabric. But I realized this was part of my job and I slipped on the shockingly high heels. Finally I put on the necklace and realized that I was indeed a very hotwife - unfortunately a wife whose husband was thousands of miles away.
As I was admiring myself in the mirror Mr Lennox appeared in my room. He was wearing a VERY form fitting pair of black pants that clung to his large black ass and sizeable bulge and an equally form fitting silver shirt. He had on a thick gold chain and beautiful Italian shoes.
"Ah Sue, I see you found everything that was selected for tonight and and look phenomenal as usual," he said.
"Mr Lennox, I have to say the past week has been amazing and having a company care about wardrobe, travel and all the details has made my first two weeks really special," I told him, " But Mr. Lennox the necklace seems like a gift my husband would perhaps buy once he is established."
Laughing Mr Lennox explained that we were special guests at the hotwife weekend and I felt silly bringing up the necklace now knowing this was clearly a weekend like Secretary's Day where bosses who had married secretaries celebrated their work.
Mr Lennox also explained i needed to fasten my event pass to my evening bag which clearly identified me as a Hotwife. I then noticed he had a similar pass affixed to his belt with his name and a black graphic that looked like a bull.
We entered the ballroom which had black covered banquet chairs, black table clothes and magnificent centerpieces created from black feathers, candles and sparkling jewels. We were seated at a prime table with 3 other couples and Mr Lennox and Mr Charles who was seated on my other side kept me laughing and entertained throughout dinner. I barely had time to notice that all of the corporate executives were black men and all of the guests were white women.
At the end of the dinner, the host thanked all the hotwives fro coming and wished them a fun weekend ahead. He then invited the men to the afterparties noted as silver, gold and platinum - I noticed all of the men at our table had Platinum status.
Leaving the ballroom I said to Mr. Lennox " Enjoy your party I will head to my room now."
He took me by the arm and said, " Not at all Sue, you are a special guest at our party this evening." He guided me towards the elevator and we went to the Platinum Lounge on the Penthouse floor - the same floor as our rooms.
Armchairs were facing two small stages in the middle of the room. One stage had a love seat and the other a large circular velvet covered bed.
The 20 or so men took their places in arm chairs each having a drink in hand and Mr Lennox carrying two glasses of scotch asked me to join him on stage. Settling in on the loveseat I felt a bit self conscious but Mr Lennox took command and began.
"Good evening gentlemen and welcome to Bulls & Hotwives 2023," he commanded," Tonight I am very pleased to begin our festivities and I am very pleased to introduce my new Personal Assistant Sue who will hopefully become our club's newest hotwife.'
I blushed knowing all eyes in the room were on me but felt confident with Mr Lennox by my side and also felt sophisticated given my dress and how I looked.
Mr Lennox began by welcoming me and said that he would like the group to know me a bit better and it would be good if he could ask me some questions like an interview. I eagerly shook my head yes and with mic in hand he began our conversation.
Sue, why don't you tell the other Executives about your schooling and when you graduated he began.
This was such an easy question I was immediately at ease and explained that three years ago I had decided that academically I would be practical and selected courses such as word processing, spreadsheet use, office administration as I felt these courses and skills would be useful no matter what I decided in life. I had applied myself and felt quite proficient with these skills and graduated high school with good marks last month.
Then there was a gasp in the room when Mr. Lennox said yes Sue congratulations on your high school graduation which was just 5 weeks ago.
Now Sue he continued, I understand that you have only dated one man throughout high school as well.
"O yes Mr Lennox," I said," I met Mark as he was finishing high school and we dated all through my schooling and as he was in college. I guess you could say we were high school sweethearts."
Mr Lennox continued, " and Sue tell us a bit about Mark your new husband."
" Well he is very bright and studied International Business finishing his degree in three years instead of four years. He comes from a middle class white family and hopes to do well in his career. We were very fortunate that you Mr Lennox hired Mark when he graduated in May," I explained to the group.
" Sue, you had some very exciting news at the end of June just 3 weeks ago didn't you," Mr Lennox grinned.
"I did Mr Lennox YES - Mark and I were married." The room went completely silent.
" So Sue, you are a newlywed congratulations maybe you can tell the Executives about Mark's work for Lennox Brothers," Mr Lennox said his smile even bigger than before.
" Mr Lennox, we were so pleased that just one week after we were married you promoted Mark as your Europe and Middle Eastern Analyst and 2 weeks ago he began work in your Dubai office. It is a wonderful opportunity Mr. Lennox."
The he asked and Sue how did you come to be involved with Lennox Brothers?
" Well, the day Mark left for Dubai you called and invited me to your office. You explained needing a Personal Assistant and an executive Assistant for your Leadership Team which is your 5 brothers. I was very hesitant having just finished high school but you assured me I could be trained and I was so excited at having something to do while Mark is away that I readily accepted the positions."
I continued," and the past two weeks have been a total whirlwind for me moving into your home to become your Personal Assistant (met with large applause) and then taking this trip to Vegas for Secretaries Weekend, it has just been a great experience so far Mr. Lennox."
Mr Lennox stood up and took my hand inviting me to the second platform.
As we stood in front of the velvet covered bed Mr Lennox explained to the Executives that this part of the interview would be unscripted.
He stood behind me and asked me if I truly felt like a hotwife. I told him I felt very special and had never been with so many accomplished businessmen and that yes I hoped my husband did find me hot.
Mr Lennox leaned in to my neck and said," Sue it's not just your husband who might find you hot as a wife," he said. I felt his hands unzip the back of my dress and felt it fall quickly to the floor.
I was left exposed with only my heels and necklace on in front of the men.
Mr Lennox looked out to the group and said," Sue, a hotwife is also a married woman who likes black men, do you like black men Sue?" I nodded yes, my agreement.
"And are you pleased to be the Personal Assistant of a powerful black CEO Sue?" he asked. Again I nodded yes.
"Sue, is Mark your white husband the only man you have ever been with?" Again an affirmative nod yes.
" And Sue, are you currently on birth control, " he asked to which I nodded no for the first time.
I hadn't realized that, while questioning me, Mr. Lennox had stripped. He was naked behind me and at that moment I felt his cock on my ass. I didn't know what to do in front of these men but also knew I was at a corporate event.
I heard him say "Sue, get on your knees girl."
I didn't think. I got on my knees. and Mr Lennox stood beside me and I was eye level with his 8.5 inch wrist thick black cock. This was only the second cock I had EVER seen.
When he told me to open my mouth I hadn't expected he would place his black meat between my lips. I also hadn't expected my lips to react and accept my bosses cock. Music began playing, the lights dimmed and it was then I felt his hand on the back of my head and realized my mouth was not only accepting his cock but sucking in in deeper.
" That a girl Sue take your first black cock, accept your position as our newest Hotwife," Mr Lennox chimed. With that the room burst into applause.
He said " Go ahead Sue, be a good Personal Assistant and show everyone what a good black cock sucker you are," he encouraged, " that's it Sue, with your husband in Dubai let this black cock claim you as its hotwife and satisfy the needs of a new bride."
Mr Lennox's cock was longer than Mark's 5 inch white cock and thicker than his pencil dick. I actually found it easier to swallow and more fulfilling.
Mr Lennox lifted me from my knees and placed my on the bed. He lifted my knees and spread my legs apart. I had never been seen by anyone other than Mark before. Not only was Mr Lennox looking down at me but also 20 rich successful black business men were looking. I had never felt so feminine, so wanted, so passionate.
When George Lennox bent down and put his thick wet tongue on my soaking wet pussy I knew. He licked. he sucked. I came once, I came twice. Then the third time I came he looked directly into my eyes, "Sue, now it is time to make you a real hotwife."
I felt his rock hard cock touch my pussy lips. I felt the wetness of my cunt and the precum of his cock. And then I felt my pussy split open as two inches of his thick cock probed my newlywed pussy. I moaned and look up at him.
"Mr Lennox I need... I need, please I need your black cock Mr Lennox."
And then, he thrust forward pushing all 8.5 inches into my young white pussy. My second cock. My boss. He was black.
I felt my body respond and I spread my legs even further apart. I felt his huge cum filled balls hit my ass. I was oblivious to anyone else in the room although I heard cheers and applause.
As he plunged his cock into me I came. I coated his cock with my young pussy juice.
He exploded in me and didn't stop. My boss just kept fucking me. For the second time I came. My juices were flowing down my leg. The velvet bed covering was soaked. George Lennox came again. My cunt gripped his cock and he kept fucking me. I felt his cock growing thick. With that he pulled out and came to my mouth thrusting his cock into me.
I swallowed his meat and within seconds it exploded down my throat to which I hungrily swallowed his thick cum.
Our show has last almost two hours. Men stood and cheered and Mr Lennox thanked them all for being witness to the start of a great weekend. He bent down at the side of the bed and picked up a robe which he wrapped me in.
He lifted me up and took my hand, " Sue we are going back to our room now - it is time to talk about our future."
FIVE
When we arrived in our adjoining rooms Mr Lennox placed me on my bed and poured two glasses of sparkling water.
He sat on the side on the bed looking at me.
"Sue, the past two weeks have seen your husband sent to Dubai, you have been hired as my personal assistant, moved into my home, and tonight introduced as a hotwife," he explained. " this is the end of your initiation at Lennox Brothers Sue. It is now all in your hands. I have given you a glimpse into what your life should be like if you accept. But Sue the next decision is yours. You can go back to being Mrs. Power and we will bring your husband home from Dubai. Or, you can decide you want to be my personal assistant, a hotwife and accept your future in our company. I am now going to my room. If you stay here I will know your decision. If you join me I will know your future," and with that he left my room.
I looked at my hand with my wedding ring. Then I felt my chest with my hotwife necklace. I stood and went to Mr Lennox's room. We both knew my future.
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ONE
My hotwife weekend was thrilling. I met many business men who were there with their hotwife and also met many hotwives who had accepted their place alongside an impressive black man.
When we arrived home I did not return to my bedroom but took my place with Mr Lennox in his master bedroom. We continued to explore and I became more familiar with his physical needs and his black cock.
Again, on Wednesday, Mr Lennox said, "Sue tomorrow we go on our second business trip. We are going to Florida for Miami Queen Weekend. Your bags will be ready and we leave tomorrow at 2:30.
I was very excited as I had only heard about Miami. How beautiful it was and how beautiful the people were. We checked into our beachfront hotel, this time only one room.
My two suitcases were placed on luggage racks and I began to unpack as Mr Lennox took work calls. This trip was different. While many items were black again most had an embroidered spade, Q, or crown or a combination of them. All of tis was new to me but I had grown to trust MR Lennox now that I had pledged to serve as his assistant and hotwife.
And then my cellphone rang. It was Mark. I hadn't realized that we had not spoken since last Wednesday. Before Vegas and before Florida. We talked about his work, how busy he was and how hot the weather had been. He asked about my life and how it was working at Lennox Brothers. What had I been asked to do.
" Well I have had so much to learn Mark. Since Mr Lennox had me relocate to his home the learning curve was steep and there were many things that high shcool had not taught me," I said.
"What? Sue what do you mean? His home? I don't understand Sue what?" Mark asked.
" O yes Mark, Mr Lennox felt that me being so new to the work force and to Lennox Brothers and also learning to be HIS personal assistant it would be best if I were to live-in at his home to be able to learn more quickly and be available when he needed." I explained.
"But Sue, we have an apartment and he is MY boss and what will people think!", Mark panicked.
"O Mark, he is THE boss, and I don't really think Mr Lennox cares what people think and besides he pays me very well and there are excellent benefits including a complete wardrobe for when we travel," I added.
"When you travel!?!" Mark said.
" Well yes Mark, like last weekend we had to be in Vegas for 4 days and in fact, right now we are in Miami for 4 days," I told him.
"What? The company has no business in Vegas or Miami - why on earth are you there Sue?" he asked me becoming quite irritated.
"Last weekend Mark there was a convention in Las Vegas for black business owners and their assistants and this weekend there is another event in Miami for exceptional girls who work for black men," I offered.
" Now Mark, I am glad you are busy but I must go and finish unpacking as we have a cocktail party to go to shortly, take car and don't work too hard," and I hung up.
I would have to get better at taking his calls and telling him about work. Mr Lennox finished his calls and said, "Sue, the opening party is at the pool and your outfit is marked pool party, I'm just going to wash up while you change."
I found the small package marked Pool Party and discovered a gorgeous microscopic string bikini in a white translucent fabric. The top strings came down to the top of my nipples which left most of my tits exposed.
The bottoms were equally scant. However on the front panel was a black spade with a stylized Q in the center. I slipped on skyscraper high 9 inch heels and again found a piece of jewelry. This time it was a white leather chocker with a black spade on the front. It looked perfect with my barely there bikini.
When Mr Lennox stepped from the bathroom he was wearing a very tight white speedo with a graphic black bull on his bulging pouch. He had on black leather sandals.
We left the room, me on his arm and he looked at me.
"Sue, this is the final part of your training - Miami Queen Weekend - I hope you will enjoy the experience. When we entered poolside there were about 200 couples - all black men and all accompanied by a white woman. Varying ages, varying builds but definitely all interracial couples.
Mr Lennox lead me to a tent that was setup on a grassy section next to the pool. Inside the tent was a table with a tattoo artist.
"Sue, this will be my final request to you - Tyson specializes in Spade tattoos. If you decide to have him administer one on your lower back just above your ass you will signal to me that you are dedicating your entire life to being a Queen of Spades. That you will only serve black men from this point forward and your future will be devoted to meeting our needs. But, as always, Sue the choice is yours. "
I looked at Tyson and said," Ready when you are," climbing on the table with my lower back exposed. 30 minutes later it was done. Complete. I was marked. I was a Queen of Spades. A hotwife. My life. My future.
All weekend Mr Lennox showed me off. Wearing Queen outfits my body was exposed. Sporting my new tattoo, my lower back was ALWASY on view. He touched me in public. He devoured me in private.
In our room I sucked his cock. He stretched and filled my pussy. He even broke my virgin ass with his thick black meat. In slightly more than two weeks i had become his personal assistant, his hotwife and his Queen of Spades. My husband was working in Dubai and I was living with his black boss.
When we returned after the weekend I continued my journey learning how to serve a black cock with my mouth, ass and pussy. Each day Mr Lennox would stretch and fill every hole as I learned to accept and welcome his thick cum filled black meat.
The next Wednesday Mark called again.
" O Mark, I have a few moments how is life in Dubai?" I asked him.
" It is very busy Sue but can you explain this job and Vegas and Miami and why you aren't in our apartment? " he asked.
" I told you Mark - Mr Lennox hired me as his personal assistant knowing I might be lonely and had acquired office skills in high school, I don't know why i have to keep telling you this Mark," I said impatiently.
"But Sue, we have an apartment and we don't need the money and I don't think you should be working for my boss," he tried to convince me.
Overhearing the conversation, George Lennox took Sue's phone from her - " Mark my boy how is Dubai, are you settled in boy? Enjoying that expense account and luxury apartment boy?" he asked.
" Well Mr. Lennox I don't understand how my wife has come to work with you and why you are travelling and why she is living at your home," he began but was cutoff abruptly.
Mr Lennox said, " Mark your young HOT wife has many talents, a real QUEEN so to speak and her talents and skills are a great ASSet to me and the company. She contributes to my success, the company's success and ultimately your continued success Mark. And, since Sue has moved in Mark we have found time to attend very special events in Las Vegas and in Florida and I can quite confidently say Mark that your bride has really carved out a future for herself her with me."
"But Mr Lennox her future is with me and we were just married only a month ago," Mark tried to plaad.
"Mark a month is a long time and your future is now in Dubai and running our operations there boy. You have a new and prosperous life Mark as does your young bride here at home," Lennox explained, "So Mark I'd appreciate you focusing on the success of our company, it was good chatting I'll say goodbye to your wife."
I appreciated how Mr Lennox took control and knew how to handle situations. I felt so safe and appreciated with him. I knew his needs and felt fulfilled as his assistant.
The next weekend Mr Lennox announced that I had been working as his assistant for a month. He explained that spending time as his hotwife and Queen had been the best four weeks of his life and he was very pleased with how I had adapted not only to being his assistant, but my new life and my life as a ride without her husband.
"Sue, this is a test and I think you should use it to see what has happened this past month," he said passing me the small pharmaceutical box.
I froze and realized! Everything Mr Lennox had said was true. What he didn't say was I was married and not on birth control. But everyday for a month I had accepted his black seed. Unprotected. In my married womb. And, as I sat in the bathroom looking at the undeniable pink tests results all I could do was smile and feel total joy.
When I entered the livingroom Mr Lennox rose from the sofa and embraced me - " I hope you are as pleased and happy as I am Sue with the results."
"Mr Lennox I am so happy, you have given me the greatest gift of all," I beamed, " I will be the best Mother to your son."
" Our son Sue, our son." And that was the end of our first month together.
TWO
The next Wednesday Mark called from Dubai again. I was in Mr Lennox's office arranging fresh flowers.
"Hello Mark how is Dubai, are you working hard for Mr Lennox and his brothers?" I asked my husband.
" Of course I am working hard Sue but I am thousands of miles away and I don't see how this can work as we've just been married," he moaned.
"Mark, it has to work, Mr Lennox has placed his trust in you, he has given you a large raise and he expects you to deliver for the company," I told him. "Are you going to disappoint my boss Mark or are you going to work hard and succeed?" I asked him forcefully.
" Um well yes I guess I am paid well and yes he did promote me," Mark stammered," What about your job Sue are you thinking about not working?"
" Mark, I do not have a job I have positions - One is as Mr. George Lennox's Personal Assistant and one is as Executive Assistant to his 5 brothers on the Leadership team," I told my husband in no uncertain terms," I'd appreciate you nor degrading the fact that I am an Executive at the company you work for."
" But Sue, I'd like you to be at home and taking care of the apartment and starting our married life," he complained.
" O my God Mark, you are in Dubai and the apartment does not need to be taken care of now that I am living with Mr. Lennox."
"WHAT?" Mark shouted into the phone," Living with, you told me you were staying with him while you learned the job - you have an apartment and what do you mean?"
" Mark I told you two weeks ago that I had moved in with Mr. Lennox. I don't know why you even call me if you aren't going to listen." and I hung up.
Mr. Lennox was smiling at his desk as he worked on paperwork.
I continued serving Mr Lennox and then began spending time with each of the Lennox brothers. I would go to dinner with one, dancing with one, to a conference with one. And, each one would take me one step further into being a better Queen of Spades. The brothers shared me frequently although I always returned to Mr Lennox's home and his bed.
Again, the next Wednesday Mark phoned me. I was replenishing the stock in Mr Lennox's bar.
" Yes Mark what can I do for you today?" I asked slightly annoyed.
"Sue, I just checked our bank account and there is a deposit that says Lennox Brothers pay and it is twice as much as my salary - could you go to HR and have them check and reverse the payment?" he asked.
" No, why would I do that Mark?" I asked. " That is my salary not yours."
" YOUR salary!" he shouted at me," There's no way my wife makes twice as much as me for typing."
" I have my contract Mark and yes I actually do make twice your salary, it is what the Lennox brothers decided was best given the positions I fill in the company."
" O my god I don't know what is going on there but it's unacceptable Sue!"
" Well I am happy and I am sure you have lots of work to do for Mr. Lennox Mark. Maybe if you calm down we can speak again sometime." I replied. Again, hanging up.
During the week I would spend 3-4 days with George Lennox but began spending time with the other Lennox brothers as well. There would be cocktail parties, dinners, charity events, conferences to attend. I would accompany all of them at different times. The brothers, between 46 and 59, were all large men, imposing and smart. But they all liked me a great deal. And, each one had their own unique preferences. Some liked my ass, others my raw cunt and some my deep throat. But it was very clear they ALL loved having a young white Assistant at their disposal. And I LOVED being able to accompany them and take care of ALL of their needs.
The next Wednesday Mark called yet again.
I didn't say more than hello when he yelled," Sue, I got back 3 postcards I sent you that said no longer at address but we have an apartment and are you getting our mail Sue?" Mark asked with irritation.
" O dear I didn't think about mail Mark I will definitely take care of that not that I don't have the apartment, it slipped my mind completely," I told him quite apologetically.
"YOU DON"T HAVE THE APARTMENT?"
" Mark you have called for what 6 weeks now 7 weeks/ You call me EVERY Wednesday in the middle of my day and I swear you do not listen," I said calmly but firmly," I told you that I was living with Mr Lennox now and I simply decided that having an apartment was no use, expensive and I have a place to live now."
" But Sue, I will be coming back and we need to have our home," he practically cried.
" You will be coming home?" I asked," O I had not heard anything about you coming back here Mark, I assumed your promotion was permanent and that you live in Dubai." I casually remarked, " And if someday you do return here I am sure there are lots of apartments for you."
" For us Sue, for us!" he said.
" Okay Mark, after a lot of phone calls I am going to tell you one last time, I live WITH Mr. Lennox now," I said," I am his personal assistant as well as serving the Executive Team. I hope I don't have to tell you that again."
Mr Lennox got up from his desk and motioned for the phone.
" Mark boy, George Lennox here, been a few weeks since we spoke, I hear good things from Dubai and think you are doing a good job for us there," my boss told my husband," I couldn't help but overhear the conversation you were having with Sue and just wanted to assure you that she is doing an outstanding job for me and my brothers and has become an integral part of Lennox Brothers."
Without giving Mark time to respond he continued, " Now I know Sue has explained it to you but I want to also tell you Mark that Sue is living with me and it has worked out very VERY well."
" I knew how busy you would be in our overseas office and how much Sue would have to learn from me and my brothers I took the initiative to invite her into my home," George Lennox bluntly told my husband," and Sue did come for the first weekend Mark but after our trip to Vegas she decided that we would live together as it would be best for her future."
" Mark, you have a very hot wife, and she has become essential to our operations and lives - we treat her like a Queen and you have nothing to worry about, a REAL Queen Mark," he told my husband.
" Now you have settled in Dubai Mark haven't you? And you do like your promotion with your very substantial raise?" Mr Lennox asked Mark.
" Well I do appreciate the opportunity sir yes, but you must understand that I just got married and should be home with my wife," he begged.
Mr Lennox chuckled into the phone, " Mark my boy your wife is just fine and she is being taken very well cared of, all her needs are being met and your young bride has risen to every challenge and opportunity presented to her."
" Now Mark, can I ask you to send me the latest investment reports from Europe, I seem to have misplaced them and if you could do that right away I am at my desk waiting. Good to speak with you boy." and Mr Lennox clicked the phone off.
" Sue you are very patient with that boy!" Lennox laughed handing me back my phone.
I was addicted to the 6 brothers and how they treated me. Soon I just let Mark's weekly calls go to voicemail. My pregnancy had been uneventful for the first 5 months.
In mid-December, George Lennox announced we would have Christmas Eve dinner together and I looked forward to our first holidays together as a family. I planned the menu with the caterer and custom decorated the Christmas Tree in glittering spades and crowns with metallic black ribbons and balls.
On Christmas Eve the 7 of us sat at the large dining room table. George Lennox was at the head of the table, I was to his right and two brothers were next to me while the other three sat on the other side. While the other end of the table had a place setting it was empty.
We began dinner with a sweet potato soup and champagne and just as we started Mark arrived in the dining room. George stood and went to guide Mark to the empty chair at the other end of the table.
"Good to see you boy - glad you could join us, sorry it is only for today and tomorrow but you have much work to do back in Dubai," Lennox said. Mark didn't greet me or say anything we just proceeded to eat and the Lennox Brothers dominated the holiday conversation.
After the appetizer, George Lennox announced it was time for the gift exchange and said that they had all agreed that this year the only exchange would be a presentation of gifts to the company's Executive Assistant, Sue.
One by one the Lennox brothers presented me with a gift. First was a stunning diamond ring, square cut set in platinum. It was followed by a bracelet, necklace, earrings, an anklet and second ring. All diamonds, all large and all exquisite. George Lennox handed me the final gift which I unwrapped like an excited child.
It was a magnificent diamond headband that must have cost a fortune and would be reserved for only the most special occasions.
Seeing the final gift Mark blurted, " What the............ why is my wife getting gifts like rings and jewelry it is a bit inappropriate as she is my wife."
The men all looked at Mark and George Lennox looked at me and said, "Sue I think your bosses deserve thank you hugs and you can ignore your ungrateful husband.
Sue stood and immediately turned to George Lennox hugging him and thanking him for the headband. It was then her husband noticed - " SUE!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! Sue you didn't tell me - you are pregnant? And didn't tell me?"
I proceeded around the table hugging and thanking each brother for their gift.
I did look at Mark in passing and said, " O yes, I am pregnant, I am sure I mentioned it Mark, you call every week."
" Sue you must be 6 months pregnant and NO you did not mention it to me EVER - and you don't even accept my calls anymore so NO you didn't tell me!" he responded angrily.
" Well yes Mark I am pregnant and it is just five months not 6 months so I haven't kept it a secret for that long," I smiled at George Lennox.
We all looked at Mark and could see his head spinning. The look on his face was confused and surprised.
" Sue you can't be 5 months pregnant, I left 6 months ago so your count must be wrong," he finally muttered.
With that George Lennox looked directly down the table and said NO MARK, Sue is right she is FIVE months pregnant and we are very pleased that soon there will be an heir to the Lennox Brothers.
He then raised his glass and simply said, " To Sue" to which his 5 brothers all raised their glass in unison saying "To Sue".
Mark was not allowed to speak for the rest of dinner as the black Lennox brothers shared stories about holidays and enjoyed the sumptuous meal that the caterers had prepared.
As the meal came to a close George Lennox looked at his brother,, saying, " Would you help Mark with his bag and show him the guest house. Mark we'll be having brunch at 11 am tomorrow please be here on time." With that Mark was escorted to the guest house.



He hung his head the entire walk to the adjacent guest house and when inside looked at Lennox asking " Is my wife coming? When is Sue coming to join me?
looked at Mark quizzically," What? Mark you do know that Sue moved here 5 months ago, almost 6 months ago?" Mark shook his head yes.
" Then you know Sue lives with my brother." He turned and left.
The next morning, Christmas Day, the caterers had left a spread of baked goods, fruits, bacon, eggs, waffles, mimosa, fresh juices and coffee. It was breathtaking.
I had joined the Lennox brothers in the living room wearing a small mini maternity dress and ALL of the new jewelry I had received as gifts the night before, including my diamond headband.
WE had gathered at 9:30 am. When Mark arrived it was obvious brunch was over.
" Mark my boy welcome and Merry Christmas. I hope you were comfortable in the guest house," George Lennox said extending his hand to my husband," Now Mark I have some very good news and unfortunately a new development, Lennox cunningly said to Mark. " There has been a development in the middle east we need you to attend to immediately so we have booked you on a flight home in 2 hours but the good news is you'll be able to spend the next 20 minutes with your wife." he said turning to me," and Sue, if you need anything we are just next door.
The 6 brothers left the room and went to the library closing the door. They had arranged a video camera in the living room and had set up a monitor in the library.
Mark sat next to me, " Sue I am so sorry i took the promotion and I don't know what has happened but I am home now and we can start our married life all over and put this all behind us."
I look at him bewildered. " Mark, you accepted a job for the Lennox Brothers in Dubai. I, and I know they, expect you to fulfil that commitment. If it was your intention to disappoint them you should not have accepted the very generous promotion and raise they gave you!" I scolded him.
"Are you going to disappoint them Mark?" I glared.
He was angry, " It is not about them Sue, or disappointing THEM Sue. You took a job, moved out of our apartment, are pregnant and I knew nothing. You didn't ask me. You didn't talk to me. This is unacceptable."
" No Mark it is not. What might be considered unacceptable is a husband moving to Dubai and leaving his 18 year old bride all alone after 9 days! That might be unacceptable," I screamed at him.
" And now you come back here overnight and want things to change? Don't you think that is a bit unrealistic after you left me Mark?"
" I didn't leave you at all, you supported my promotion and..........." he practically was sobbing.
" I did support your promotion Mark. I also had to make a life for myself as you abandoned me. Mr Lennox, well all of the Lennox Brothers have been so kind, so generous and so welcoming to the company and to their family Mark," I did what was best for Lennox Brothers."
" I don't understand how this happened Sue can you just tell me what I did and how all of this..........." he begged me.
" Every week I told you on the phone Mark - can you listen today and actually hear what I am telling YOU - the day you left for Dubai Mr. Lennox called me and asked me to meet him. In fact, it was about an hour after you left. When I met with him he offered me two positions - his PERSONAL Assistant and the EXECUTIVE Assistant for the Lennox brothers. As you know I accepted as you were away and I was alone and I had studied this in high school Mark. You aren't the only one who has skills and can work."
" And then Mark I began work that Friday when Mr Lennox invited me to his home. He wanted to offer intensive training and have me learn quickly. So I moved into my room here. The next week Mark we went to Las Vegas. It was Bulls and Hotwives weekend, a chance for black men to be with white wives who support them. As I was now Mr. Lennox's Personal Assistant I accompanied him to this 4 day weekend. A hotwife Mark is a white wife who accepts a position that supports the needs of a black man. As I was working for Mr Lennox the weekend made total sense."
" When we returned home I moved into Mr Lennox's bed as I was HIS Assistant now and understood that as a wife I could offer many services outside the home. The next weekend Mark we went to Miami Queen Weekend. At this event Mark it is more general. It is for men to bring white women, wives or not, together for a weekend of excitement and partying as the women dedicate their lives to the service of black men only."
I stood and turned lifting my dress in the back exposing my ass but also my Spade tattoo with its stylized Q.
"I knew Mark, in Miami, that I was the Executive Assistant at Lennox Brothers, that I was a hotwife and logically in working for these 6 brothers that yes I was indeed a Queen of Spades. And so I was marked. Willingly."
" I take my responsibilities at Lennox Brothers very seriously Mark. I have flourished as Mr Lennox's Personal Assistant and I know they will verify and confirm Mark that all of the brothers are VERY pleased and VERY satisfied with my service and performance as their Executive Assistant. All 6 brothers are VERY VERY pleased Mark."
At that moment all 6 Lennox Brothers appeared back in the living room.
George Lennox approached mark, " I am so sorry boy but those 20 minutes just flew by and you MUST leave for Dubai. But Mark, my brothers and I got together and have a Christmas bonus for you. It is all explained in this envelope. Now you must not be late for your flight HOME and you must email us and let us know the results of the crisis and, if you do indeed accept our Christmas bonus. It has been good seeing you boy and I am sure we will see you again in the future."
A driver was standing in the doorway with Mark's bag and airline ticket and with that he was escorted to the car.
The brothers rejoined me and we celebrated our first Christmas TOGETHER.
On the ride to the airport Mark was still shocked by what had happened. His eyes were wet and he was sad. Halfway to the airport, still holding the envelope, he opened it prepared for the worst.
Inside was a letter and contract signed by all 6 Lennox brothers.
The letter read -
Mark -
Enclosed you will find a contract with Lennox Brothers. It has been pre-signed and dated effective today by all six brothers.
If you agree to the terms of the contract you are to sign it and return to the driver BEFORE you board the plane to Dubai. If you do not sign the contract your employment is terminated effective immediately.
In summary:
Your annual salary will increase to $120,000 effective immediately.
Enclosed is the fully paid deed to your home in Dubai. It will be ours outright. We know you were concerned about having a place to live and we want Sue to know that has been taken care of.
Your citizenship papers to the UAE are enclosed. Your signature on them makes them official and you will relinquish your American citizenship taking up permanent residence in Dubai.
You will cease contacting your wife weekly.
You will remain married and agree to NEVER divorce Sue as it is imperative she remain a white married hotwife for life.
By now Mark you have 5-10 minutes to decide before you reach the airport. A pen is enclosed for your signature.
And with that Mark removed the pen, signed the contract and handed it to the driver for delivery. Ninety minutes later he was boarding a plane for Dubai.
As he sat down on the plane he noticed two text messages.
The first from Sue simply said " Goodbye Mark enjoy your new apartment." COLD.
The second was from George Lennox.
" Mark, a very good decision boy. WE will check in monthly with you to ensure operations in our office are being taken care of. WE knew that you would understand what was best for the company and the contract we have offered you is truly with your best interests in mind.
We do have a number of government contacts in Dubai and they have assured us, that with your new citizenship you will not be allowed to leave the country for a year and Visas to the US will be denied for 10 years.
Your salary has been increased and all papers for the Dubai apartment are being sent by our legal team.
Yes Mark. Your wife is having my son. There was no choice. For Lennox Brothers to have a future we required a male heir. Sue has agreed that each of us will breed her annually for the next 5 years so the future has a new generation of Lennox Brothers.
We all wish you the best Mark and thank you for your cooperation.
George Lennox.
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Mrs Gemini has been running a web site for a few months that's called the B.N.W.O. Which is her vision called the Black New World Order where white males submit to black females.
She recently sent young Alex to Mrs Smith for training which includes toilet slavery & femdom sex.
But she's just got off the phone to Mrs Smith where she has explained how two older black men had sex with her boy.
This story contains themes of sissy clothing & black cock worship.
That includes sex & younger white l boys with older black men.
Mrs Gemini phones a few members of the Black New World Order. There are three with young boys who are quite disrespectful to black women. So she plans to make them Queen of Spades where they would worship big black cocks.
These are three young white boys!
The first is George eighteen & small at five foot seven with a small six inch cock.
The second is David nineteen also small at five foot eight with a small seven inch cock. The third is Martin eighteen also small five foot eight with a small five inch cock.
All three have been hanging around late at night & have been telling their dads they are sick for meeting black women.
So she's going to teach them sick by making them worship black men.
She has been told all about black men training her white boy from Mrs Smith.
This is something that could earn her B.N.W.O club lots more money to go with the Femdom & toilet slavery.
She phones around & gets hold of two black men she has worked with in the black paradise club.
These black men are well built security.
The first Mike is forty eight well hung with a fourteen inch cock & also six foot tall.
The second Jason is forty five well hung has well with a thirteen inch cock & six foot two.
She arranges for each boy to be picked up & taken to a locked room for training.
The men will be wearing uniforms to make them look like police.
Each boy will be held separately to begin with.
They will be told if they don't do everything that is asked they will be locked away in an all black prison.
George & David are at a bus stop & a car pulls up two big commanding black men get out.
They are told to get in the car by these black men who are wearing police uniform. They don't argue has the men look official & are wearing police uniform.
They are taken to a building separated & left in a room each.
Martin is smoking weed when the car pulls up along side him.
He looks at the two big black men wearing police uniforms & goes with them.
He's taken to the same building & placed in another room then the door is locked.
Mrs Gemini then explains to the two security men Mike & Jason.
That these boys have been disrespectful to blacks.
Her plan is to blackmail them & have the two men teach them about sex using their cocks.
Both men were up for training them & teaching them respect.
She says they will dress like school girl sluts to be trained by black cock.
Mike says don't you mean school boys?
No mike we are going to make them little sissy's.
Both men felt their cocks get hard at that statement.
But how will they go along with it how do we blackmail them.
I have set videos up you just need to get them fucking first then we have the videos of them.
But how do we manage that says Jason they might not be gay.
No but if we tell them we have evidence against them of their black hatred.
We are then going to send them to an all black prison where these black inmates will know all about them.
If they don't want to get raped every day or worse killed they will go along with it.
Good that's a plan do we ask them just to dress has school girls then?
No you tell them it's the dress code & they must wear wigs & lipstick.
Also all their hair shaved off!
So plan is set in motion & the two black men visit the first white boy.
Martin is sat down wondering what he has done to be locked up.
The men enter & tells him to strip off he refuses.
They tell him all boys who come here get stripped looking for hidden weapons & contraband.
He looks at these guys & strips trying to hide his small cock.
They take his clothes & come back in with new clothes for him.
He says no their girls clothes now way.
Look we will just take you straight to prison.
It's an all black prison & they will know you are racist against blacks.
They will all rape you every day or just kill you.
He's horrified & pleads no I haven't done anything wrong.
Okay you can go to prison & tell all these black convicts that you are not racist.
Okay but nothing will be shown will it!
No boy if you do has we ask you will be okay & no harm will come to you.
They then say his cock is so small it needs to be caged!
Jason puts a cock cage on it before he could say no.
They then shave off all his hair leaving him baby clean.
He is to afraid to stop them has they're so big & menacing.
Then they pull girl panties up his legs then make him pull up knee socks.
Then a tiny flared skirt that doesn't cover his Ass.
A see through white shirt & striped tie followed by a blazer.
To top it off a little wig with pig tails on his head.
He feels stupid but doesn't want to upset them & doesn't want to go to prison.
They then explain to him that he will be here to be trained to respect black people. When they are happy with his training he will be sent home.
To his shock both big black men strip off next to him.
He's shocked why have they stripped off they are both older enough to be his dad. But have strong muscular bodies with huge black cocks which he can't stop looking at.
Then Mike says stop looking at my big black cock boy & take this pill it will relax your muscles.
Then after he takes it they ask him if he wants to stroke their cocks
No way I am going now let me leave.
Look boy Jason says the training for you is to respect us.
It starts by doing everything your don't want to do & this is your first training.
He goes to complain & think's better of it the quicker he does what they ask the quicker he can leave.
He holds both mens cocks & Mike says my cock is fourteen inches & Jason's cock is thirteen inches boy feel their power.
He holds each cock & looks at them feeling them pulse in his little white hands.
They tell him to stroke & hesitantly he strokes both cocks.
They then push him to his knees so he's face level with each big black cock.
He can smell their sweaty musky scent & can see a drop of pre cum on each cock.
His own cock drips in its cage & he feels it grows hard.
His own cock is giving into these black thugs.
Now boy no one can see us just help us & we will help you stay out of prison boy. Now lick each cock lick up the pre cum boy.
He then instantly licks each cock tasting their pre cum.
It tastes delicious & he is now going to do has they command him to do.
They then get him to stroke each cock up & down faster.
There's a small bed & they get him to sit on it has they stand above him. Their cocks look bigger than ever & he just hopes what ever they want gets done quickly.
Jason puts his thirteen inch black cock to his mouth & he starts to open without prompting.
That's it sissy boy open wide except your daddy's black cock.
Martin doesn't even question why he called himself daddy or why he was called sissy. But he was dressed has a school girl & the black guy was old enough to be his dad.
The black man then becomes quite aggressive & starts to push his thirteen inch cock into his young mouth.
He feels fearful but opens wide to accept his cock.
Mike then comments on him wearing sissy school clothes & greedily sucking black cock.
The both men are now coaching him to be their slut.
Jason is holding his pig tails & starting to face fuck him.
Mike makes sure he's stroking his hard black cock waiting his turn.
The young boy is gagging has Jason keeps pushing more of his cock in.
Saliva is all over Jason's cock & his blowing big bubbles all over his black cock.
Then mike says suck my cock now baby girl & pushes his cock in his mouth.
This big cock & his words shock him has he had just been called baby girl.
This man old enough to be my father was pushing his cock into his mouth.
His fourteen inch cock is making him gag & his eyes watering in.
He doesn't even notice that Jason has lifted his skirt over his Ass It was because it barely covered it anyway.
But he was now pulling him up onto all fours on the bed.
Martin tries to say no but they are so strong & forceful.
But his cock is throbbing into it's cock cage leaking more pre cum.
Then has he's being face fucked he feels his girly panties being pulled to one side. Then he felt something hard & large against his tight Asshole.
He panics & tries to get up but both black men hold him tightly.
He's not strong enough to stop them but he doesn't know if he wants them to stop. His body is now starting to want these huge black cocks.
Was he gay but if no one knows he can do what they want & know one will ever know.
Jason then starts speaking really firmly & in authority to him. Hold my cock sissy boy & guide it into your boi pussy. He has never heard the term boi pussy before & wants to say no but with Mike's big black cock in his mouth he can't say no.
But he holds Jason's big black cock & relaxes has he holds it against his own Asshole. Guiding it into his virgin Asshole it hurt like hell & he wanted to stop him. But Jason was pushing has he was guiding his black cock into his Asshole. Then he felt so full & was feeling like these guys play toy. Then another push & his Asshole took nearly is full thirteen inches.
Then something that has never happened before his cock came in it's cock cage. He has never cum without wanking his cock & he was a virgin. Is this how a virgin comes with a big black cock up the Ass!
Jason is delighted & says good sissy your little cock has had its first sissy orgasm. I pushed my cock against your prostate & your sissy clit just came boy. Your boi pussy will become the sex toy of black men going forward boy. Then he bottoms out in his virgin Asshole the tight hole squeezing his big black cock.
He sucks on Mike's big black cock has a pacifier to stop him screaming out.
Jason is saying tell me what to do little sissy tell me sissy! Has he left his cock inside his Asshole waiting for him to ask to be fucked. Mike withdraws his cock out of his mouth & Martin moans & sobs. With Jason's cock deep in his Asshole waiting for him to accept his size. He then pushes back to try to get Jason to take his Anal virginity.
Then Jason hears what he wants from this young white boy.
Please fuck my boi pussy!
What boy you need to beg to be fucked by my black cock.
Please I need your big black cock fucking my boi pussy daddy. This makes Jason start fucking his tight Asshole!
They both start fucking him from both ends Mike fucking his mouth making him gag on his huge cock. Jason is now fucking his Asshole & using it for his own pleasure. But has quick has it all started it stops they both pull out of him.
He is now begging for their cocks & saying they can both have his boi pussy.
But they walk out & say they will be back later for him. Leaving him locked in chastity & frustrated wondering if he's gay. But he heeds both black cocks to make him their sissy slut!
They walk to the next locked room & walk in completely naked. Jason's huge thirteen inch cock swinging & Mike's bigger fourteen inch cock.
Young white boy George is sat on the bed wondering what he has done to be left here locked up! He looks up & he has the shock of his young life. Has he sees the biggest pair of black cocks he has ever seen. He's a virgin but knows he's not gay & wants girls. But is little cock did grow looking at these huge black cocks.
Now George we are going to be blunt with you we will have what we want or you are in trouble!
What do you mean I am in trouble I haven't done anything wrong.
Well disrespectful to black people is really wrong young boy. Your are going to be in a black prison & they will know all a out you boy. Maybe they will rape you at worst but there's killers in that prison boy.
I don't want to go to prison no way but I will not just do has you say. I have parents with lots of money & you two will be in trouble.
Mike then speaks up & says who told us to bring you here & told us about your disrespect of black people. Now strip off & take everything off boy. You are going to become a little sissy girl we have clothes for you.
No way will I dress up & I am not being stripping off my clothes.
Then Jason says look at that video screen little white boy do you recognise anyone. He has a double take it's a friend of his Martin dressed in school girls clothes. His cock is being put in a cock cage & then it shows him sucking the two black cocks. Then the one guy is in his Asshole then they walk away has he's still dressed like a schoolgirl begging them to stay.
Mike then says he was the same has you boy but soon realised he didn't want to go to prison. But you want to go prison not like him that's crazy what would happen to you. Look I never said I wanted to go to prison but there's no way that's happening to me. Martin said the same has you but look at him when we left he was begging for our black cocks. Well he's gay then & likes black men I am straight & like girls.
Jason then says no he wanted to save his life he's not gay either but he understands that we are his superior's. He will soon have a Queen of Spades tattoo that says he prefers black men or women. It's the Black New World Order so get used to serving black cock or pussy. No one will ever know what we get up to in this building. Has long has you happily comply & learn everything we teach you.
It starts with getting dressed for us boy like Martin did in your sissy gear. Now strip boy all your clothes & your underwear boy display yourself to us! It's like he has no choice in no time he's completely nude. In front of two taller physically stronger well endowed black men old enough to be his dad.
He tries to hide his cock has it's starting to grow with the humiliation. Both men laugh & Mike grabs a chastity cage & puts it on his cock. That's it boy we need to lock that away it's way to small to be called a cock. Then he grabs an electric razor & shaves young George baby smooth. He doesn't try to stop mike just accepts what these guys want to do.
Then Jason hands him his sissy school clothes a pair of knickers & a flared skirt that doesn't cover his Ass. Then a pair of knee high socks a little see through shirt a school tie. Then a blazer & a wig the same had Martin with pig tails. Mike then says have you ever been told you make a pretty little girl boy?
Geoff says nothing has he's embarrassed & hasn't got the will to stop them. They then hand him two pills one muscle relaxant & a sex pill. After he swallows the pills both men make him crawl on the bed up on all fours. There's no finesse this time they have another boy David to see next before the training class begins with Mrs Gemini.
Jason says stroke both big black cocks boy feel what cocks feel like boy. He reached out & stroked both black cocks with his little white hands. It was like these big black men had control of his mind. The more he stoked these powerful cocks the more the lust grew in him. The sex drug was taking control & these huge cocks in his hands were making him submit.
He whispers will nobody ever find out?
Jason says no it's our own little secret & you will learn to enjoy it.
Then Mike speaks up you will soon beg to be trained at everything boy. Your boi pussy will stretch to take big black cocks sissy boy! His cock then swells in it's cock cage & dribbles out pre cum. He now imagines what he sees martin doing next door with these black men.
He leans in & places little kisses over Mike's big fourteen inch black cock. This is great he's accepting his fate without being told or forced to. He's going to make a great Queen of Spades his holes will always be available. Then he places kisses all over Jason's cock licking the pre cum from his bell end.
He then starts begging please daddies I need your big black cocks! Take my boi pussy make me a man do what you did to Martin with me.
They then walk away from the sissy boy & leave him frustrated & dressed like a little schoolgirl. He so horny & his cock is caged he can't even wank his young cock. His young white cock is dripping pre cum & wants it to cum but he's in chastity.
They then walk into the next room of the building.
David is sat alone working out what he has done & how to escape. Then the door opens & the pair of black police officers who took him here. They both walk in nude with their huge cocks swinging really low. He gasps out loud not expecting to see them nude & the size of their black cocks. Each cock double if not treble the size of his small white cock.
They then explain to him all about the prison & him being disrespectful towards black people. He tries to say he is not but they make it. clear to him he can either submit to be trained by them or prison. He then asks for a drink so they put two tablets in his drink one sex drug & a muscle relaxant. This will open his virgin Asshole up for their big black cocks. The sex drug will make him easier to train & obey to whatever they want.
They tell him to strip nude & he does without any arguing. They point at his cock already hard & must be hard looking at their big black cocks. Jason then puts his cock on a cock cage has he says he needs to cool down. Then mike starts shaving all his hair off his young white body.
Then they give him his school girl outfit. He puts everything on without complaining they both wondered was this is first time. He looked so pretty has a little sissy girl & they both were going to enjoy fucking his boi pussy! They sit him down & tells him he has to stroke their big black cocks.
But he doesn't need telling twice he quickly grabs their cocks & starts stroking. Feeling them in his little white hands his cock then cums just by playing with these cocks. They both noticed & Jason says he will make a great Queen of Spades! This he hasn't heard of before but he leans over to suck their cocks. They both laugh & slap his face with their huge cocks & say later sissy boy.
They both walk away with david begging for them to use him. They both say when Mrs Gemini turns up sissy boy school is open. Your training & you becoming a Queen of Spades will be taught to you. That's why you are wearing a schoolgirl uniform sissy boy.
Then all three boys are left alone wanting these black men to take their Anal virginities. They all wished they could worship their black cocks. But what will the school be & their training who is Mrs Gemini? But they all want to be sluts for these older black men.
Mrs Gemini arrives at the building she then goes into a room that has three desks & chairs. A big teaching classroom board with a list of sexual positions. Then a huge bed with restraints on each conner that has cuffs.
She greats Mike & Jason & asks them have they all had their pills.
Yes except Martin he never had the sex drug only the muscle relaxant
That's no good how will we train him in class today.
Jason reply when we left him he was begging for our cocks. He also had a sissy orgasm in his cock cage without the sex drug.
That's great I always knew white boys were fascinated by black cocks. I bet the minute he felt them in his hands he was a slut for black cock.
Yes he was memorized with the big black cocks in his small white hands.
How do they look in their schoolgirl outfits guys & were they shaved smooth?
They are all passable has girls & a smooth has a baby.



Great they will all learn everything they need to be Queen of Spades today. Their lives will be the Black New World Order & they will crave black cock & pussy just to orgasm!
Bring them to class the sissy boys will be trained on everything. All three boys are lead in & sit on a chair & table each. It looks like they're back in school again all wondering what will happen to them.
Mrs Gemini speaks up boys or is it little sissies I am here to teach you virgins all about sex today. Most importantly you're going to be taught to service black cock. We have two fine examples here for you boys. Jason has thirteen hard inches that's double more than any of you. He walks around to each boy making them stroke it to feel it's size. Mike has fourteen inches of hard black cock for you boys again double any of your little white cocks & thicker! He again let's each young boy stroke his cock in turn.
Now each one of them is at least old enough to be your father. But has you can see are in better shape she laughs. So for respect each of you can decide when you partner up with the men. To call them either daddy or master. Do you all understand boys!
Yes Mrs Gemini.
Well David let's see you ask Jason to stroke his cock. Show him respect like I have taught you.
Jason walks next to David & his cock is next to the little sissy boy. He immediately asks Jason can I stroke your cock Daddy.
Mrs Gemini claps & says good sissy that is great you may now stroke his cock. He then reaches out & strokes his big black cock & Jason has him cup his balls at the same time. Now does anyone want to practice respect sissy's or do we go to the next lesson.
Martin puts his hand up can I be respectful Mrs Gemini?
Yes Martin you are all here to be trained & taught about black cock!
He looks up into Mike's eyes & says Master can I place a kiss on your big black cock! Mike walks over to martin & martin kisses all over his cock. The class looked on in amazement but all waiting for more lessons to begin.
Mrs Gemini speaks up Martin you are such a quick learner I am sure Mike appreciates your kisses.
Mike smiles & says yes he looks so Pretty kissing big black cock!
Mrs Gemini then says back to the front of the class men while we discuss the next lesson. Both black men walked away & Martin & David are reluctant to stop.
Now boys are you all virgins or have any of you had a sexual partner.
There is a stunned silence then Geoff speaks up I have had loads of girls.
Mrs Gemini then says you will be in trouble if anyone lies to me boys!
Geoff then meekly says no Mrs Gemini I am a virgin.
Then Martin quietly speaks up & says I was till earlier today but Jason took my virginity.
No Jason replied that was testing if your boi pussy would open to us. But you will have your virginities all taken today sissy boys.
Mrs Gemini then speaks up again okay how do you get pleasure do you all play with your cocks.
There is silence again then David speaks up yes I wank to porn Mrs Gemini! The other two boys after hearing David speak up then say they do has well.
Mrs Gemini then starts a video on a television on the wall they all look at it. It's showing a load of white boys sucking big black cocks in a loop over & over. Then it switches to black cocks fucking white boys then to white boys wearing girly outfits. Then it shows black men shooting cum over white boys faces & in their Asses.
Then Mrs Gemini speaks up from now on that is the only porn you watch boys. You will all be given a copy each to take home & you can wank every night to it. Then she says can anyone explain the video to me & the men in front of you.
Martin then says it's white boys with black men doing things.
Mrs Gemini then says Martin could you explain it better so I know you are taking it all in?
Martin then says those boys are sucking black cocks then fucking black cocks
Good Martin but continue & tell me more please boy?
Then the black guys are shooting spunk & cum on their faces & Assholes!
Yes but there's a few changes I will add Martin they are breeding their boi pussys making them submit to them. Do you all prefer the name boi pussy or should we call it Assholes boys?
They all agree that going forward they should call they Assholes boi pussys!
Good boys now do you think the word breeding is good or wrong to be used boys?
David then answers well we can't call it breeding can we because we can't get pregnant Mrs Gemini?
Mrs Gemini says yes you are correct David but you can accept black mans cum deep inside you. The black man prefers to call it breeding is that correct gentlemen?
Mike speaks up yes Mrs Gemini it helps me get an orgasm when a white boy begs to be bred.
Mrs Gemini then says that's all part of their training to understand what the black man wants today. So going forward the term breeding is going to be regularly used boys! Now how many times do you cum when you wank to porn boys?
There's a delay then Geoff says I cum once then go to sleep satisfied. The other two boys David & Martin both agree when they cum their cocks go soft & they go to sleep.
Well that's where you are different to black men & that's why you are here today. Black men can wank cum then stay hard ready to go again I will show you now boys.
But I need a clean up volunteer to come to the front of the class boys?
Martin volunteer's & comes next to the black men & is handed some tissue.
Mike then offers to show the class that he can cum & be ready to go again. So he looks at the young sissy boys in the classroom & the sissy porn. Then starts to stroke his cock up & down.
All the boys are staring at his fourteen inch black cock & are licking their lips. The sex drugs in David & Geoff are working but Martin desires their cocks. Up & down harder & harder faster & faster he strokes. Mike is close & Mrs Gemini knows & Martin has he is moaning & stroking his cock Martin instinctively moves closer & opens his mouth wide
Mrs Gemini sees this & tells mike we don't need no tissue paper.
Hearing this is all Mike needed he knew where to now cum. He shoots loads of cum straight into Martin's mouth filling it up over & over.
Mrs Gemini then says look sissy boys. Didn't Martin do well boys he drank all that yummy cum down.
All the boys agreed it looked good & Martin said it tasted delicious.
Well Martin feel Mike's cock & tell the others how it feels like?
It feels rock hard in my hands boys he's ready to go again.
Mrs Gemini you will all find out that they can go multiple times each boys. Now sit back down Martin & the next lesson will begin.
She then says who in this room has licked Ass boys & be honest with me There's a stunned silence no one answer to that! Well sometimes black people need the white boy to be submissive & do nasty things boys Licking black mens Assholes could be part of your training today.
So I will need another volunteer to come to the front of the classroom? No one volunteered so Mrs Gemini picks Geoff & makes him sit on the floor down the front. Jason then spreads his black cheeks wide apart in front of his face.
Mrs Gemini tells him not to be afraid but to clean the sweat from Jason's Ass crack. He immediately obeyed & pushed his face into the black mans musky sweaty crack. He is then licking the crack up & down has he's been instructed to do.
Then Jason tells him to tongue fuck his Asshole & he does it without question. Then he surprised everyone he reaches under him & cups his big black balls.
Mrs Gemini then after a while stops him & says tell your friends if that was good boy.
Yes boys that was very good & I would do it again when they command.
Now sit back down & get ready for the next lessons boys.
Mrs Gemini says do you know the difference between kissing cock boys or deep throating cocks!
David speaks up it's the same if you have you mouth on a cock it doesn't matter.
No David there's a difference all you boys could kiss a cock but you need to be trained to deep throat black cocks.
I need two volunteers to come up one to kiss & lick cock the other to deep throat!
Martin & David stand up & go to the front of the classroom. Marin goes next to Mike looking up at his fourteen inch black monster cock David sits next to Jason staring at his equally impressive thirteen inch cock.
Now David can start by showing his cock kissing skills on Jason. David is like an excited teenager after all he's still a teenager at nineteen. He grabs Jason's cock straight away.
Jason has to slow him down to train him he makes him start by slowly stroking it up & down. Then a little bit faster then he had David to look into his eyes while cupping his balls. Then tells him to slowly kiss his head of his cock all over then open his mouth wide. A few inches slides into his young mouth stretching wide to accept Jason's cock. Jason then has him to slobber all over it with his spit big stands all over his face. Dripping down over his caged cock long strands then has him blowing saliva bubbles all over his cock. His big black cock glistening with spit. Then more slips into his mouth & he's told to bob up & down the cock. While stroking the cock up & down while cupping his big balls.
Then Jason closes his eyes & sprays cum straight down his throat. David drinking down his cum like a good white sissy. Jason pulls out & sprays the last few streams of cum on his face. Which David scoops up & greedily laps up.
Mrs Gemini then says that is a good example of cock kissing boys. Well done David you passed that exam in flying colours. You can all see that Jason's huge black cock is hard & ready to go again boys! Now you can sit down while Mike shows us an example of throat fucking.
Are you ready for the honour Martin?
Yes Mrs Gemini I hope that I can impress the group as well.
Martin then looks up into the eyes of Mike but this blow job is going to be different. Mike slaps his face hard bringing a tear to his face. Then says open wide slut except your masters black cock. Then slaps his face with his hard fourteen inch cock. Martin opens wide straight away but this is different to the guiding from Jason. He pushes straight into his mouth over half in one push. Mike then takes control open wide sissy boy you must accept my cock. Then pushes a few more inches over ten inches in his mouth.
He then grabs the back of his head & pushes again. Martin is visibly shaking & is choking all over this huge cock. But he's held tighter by Mike who's using the pig tails like reigns & keeps pushing. Then you can see a bulge in the back of his throat & Mike's huge balls on his chin. But that's not it he withdraws then using the pig tails has reigns starts fucking his mouth. In & out harder & harder fucking his face. The boy choking & moaning with this violent fucking.
Then without any warning Mike floods his throat with his thick cum. Pissing thick streams into the back of his throat. Everyone of the boys were both excited & frightened by this face fucking.
Then Mrs Gemini speaks up that's the difference of cock kissing & deep throating. Martin you did really well hopefully it didn't put you off the rest of your training.
No Mrs Gemini I kind of liked being used by my master.
Good I knew all three would come to enjoy your training. There will be plenty of more to come boys we are only a little bit into your training. Now take a seat with the other sissy's!
Mrs Gemini then puts on another video do you know what this is boys.
No Mrs Gemini has they watched some girl or was it boy bouncing up & down a black cock!
Well boys if you look online there are web sites & a site called Only Fans.
David speaks up I know only fans there a lot of fit women on there & I watch sll the time Mrs Gemini.
Well from now on your will watch Only Fans but will search for tranny or sissy. This video playing is a boy just like you who goes by the name Lola Crystals or @trulybyl you need to search for this. She has embraced her training sissy boys look at her Ass cheek boys. They all looked at her Ass. It's explained she has got a permanent Queen of Spades tattoo.
If they agree they can have a Queen of Spades temporary tattoos today.
They all agreed that would be great & they would want it on their Ass.
Geoff says she is really enjoying that black cock isn't she.
No Geoff it's a he not a she & he's accepted his role to serve black cocks. She even calls them her black daddy out of respect. Would you all accept your place has Queen of Spades boys?
Yes Mrs Gemini they all answer her.
Well next time your online get searching there's loads of sissy black cock porn! Then she pulls a tray out with slave collars & butt plugs & temporary Queen of Spades tattoos. Well if you really embrace the Queen of Spades lifestyle I have your items here. You boys can all look like Lola Crystals she wears a slave collar & a butt pug in her Asshole.
Geoff speaks up her boi pussy Mrs Gemini.
Yes Geoff well observed it's called a boi pussy you all have one. Now get in line boys & collect your items.
Martin comes first he picks a collar with Queen of Spades written on it. Then picks up a black butt plug & a Queen of Spades tattoo. Mrs Gemini has him bend over then slips the black butt plug up his Ass then adds the tattoo to his Ass cheek.
Geoff is next he picks out a collar with masters slut & a metal butt plug with a black crystal & a tattoo. Mrs Gemini does the same has with Martin she puts the butt plug in his Ass & the tattoo on his cheek.
David is last he complains he doesn't like what is left. But Mrs Gemini says no they will look great please take them. He then picks up a pink collar with daddy's slut written on it & a pink butt plug plus the tattoo. She does the same has the others & adds the tattoo to his Ass & slips the pink butt plug in his boi pussy.
Now boys remove your sissy knickers & bend over to show the gentleman your new addictions. They all drop their knickers & bend at the waist with their legs slightly spread. This displayed their cock cages & their little Asses spread to show their butt plugs. But all three had a Queen of Spades tattoo on their Ass cheeks.
Mike & Jason were most impressed & were waiting for the next lesson to begin.
Good now sit back down boys & look at the chart board. They all sat down & looked at the board there was different sex positions wrote on the board. Now can anyone tell me a sex position boys?
Martin says laying down on your back Mrs Gemini.
Yes Martin that's called missionary style does anyone want to try it out?
Geoff says can I try it out will it hurt me Mrs Gemini?
No I will get Jason to slide his thirteen cock in but he will go slow until you accommodate it all boy.
So Geoff goes to the front of the classroom & is told to lie down on the edge of the bed. Jason then applies loads of lube to his cock & approaches the bed. They are all waiting for the action to begin & all of the boys cocks are dripping out pre cum in their cages.
Then Jason slowly pulls out the metal butt plug & has Geoff put it in his mouth. Telling him to use it to stop him from crying out when his cock enters him. He then places one finger in his Asshole followed by another then has three fingers. When he's satisfied it's getting ready he places his large cock against his boi pussy. Then pushes the head in the boy feels a burning pain & a sensation of fullness. Then he yelps has Jason pushed another three inches inside him. Then a few more inches & he stops letting him get used to his cock.
The boy is moaning & groaning has the cock goes over half way in. But the muscle relaxant pill & his lust is making his hole open up. Jason then pushes a little more in & looks at the boy seeing the glazed look in his eyes. knowing he's now ready & accepting his cock he pushes a few more inches followed by the rest he's now balls deep. He stops for a while then pulls out back & forth over & over. Soon building up a rhythm in his boi pussy. His cock now fucking the young white sissy now taking his pleasure. Using his Asshole to take his cock.
Boy tell me & the group what you want please don't be shy sissy boy.
He drops the butt plug & gasps fuck me hard daddy. Please fuck me hard daddy I need your cock deep inside me.
This made Jason lift his legs up on to his shoulders & drive his cock in & out. His balls slapping the sissy's Ass with each trust.
The boy whimpering & moaning from this hard fucking. He then had a sissy orgasm he came in the chastity device while his prostate was being fucked. They all noticed & were impressed & the other two boys wondered if they would cum the same.
Then he gasps breed my boi pussy daddy breed me deep.
This is what Jason wanted & he flooded his boi pussy with his cum. Deeply spraying cum deep in his bowels his cock breeding him over & over. Then he pulls out leaving Geoff's hole a perfect O & full of cum. He then slides the butt plug back in keeping his cum inside the young sissy.
Mrs Gemini claps & says that was a great lesson boys. Did you all see how easily he took that big black cock boys The boi pussy will learn to accommodate the biggest black cocks such has these two we have with us boys You are so lucky to be trained by Jason & Mike. They will teach you everything that you crave & desire.
Now Geoff you can take a seat if your not to sore. He nods & takes a seat keep happy with the fucking he's just had. Now boys Geoff is better than you two has he's no longer a virgin. But don't worry after today you will all be filled with cock boys. Now did you notice Geoff came without touching himself boys The best pleasure you can receive is when your prostate gets stimulated. These men have the cocks that stimulate your prostrates so will give each one of you multiple sissy orgasm's. Even when your cock is caged & not in use.
That's why they are becoming white boys favourite sexual partners. You will all go from here & want to meet black guys just to get your orgasm's Does anyone know any other sexual positions boys?
David says from the back with your Ass in the air Mrs Gemini.
Correct David we call it doggy style where you get fucked like a dog! Would you like to learn it David I am sure Mike could teach you!
Yes Mrs Gemini I don't want to be a virgin no more please can Mike train me. I want to be fucked like a dog.
They all laughed but they all wanted to see it happen. Mike then talks up come up to the front of the class little sissy boy. Then get on the middle of the bed & face down spread your legs & arch your back. That way boy it will allow your Ass crack to open wide. Don't worry I will go slowly to start & will add lots of lube. You can also bite the bedding or a pillow I don't care but I will train you boy. He does everything he's asked to do his Ass on show to Mike has he arches his back. The room watching in silence & anticipation of the fucking. He removes his little pink butt plug first. Mike is then adding lube all over his cock. Then over the boys boi pussy same has Jason adding a finger until three big black fingers are in his Asshole.
Mike then jumps on the bed it shakes has his big frame gets behind the small boy. The boy feels this big man behind him & instantly pushes back. Mike is impressed has he lines his cock to his lubricated Asshole. The first push & his big plum of a bell end enters the little sissy's boi pussy. The boys little clitoris shoot's it's cum into it's cage his first of three sissy orgasm's Then Mike pushes until a third of his cock enters his Asshole.
Then pulls all the way out to look at his boi pussy it's already a perfect O!
He gasps out & moans then says daddy please put it back in.
Put what back in where sissy boy?
Your black cock daddy put it into my boi pussy please daddy it feels so empty.
This is the exact training he wants to give he wants each boy yo open up for him. They will all learn to take fourteen inches in their tight boi pussys. He then holds his little hips & watches his tight little Ass has he pushes in again. This time into his gaping boi pussy it opens wide to accept it's daddy. He is now half way into bis bowels & stops to let him accommodate his cock.



The young white boy is blabbering any nonsense & moaning. He then pulls all the way out again to look at his gapping boi pussy an even bigger O. The boy is pushing back & asking for daddy to fill his empty boi pussy. So Mike grabs his hips & pushes further into his tight Asshole. This time he's going to give him the full fourteen inches of cock. So one last big push & his balls rest against his tight Ass. This gives him a second sissy orgasm has his little cock dribbles into it's cage!
This makes Mike happy that this pretty sissy boy has come with him in his boi pussy. He then lets him get used to the feel of his size & feels the young boys muscles squeezing his cock. Then he picks up a rhythm & plows in & out of his little Asshole. Spanking his tight white Ass between thrusts aiming at his sissy tattoo. In & out his boi pussy filling with air & farting over his black cock. Each thrust makes the boy cry out in joy not pain. He's pushing back onto the cock & moaning & groaning under him.
Mike is feeling the load building in his big balls & it won't be long. He asks the young boy David what he wants?
The boy answers & says I want your cock in my boi pussy!
No boy what else do you want from me?
He cries out I need your cum deep inside me make me a man daddy.
I am making you my pretty little girl but you must beg for my cum boy.
Please daddy breed by boi pussy just like Geoff had begged earlier. Yes daddy breed my tight little boi pussy take it's virginity daddy!
Mike then tenses & shoots load of cum into his bowels. This gives David his third sissy orgasm has his little clitoris explodes for the third time in its cage. Good boy now push back & milk all daddy's mouth boy has I breed you! He pushed back & squeezed all of the cum out of his big black cock. Then Mike pulls out leaving the boy on all fours.
Mrs Gemini gets excited & tells him to stay like that on the bed. Come boys look at David doesn't his boi pussy look good. They all came to the bed & looked at his wide open boi pussy forming a perfect O. Full of cum dripping out onto his cage. Then Mike puts his girly pink butt plug back in sealing in his cum
Mrs Gemini then says all take notice boys he is in the correct position for cock. He's got his legs spread up on all fours & arching his back. Do you all see it always his Ass cheeks to slightly open giving black men access to his little boi pussy! Also I counted three sissy orgasms & he didn't need to wank his little clit of a cock. All it takes is black mens big black cocks to massage your prostrates boys! Now please sit back down & we will continue your training boys. They all sat down excited for the training to come.
Now boys have we learnt anything today or are we wasting our times?
Martin spoke up first I don't class myself has gay but I need their cocks so badly. So I have learnt that black cocks are superior to white cocks.
Good boy your not gay your just allowing the dominant black man to train you. All white boys can get married & not be gay but they must also give themselves to black people Matin! Anyone else learnt anything boys or just martin?
David then speaks up I have learnt to accept a black cock in my boi pussy. Also to dress to make me attractive to a black man.
Yes boys you all look fabulous & the more outfits you buy the prettier you will look. Imagine no schoolgirl outfits but high heels stockings & garters you would look even more feminine.
Geoff was the last to say what he's learnt. Mrs Gemini I have learnt that my Asshole is a boi pussy & expands for big cocks.
Yes boy it is a little boi pussy but it only expands for big black cocks no other cocks. You are all wearing Queen of Spades tattoos & that means you will be available for black cock & black pussy boys. We will get to black pussy & Ass another school day.
They all looked at Mrs Gemini & dreamt of worshipping her black Ass. Now boys back to the end of todays lessons!
Martin you have yet to lose your virginity boy & I bet you can't wait.
Yes Mrs Gemini my boi pussy has had a taste of Jason's big cock so it craves more!
Well you can try Mike no next boy & he will take your Anal virginity properly boy. Now do we have anymore ideas on sex positions boys?
David replies I have on is it called riding when you sit on a cock Mrs Gemini?
Yes sat on a cock boy but it's called cowboy style you can do reverse cowboy has well! Can anyone tell me the difference boys.
Martin says I think cowboy is sat straight forward & reverse is facing away!
Correct Martin you are going to learn both lucky you boy. Now Mike can you pull a chair to the front of the classroom. Then take a seat Mike & get ready are you still hard Mike. Before he could answer she laughs & says cause you are ready your not like these little white sissy boy's. That's why they are taking black cocks not little white cocks. Now Martin come to the front of the class & stand next to Mike. You are now going to sit on Mike's cock reverse cowgirl. Do you remember what that style is boy?
Yes it's where I look outward while riding his big black cock Mrs Gemini.
Good your all so intensive learners & will go away with good sex skills. It will show the class your pretty school girl outfit & your chastity cage. Also we can look at you with the lust in your eyes riding the black cock.
He then yelps & sighs Mike has taken his black butt plug out of his Ass!
Mike is then sliding some lube into his Ass & positioning him over his cock. He lets him lower slowly & his boi pussy starts to open up on his huge bell end. He then lowers a little more & his eyes glaze over & close in lust. Has Mike's cock is a third in his Ass. He then drops a little lower & Mike pushes up to meet him. He gasps & sobs out loud has he feels fuller than he has ever felt.
Then he says master fuck my boi pussy & drops down his cock.
Mike is thrusting up in to his Asshole & his cock cage starts leaking cum. Mike then without warning fills his Asshole with cum. Breeding his boi pussy with his cum & shooting beep into his bowels. This makes his little white cock explodes into his chastity cage. All could see him have his sissy orgasm by a cock touching his prostrate. Then a few more strokes & Mike apologies that he came to soon.
Mrs Gemini no he's yours to fuck has you wish no need to apologise Mike. But I was going to make him beg to have his boi pussy bred.
Mrs Gemini replies when he rides forward he can beg to your face.
So martin unsteady on his feet & dripping cum turns around & climbs up onto his black cock. Mike's cock now slips in a lot easier & he starts to ride it straight away.
Yes master take my boi pussy fuck me hard. He then bounces up on Mike's cock looking into his eyes. His Ass never felt so full he lifts up & it slides out & his boi pussy is perfectly open & everyone could see a gapping big O. Then he drops back impaling his boi pussy on his huge fourteen inch cock. Moaning & crying has the cock enters him again & again. Mounting this huge man his tiny white frame riding this black bull. Up & down the black cock over & over moaning out loud not caring who was watching him!
Mike feels the cum building again in his big balls. Then Mike says tell me boy tell me you know what I want to hear.
I want your cum master please fill me again black master.
Yes boy I need you to ask me again & I will come deep in you.
Black master breed my boi pussy! Breed my boi pussy with your superior cum!
Then Mike pushes in deep & fires deep into his bowels for the second time. He kept shooting untill he was satisfied he had filled him up.
But Jason had an idea he wanted to show the other white sissy boys. He was going to show them that their boi pussys should take two black cocks. He gets behind martin & pushes his body back down onto Mike's still hard cock. Then slowly starts to enter the sissy boys tight Asshole. The other boys gasp out loud & stare in disbelief at their friend talking two big black cocks!
Mrs Gemini then says look boys this is a great lesson look how easy his boi pussy opens up for their black cocks. You will all learn to take two cocks in your holes maybe three cocks at a time They all gasped at the thought of two but three black cocks at a time!
Then they looked at Martin has two cocks were now wedged deep into his Ass. He was in ecstasy his boi pussy never felt this good his cock was throbbing. He was moaning & his masters were taking him at their leisure. In & out they pumped working together to give him pleasure. Double teaming his boi pussy together both needing to breed him again. He starts wailing out loud loving their cocks & wanting to be their slut. Then he starts to ride up & down on their cocks has they pushed in together.
He then starts begging for their cum. Please breed me masters my boi pussy needs cum again!
Your such a greedy sissy Mike says wasn't my two loads enough boy.
No I need more breed me again masters. They then shoot deeply in his bowels together in unison. Stream after stream of hot cum into his boi pussy! Then Jason pulls out & helps him to his feet.
Mrs Gemini then says take a seat boy & he slowly walks back with his boi pussy dripping cum. Well boys was that a good school lesson today did you all enjoy boys. Now you can all have a rest & recharge your young cocks. There will be more training if you wish boys.
David says yes please I am still horny & will I wear new clothes & outfits.
Yes you will boys I am sure Mike & Jason would want to see you in new slutty outfits.
Martin says my cock is so excited & I will go again I crave black cock.
No Martin they have other thing's yo do but tomorrow is another training day.
Geoff says well I am horny my cock is twitching just looking at their cocks.
Good it proves the training is working on you all boys. Now what if I allow your cocks to come out of their cages boys.
They all replied that they would wank until the black men come back for them. You nasty boys you must be so horny!
Okay when you wank should I put porn on the television for you to wank to boys.
Yes please Mrs Gemini can we have our cages removed & something to watch. Well boy's I have a frew porn videos for you to choose what do you want to watch. I have white men fucking white girls. Then I have black guys fucking white girls. But i have lots of Lola Crystal porn & sissy's fucking black cocks. What do you want to watch boys when you play with your little white clitoris?
They all agree that the sissy porn & the Lola Crystal Queen of Spades porn.
The answer that Mrs Gemini wanted to hear so off she sends them to watch sissy porn & Queen of Spades porn!
To be continued...
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This story is about a young boy who has always been told he's to pretty to be a boy. This leads to him starting to dress alone in pink women clothes. He gets a flat & struggles to pay the rent. So with help of an older black photographer sets up an only fans page. This leads to the older man encouraging the boy to have sex. Themes of Anal & Black Cock & sissy Clothing!
Christopher had always been feminine he never wanted to get dirty & play sports. He always wore clothes that were girly he kept his hair long & shaved all his body hair & pubic hair off. He was very small & slim with a very small four inch penis & is eighteen years old. Other boys used to smack his Ass and they said it was a small girls bubble butt. He used to wear is older sisters dresses when the house was empty. This led to him being bullied & called a girl the boys used to call him Chrissy.
He hated school & dropped out in the last year of school This led to problems with his parents his father wanted a boy to bond with. But he didn't want to go hunting or fishing he didn't want to get his clothes dirty. He always wore tight fitting clothing & tight shorts.
He was shopping one day with two girls nicola & shelly. He used to go shopping with them to buy make up & pink clothing. Then he was hit on by a group of older boys they all tried to get his phone number. They grabbed his Ass & made rude comments to him about how sexy he was. This upset the other girls & they stopped shopping with him.
Weeks later his father was mad at him after he found him putting on makeup! He started looking through his clothes & saying these are girls clothing pink & white. Your a boy & need to stand on your own two feet & become a man & at the age of eighteen he should have a flat & a job. This was to much for him every one was against him & he stormed out of the house.
He then phoned around & got a flat viewing in a rough part of vegas. It was an area of Hispanics & African American & it was all he could afford. The relator showing him around said you sure about moving to this side of town. Yes I am not racist & have lots of black friends when I was in school. No I was just pointing out people get murdered around here & your so small boy & petite make sure your safe. It's okay it's all I can afford but I will be fine.
He's shown about & it's furnished one bed flat in his price range. There's a bedroom with a bed & a toilet & bathroom. A small kitchen & a longe but it's quite well decorated & clean. So he signs up to the lease & his given the keys While leaving to collect his belongings he bumps into a big black muscular older man. He meekly apologies & the man says it's okay girl.
He then says sir I am not a girl I am a boy.
He stops & look him up & down & says darn sorry boy your make such a pretty girl. Have you been looking at the flat if you are I am your nextdoor neighbour Carl. I might look like a married dude with loads of children but I am the single forty year old daddy figure he laughs.
This broke the ice & the boy says yes I have signed the lease for the flat. Sorry for my manners my name is Christopher & I am your eighteen year old neighbour daddy.
They both laughed at that phrase but he says if you want help with anything I am only nextdoor.
Thank you I can't do a lot of practical jobs around the place so I might need help.
He looks at his hands & says I can see those hands have never worked boy He then walked off & the young Christopher looks at him & for some reason his little cock got hard. He never had a type he wasn't interested in girls because he was sacred they would see his small cock. He also never thought himself has gay but loads of boys & guys hit on him!
He went home & popped into grab his belongings & has another argument. His mother & father said he's not welcome home unless he gets more masculine. Also needs to find a job & pay his way he refuses & says he is going. He calls a cab & takes his stuff to his new flat the other side of Vegas.
He starts to carry the suitcases & his belongings into the flat. Carl then noticed he was struggling with some of his belongings.
So he says hi Chris I will come around & help you boy. He then carries in a large suitcases & small table. He sees a nice picture on the floor of the lounge & says is that staying by there?
Yeah I need to get it on the wall I will have to pay someone to do it has I wouldn't be able to hang it up!
I will do it for you boy just show me where to hang it to.
Christopher jumps up onto the couch & while holding it bends up to show carl.
He heard a wolf whistle from Carl & says jesus boy that's the best Ass i have ever seen.
Christopher blushes & says loads of blokes say the same to me.
Yeah their all right boy you could make money from that Ass. He then hanged the painting up for him.
It was now Christopher looking him up & down. He seen he was tall with big muscles & a bulge in his shorts. There was an outline of a huge cock! He has been told that black men were bigger than white men this looked so true.
He was soon on his way & Christopher couldn't stop thinking about Carl. That night he couldn't sleep mixture of the heat & thinking about Carl's bulge. He then found his cock going hard & kept thinking about how little his cock was. He then lied down in his bed & got his phone out & searched google for pictures of black cocks.
He found loads & the smallest was over ten inches double the size of his cock. They were also thicker with bigger balls he imagined how much cum they held. Then he found a picture of a tiny white hand stroking a big black cock. The hand looked tiny with the big cock in its hands. The same white hand belonged to a white boy & the next picture was him trying to suck the cock. Then there was the same cock spraying the young boys face with cum. Christopher wanked his little cock to that photo then went to sleep.
This became a nightly event finding porn of little black men & white boys. Each night he wanked himself to sleep thinking about the white boys were with Carl nextdoor. He also made every attempt to bump into Carl they got real friendly.
He would always say here comes the Ass from nextdoor.
This made Christopher blush & he used to also call him Chrissy. That's what the bullies used to call him but he liked Carl calling him a girly name.
He had a bank payment & went on his own to buy some groceries. When he was out there was a pretty girl clothing shop & he went in he picked loads of skimpy outfits & lingerie. But a week later he looked at his bank & he barely had enough to pay his rent. He shouldn't have bought all those girly clothing & lingerie.
He got quite upset & was crying with his window open. Carl was walking past & heard his neighbour crying so he knocked the door. It took a while for his young boy neighbour to open the door & there was still tears in his eyes!
What's up anything I can help you with boy I told you I am next door to you?
No I have got myself in a bit of trouble & I might have to move Carl.
That's gutting you've been a great neighbour & I don't hear you! Not like the last neighbour drug's & loud music all the time. So what trouble boy men problems or something else.
No its not men problems I am not gay it's money problems.
I am only joking Chrissy but I can help you with money problems!
I doubt it I have spent most of my monthly money & can barely cover my rent. Then there's other bills & groceries!
Okay boy I have something for you to think over it's nothing to bad but it can earn good money!
Okay what can you do for me Carl I don't want to move out I like it here.
Well have you ever heard of a web site called Only Fans?
Yes but it's a porn site I am no porn star I am a virgin & my equipment is not big enough.
Look it's not a porn site people just do photo shoots in revealing clothing! If you want to make more money you can have sex but that's only if you want? Don't worry about equipment you have a pretty petite look that people will pay to see.
How do you know so much Carl are you their best subscriber?
No he laughs I have been a photographer for a few Instagram models local black girls. So I have some knowledge how it works they make good money for posing in lingerie. You are correct I help them sometimes with the porn shoots boy! I have the correct equipment for that thirteen inches boy. But this is a good way of making quick money & getting you back on your feet! Trust me you might not think of yourself has a girl but with some makeup & your blue eyes & long blond hair. You easily pass has a girl some pretty clothes & the right photos you will do great boy!
He then left but before leaving he said check out Only Fans. If you think it's okay we can sort some arrangements out & I could set up a photo shoot remember I will look after you boy!
That night Christopher looked up Only Fans on his phone. There was some free sample sites & he was right there was boys were pretty outfits. Also stocking & garters high heels & real girly clothes. Just like he had bought & put away for himself.
He then seen photos of black cocks being held in their hands. This leads to more pornographic photos some with boys being fucked. It was always little white boys & black men. He then seen a few of white boys being called Queen of Spades & had little tattoos on their Asses. He then before drifting off to sleep thought about Carl saying he helps out in the porn shoots Then just has he wanked himself to sleep he thought of Carl's thirteen inch cock!
The next morning Christopher woke with his little cock hard & decides to speak to Carl it can't hurt to do some photo's He knocked Carl's flat & he opens up.
Hi boy have you came to an answer?
Yes Carl I can do some photos but will my parents see them?
No boy I bet you had a job to find Only Fans yourself?
Yes I had to search a lot & it was not free you had to pay!
Well boy you have answered your own questions. We can make some more with your little Ass boy thirty seventy split okay. Unless you pay me another way boy!
Christopher agreed & Carl said get something a bit more revealing & I will take your first photo shoot. He went back into his flat & couldn't think what to wear. He goes through the recent clothing & picks out something that he thinks Carl will like & appreciate. It was a little pink flared skirt & when he bent over you could see his Ass. Then a tiny pair of pink satin knickers that cupped his little cock & balls. A little tight pink crop top & pink hold up stockings & little pink shoes. He looked at himself brushed his hair & put it in a pony tail & added some lipstick.
He then went to go nextdoor & before leaving checked himself out. He looked so different he didn't recognise himself. No one would never know him even if they go on Only Fans site. He walks in nextdoor & he's seen that Carl has taken clothes off. He's wearing tiny shorts & a tight top that shows his physique
Carl sees him dressed like that & instantly his cock throbs. Christopher doesn't know it yet but he's not leaving this mans flat a virgin. He quickly locks the door behind the young boy.
Okay pretty boy or is it girl come into my photo room. He takes him into his bedroom & he had camera & video equipment set up. There's a large bed with cuffs on each corner with black satin sheets. There is black out blinds & no light from outside. Also a large chair next to the bed & a box with what he finds out are sex toys!
He looks around & it looks professional but scary to this young boy. Carl then pulls out a laptop & shows him random Only Fans sites then he logs into a site he's been involved with. It's called the Black Panther & it's random black girls in different lingerie sets. Then there's more revealing with breasts on show & Asses on view. There's some with sex toys being used then he says the next page I am in them boy!
The next page opens & Carl is having his cock stroked by some black woman. Christopher doesn't realise but he gasps out loud when he first seen Carl's cock. Then he's fucking different women but he turns the page & Carl's cock is in a little white hand! He seems embarrassed & then closed his laptop without saying anything. Now boy we need a name for your Only Fans site I have one do you want me to tell you before setting it up for you.
Yes Carl I hope it's a nice name & you can then set it up & get some money.
Okay Chrissy Boi is the name I think it's a great name.
Okay but why Chrissy Boi Carl?
Well I call you Chrissy & you said in school you were called that as well?
Yes when I was teased in school!
Yes boy forget school we are moving on now you have your own flat I think it suits you!
Okay then but I don't get the boi part it is not even spelt right Carl.
Well a boy's Asshole sorry for being crude boy is called a boi pussy. It's because boys haven't got pussys & it sounds hotter & better than Asshole. So it's decided Chrissy boi is your Only Fans site boy. He then started typing on his laptop & then sets up one of the cameras & checks a video camera. He then has him do some poses & when he's on all fours he walks behind him. He pulls the pink satin panties into his Ass crack making it a thong. Chrissy yelps but doesn't say anything he then takes more photos. Then he has him arch is back & stick his arse out more taking more videos & photos.
Then he says look boy we have made some money already $300 already!
That's great Carl can we now just post these pictures & see the money roll in?
No boy it doesn't work like that we need to do more photos & videos. You need to build up some fans & subscribers boy. Look there's a few comments here's the first one we need to see that white boy blacked! There's another one getting him stroking a big black cock in his little white hands. The last comment was put a cock in his mouth the bigger & blacker the better. Then another if I see the boy with black cock I will give $2000 this was liked by ten other people.
Chrissy looked shocked & said Carl I am a virgin & if I wasn't I am not gay!
No boy no one is saying your gay it's about making money! What's a virgin got to do with it I can show you what to do boy! The boy was shocked but looked at Carl has a father figure & trust's him. Then Carl says I have a box of sex toys on the floor by the bed I seen you looking at them! You can just use a black dildo & I will film & photo you using it!
What do you mean by using the sex toy Carl?
You can stroke it in your hands & suck it your fans will be happy then!
Okay I think I can manage to do that Carl just find me a small one?
Boy there's no such thing has a small black cock! He then brushes past the boy & picks out a ten inch black dildo. When he goes to hand it to him he brushes up against him & Chrissy feels his cock. He again doesn't realise but he makes a little gasp. Then before they started the video & photo shoot back up.
Carl says you watch any any Only Fans sites last night boy?
Yes there was a few sites & I turned it off early & went to sleep Carl.
Okay I will show you a few quick sites so you know what the fans want from you. He shows him several videos & photos of young boys with black men. Then some with blow jobs followed by fucking. Then there was a site with multiple black men with young white boys! Some black men where both in an Asshole of a white boy two cocks at once!
He gasps at thet sight & says to Carl is that what people call photoshopped?
No Chrissy it's a normal for two black daddies to be in a white boys Ass together! You see that their calling it a boi pussy & like a pussy it stretches to accept their cocks! He just looks on in amazement & still can't believe they could fit inside a young boy
Then he noticed the tattoos he seen when he looked the night before! Carl said have you seen that symbol before boy?
Only once when I had a quick look there was that tattoo I didn't know what it was?
Well boy here's one by here it's a temporary tattoo it's called the Queen of Spades. He looked at the tattoo it was a spade shape with a Q for Queen inside it.
He then said what is it for Carl it seems to be in a few videos?
Well boy it means your sexual preferences is to black men & black cocks. Lots of young sissy boys are proud to wear that symbol it says they want black cock!
Oh that's another new word sissy some people used to call me that in school!
Well a sissy is someone dressed like you boy they dress in feminine clothes! Normally for their black master or black daddy! His head was spinning it was like he was being taught things by this man old enough to be his daddy. He mentioned black daddy & his cock got hard.
Now boy back to the shoot we need to keep our fans happy boy. He then videos him stroking the black dildo in his little hand. Then he had him kissing the end of the black dildo. Then he says bend over & he placed the black dildo between his cheeks just resting on show. Then Carl starts saying another $400 boy not bad for holding that dildo. Then he said lets read your fan messages boy? The first message was we need to see his boi pussy opened wide winking. The second was he needs to hold a proper black cock he's really needs black cock. The third message he should be kissing & sucking the real thing I am going elsewhere & taken my money. The last pop up message was he should have a Queen of Spades tattoo on his lilly white Ass. The boy needs to submit to black men or is he a racist!
Well they still like you boy but they want the real deal no pretending! What is our next move there's no one around & it's our secret boy! We can give your fans what they want & I will help you out. He again gasps out loud & Carl notices his little cock hard. He then goes to the toy box & pulls something out! Look Chrissy we need to cage your cock your fans don't want to see your cock! They keep asking to see black cock boy? Before Chrissy could argue he pull his pink panties down a little. Notices he's baby bald & skillfully puts the cock cage on him! Now that's not going to ruin our photo shoot boy & how long have you shaved below!
The boy gathers a little composer & says since I started growing hair I didn't like it.
Wow boy you really are a little girly sissy boy aren't you?
Now you can leave but then the people will think your a racist & living around here that's the last thing you need boy! So do we continue & we can make some money boy
Yes Carl we can continue hopefully we can make enough to pay all my bills!
That's a good sissy boy Chrissy you now it makes sense. He then approaches him & first he pulls his panties down then sets up the video camera again. Now boy back up on all fours not like that you need to arch your back. Yes like that your Ass crack opens up when you arch your back good boy.
He's doing exactly has Carl is telling him arching his back feeling him looking at his Asshole. Now boy wink your Asshole at the video camera just like that! Yes it's starting to open a little it will look great on video boy. Chrissy is happy doing Carl's instruction's. Now I want some dirty talk for the camera do you understand you fans need to hear you voice. Make your voice sound nice & girly & tell your fans to look at your boi pussy.
No Carl that will sound really weird & strange!
Well boy you fans like you saying weird things & will pay more!
He then winks his Asshole & says look at my boi pussy opening up.
Good boy now say my boi pussy wants to open up for black cock.
This time no argument he winks his Asshole again & says my little white boi pussy wants to open up for black cock! Carl was over the moon this might be easier than he was planning! He then gets the Queen of Spades tattoo & places it on his Ass cheek.
Carl turns & say what are you doing Carl?
I was afraid that some of your fans might think you were racist boy. Now you have the Queen of Spades tattoo they now no you prefer black men! He then takes some more photos & feels his cock grow looking at his boi pussy!



Then he says we need some videos of you stroking my black cock are you okay with that boy?
Okay has long has it's not gay & people don't find out!
No boy it's only on your Only Fans account. It's just between us & I am not telling anyone & I don't think your gay! He then walks to the boy & drops his shorts & the boy gasps again his cock looks three times bigger than his! Now boy hold my big black cock. That's it in your little girly white hand & cup my big black balls with your other hand. Yes just like that your fans will be thrilled boy. Now stroke it up & down really slowly & look at me boy. Yes we will make some good money & your fans will be happy! Now turn a little so your boi pussy is in view of the camera & keep stroking & holding my balls. Good boy your doing really well & don't worry if anyone thinks your gay. Now I need you to say out loud so the video camera picks it up & your fans can hear. Say loudly I need your big black cock in my boi pussy!
He then says his own version again to the video camera while stroking his cock. Black daddy I need your big black cock in my tight white boi pussy please stretch it.
Carl's cock throbbed in his little white hand he nearly cum has this pretty boys words! Now we need you to kiss my black cock boy for the camera. He didn't hesitate he placed little girly kisses all over his big purple bell end. Carl's turn to moan out loud & some pre cum came out of his cock. The boy greedily lapped it up & even sucked it off. That's going to look good on video what a way to make some money. Carl needed to take this to the next level & he needed this boy to become his boy! No to become his slut & his obedient little white boy Let's see if that's made us any money boy we have give them what they've been asking!
He reluctantly stops kissing & stroking his black cock. While Carl changes the view of the video & camera's aiming then to the middle of the big bed. He then checks to see if they've made any money & for new comment's! Look boy we both won't be working this month $12000 already with people asking for more & signing up to your only fans. Chrissy was so glad he won't have to apologize to his parents & beg to go home. He can stay in this flat & play dress up & be himself without anyone telling him to be a man!
Okay boy here's some of the comments are we going to give them what they want? What Carl means is what he wants & he wants to stretch his little tight boi pussy! The first comment is he now needs his tight Ass split open by that huge black cock! Second comment is he should beg for his daddy's cum. Third comment he should be bred in his boi pussy I will pay to see cum in there, Last comment he needs more than one black cock two or more he needs to be properly stretched out! Well boy they want to see more should we make more money?
No Carl we have made more than we need to pay this month's bills.
He wanted to say yes but didn't know if he was gay & the size of his cock scared him. He didn't want to be videoed taking his virginity with that monster cock!
What about next month the month after we need to make sure we keep your fans boy. Then he firmly tells Chrissy to get into the middle of the bed on all fours. Yes boy like you were shown earlier arch your back & part your legs Yex perfect your Ass cheeks are now slightly parting great for the camera. Then he goes to the front of the bed & before the boy can say no or move. He attaches a cuff to his wrist he then does the other before cuffing each leg. Then he finds a big booster cushions & puts them under him keeping his Ass raised to the camera. Good boy your fans would like to see you like that boy.
He shouts really loudly that he wants to leave this is wrong enough is enough!
Chrissy scream & shout louder boy the room is perfectly sound proofed! I had it specially done for filming & anyway around hear nobody will be bothered. It would sound just like any other domestic arguments or drug issues. So shout & scream & I will film you & maybe we can make more money. I could put a gag in your mouth but your fans need to hear your nasty talk.
He was going to say fuck you Carl & your nasty talk but he's been true to his word. He's helped him in his flat & now made him money & he was a better dad than his own. Chrissy thinking dad made his cock drip into its cage. But the real truth that he wasn't willing to accept was he had been wanking for weeks thinking about the size of his cock! But it was better in the flesh he loved the feel of it in his little white hand. It was huge much bigger than the ten inch dildo he said thirteen inches! That made his cock drip more pre cum.
Now Carl goes & starts looking through the box of sex toys he then starts pulling some out. Chrissy is now is captive but doesn't feel afraid of Carl he's been good to him.
Carl what are those things you're lining up?
Well boy their called butt plugs there are different sizes & shapes! They will be used to slowly open your Asshole up to the camera. We can give your fans a view of your open Asshole or has we call it boi pussy. But for better viewing you can say out loud for me insert them just like you did earlier. Maybe suck them clean afterwards that would give us more money boy. Their alao a lot smaller than my cock boy & they want that up there your fans! So he shows him a tiny one not much bigger than a small finger. But it flares at the bottom & Carl asks him to speak for the camera.
Please daddy put that into my boi pussy!
Carl is delighted he's playing along nicely & he's getting into the mood. He slowly inserts it & leaves it for the camera & then takes out & reinserts it. The boy is breathing heavily & making little cooing sounds. Each time it comes out his boi pussy is a little bit more open. He does it a few more times & stands back to take a photo & check the video. It's now a little O slightly opening up but it looks great. With the Queen of Spades tattoo on his Ass cheek it makes such a site
He places it to his mouth & he sucks on it over & over like a good boy. Carl thinks he will be sucking my cock straight from his boi pussy real soon! Now boy this one is slightly bigger & thicker I will use some lube okay. Don't worry daddy will be gentle it's just for the camera's & your fans. This one is about 2 fingers & wider than the last he applies some lube. Then places next to his Asshole the boy jumps because of the cold lube.
But then says please daddy put it in my boi pussy open it up!
This is good & what Carl is hoping for & he inserts it slowly into his Asshole. In & out it goes each time his Asshole gapes open a little more until he's happy. He stands back again & takes more photos & sees a slightly bigger O formed. This is also open for the camera so with this & his Queen of Spades tattoo I bet his only fans are wanking their cocks! He then sucks that bigger one clean without any complaints!
Then he has two left one that looks like the boys fist size it's black with a symbol in the centre a Queen of Spades badge. The last lady is on open butt plug only slightly bigger but with a hole through the centre this will show into the boys Ass. He shows Chrissy the first one & he looks at it in amazement. The size & it's black but he liked the Queen of Spades badge! Okay boy what do you say to this one to the video!
Black Daddy put that black butt plug in my boi pussy so everyone can see I am a Queen of Spades!
This nearly made Carl shoot his load but he hasn't decided where his first load is going. His young face & mouth or his boi pussy.
He places it against his boi pussy & it's a struggle he has to gently guide it in. The boy is moaning & whimpering at the top of his voice with this wider plug. But it eventually goes all the way in with a plopping sound. Carl leaves it in there for a while for him to get used to it. Then he slowly takes it back out & there's a hiss of air has his boi pussy farts. Has it expels the bigger butt plug but Carl reinserts & inserts a few times. Then he stands back to take some more photos & his boi pussy is now gapped wide open a perfect big O! That's perfect he thought but it will gape even bigger with my cock. The young white boy sucks it clean of his Ass juices. Then Carl shows him the last one & he can't take his eyes off it. Carl now explains it's about the same size has the last one boy. The only difference once it's in & don't need to keep taking it in & out. It will leave your boi pussy perfectly open for your only fans!
Then he goes behind him & this one slides in easily. It must be all of those butt plugs have loosened his Asshole open. He stands back & really enjoys the view it's perfect it's open to the camera. With it's perfect big O & the Queen of Spades tattoo on his cheek it's perfect! Now Carl himself wasn't gay his other only fans shoots are always with women. But he did have a preference for breaking in young white boys. Sissy boys & Queen of Spades were big money at the moment & some boys are way prettier than the women he fucks. Call himself bi but this young boy would turn heads anywhere & he's got his Ass spread tied to his bed. So he's definitely taking his Anal virginity & this boy will grow up to crave black cocks!
He then says boy lets read your latest messages before moving on. First message he now needs that tight Asshole filled with black cock. Second message no that boys boi pussy needs a cream pie. Third message no he needs his boi pussy breed by his daddy's black cock. Fourth message he needs multiple black cocks & cum all over his face. Has you can see boy your making loads of your fans happy. There's plenty more I could read but we need to move on. Also we have made more money that's next months bills paid. But I am thinking to help you out & get you back on your feet properly you can move in with me boy! Would you like that to sleep here my bed is huge & I have a pull out bed. I don't know maybe Carl! Good that's something I can look into boy.
Now back to today & your only fans page. He walked to the front the bed making sure the video was capturing everything. The boys wide open butt plugged Ass & keeping his huge cock in view at all times. He then stands directly in front of Chrissy with his cock close to his mouth. Now boy like earlier I want little girly kisses all over my cock. But for the camera you have to ask me?
Black Daddy can I kiss your big black cock.
Then Carl places the cock next to his mouth his hands are tied but he can still use his mouth. The places kissed all over his cock big kisses small kisses he's doing great. Now boy ask for it in your mouth boy!
Black Daddy can you put your big black cock in my mouth?
Open wide then boy really wide & breath through your nose. He pushed the head into his mouth & it bulged inside. He then pushed a little more & saliva was going over his black cock Then a little more & the boy is gagging & choking so he withdrew a little. His whole thirteen inches are not going to fit maybe over time but not now. He was going to try to get at least ten or eleven inches into his throat.
He pulls all the way out & sees his cock coated in spit & saliva. He notices tears in the boys eyes has he gasps for more air. I am sorry boy I don't want to harm you or hurt you Daddy just wants to help you! He was not Carl anymore he's now going to care for him like a loving Dad!
No daddy it's okay I don't mind & it's making lots of money but it's so big my eyes were watering!
It's okay boy over time you will learn to take daddy's cocks & his friends.
Daddy what you mean friends I am not gay & this our secret.
Look boy why are you pretending you're happy doing these things. But you're not gay this is just helping black people relax & you are wearing a Queen of Spades tattoo boy! So can we continue with our little secret?
Yes I suppose so Daddy.
Well for the camera & your fans I am going to put my cock back in your mouth boy? This time I will go a little deeper until it reaches your throat. Then I will go in & out it's called throat fucking & deep throat boy. Now before I start can you ask again for your fans boy!
Black Daddy can you fuck my throat with your big black cock.
Daddy then slides his cock in slowly but deeper than before. Resting a little then pulling out & back in. Over & over the boy moaning on his cock. Each times he pulls out there's strands of saliva & spit hanging off his black cock. His black cock is now glistening & shinning to the video with the boys spit. He pushes back in a little more & more each time. The boys gasps & moans mixed in with him gagging on the huge cock. Daddy then pulls out & his cock is covered in strands of spit & saliva. He pushes slowly a few more times then the boy blows a big bubble of spit over the head of his cock. He now needs to fuck his mouth. Boy are you sure you want daddy to fuck your mouth?
Yes Black Daddy I will try to please you.
So daddy then pushes his cock a little deeper until nearly eleven inches are in. It won't be long he thought until he learns to take my full thirteen inches. Then without warning he pulls out & in faster & faster. The young sissy boy gagging & choking but he's doing well in & out. Harder & harder faster & faster the young boy moaning & crying on his cock. This went on for a few minutes but daddy was afraid he would cum & he wanted to breed his boi pussy first. He pulls all the way out & the boy has made a mess of saliva all over his cock. But he could use that has lube he needs his boi pussy. Now boy tell daddy to fuck your boi pussy.
No it's way too big it will hurt me I am a virgin your way to big daddy. No please no I am not gay I just want to make money for the bills no daddy.
Daddy then responds it's only for your fans I am not going to hurt you with my cock. But just tell them what you did earlier about having my cock in your boi pussy! That will make loads because they have seen you suck my cock the next step is fucking boy.
Okay if it's just for the camera I will do it but you are given me the money daddy.
Yes boy daddy is given you all the money is sissy has earned today. Now please for the camera look into my eyes & my cock & ask daddy.
Please Daddy fuck my white tight boi pussy with your thirteen inch black cock?
That was to much gor daddy he sprayed the young sissy boys face with cum. He opened to catch the last few shoots of thick creamy spunk. He greedily swallowed it down but his face was a mess of cum. It was like a glazed doughnut with cum dripping everywhere. He scooped it up & fed his boy & he didn't flinch he swallows it all.
Then daddy thought about the only fans. I bet their married older white guys who have been in the locker rooms of gyms. Then have noticed the black cocks are always bigger & thicker than theirs. Then they watch porn & see white women going mad for these black cocks. Thus just makes them frustrated & they search for more interracial porn. Then there's this new craze of boys who want to become women. They are pretty boys some say traps has they deceive people into thinking their woman. But their are like the older white men & have been brought up watching interracial porn & marvel at black cocks. So then make themselves pretty & beautiful for black men.
The black men embrace this has they teach them to take black cocks. Then they want to be exclusive to black men & black cocks. These boys get tattoos of the Queen of Spades emblem it means they prefer black men & cock. Then the older white guys like watching these white boys get fucked. So they sign up to Queen of Spades only fans sites. I bet when the black daddy glazed the pretty boys face they all come to.
Now back to the filming!
Boy you looked so pretty covered in Daddy's cum. Did you enjoy the taste of my superior cum boy black mans cum is more potent. Do you need daddy's cum breeding your boi pussy?
Daddy I thought we are pretending to the video camera!
Yes sissy boy just say those magic words again just incase you fans never heard.
Black Daddy will you fuck my tight white boi pussy.
Yes boy lets try it for size daddy will train it like the butt plugs. He then gets some lube from the side & strokes it into his cock. The boy is horrified is he going to try to put that into him.
No daddy we agreed no please you say you want to care for me please its to big.
Be quiet sissy I am caring for you I am going to take your Anal virginity & make you a man no I am mean a woman boy.
He then walked behind the little white sissy boy & slowly starts to remove the plug. The boy is still pleading but daddy knows what's best for him. Once he has his big black cock inside him he would be devoted to serving black men. He jumps up behind him on the bed after changing the camera angle. Then he puts the big plumb of his purple bell end against the boys rectum. Then pushes it slowly in & waited for him to get comfortable.
The boy then screamed at the top of his voice no daddy it hurts no please no.
He was sobbing & shouting trying to move away but he was restrained & a pillow holding him up. Daddy knows that he will relax & the sobbing will turn to moaning. He's seen it before a young white boy in denial then totally giving in to cock. It doesn't matter anyway if he screams no one will come & it might get more only fans!
He pulls back out with a plop & looks at the boys Asshole & it's now a massive wide O. So he closes it back up with his huge black cock. He pushes a little deeply now four inches are in his boi pussy.
No daddy he screams I am not gay your raping me no daddy!
This just makes daddy slide deeper he needs to break his resistance down. Now theres eight inches wedged deeply into his tight back passage. The boy is still screaming & saying he's going to get the police. No police man is coming daddy thinks had he pushes again into his bowels. His tight boi pussy is starting to relax now over ten inches are in the young boy.
Pull it out please I won't tell the police please if you care for me take it out.
Then with one last push his daddy's full thirteen inches sre inside his young Ass. Daddy waits letting him relax.
Then the sign the boys accepted his fate a little sighs followed by some moaning. He even pushed back into daddy's groin. Daddy kept still but looked down & his tiny white Ass looked like he had a spear inside it! A big black spear & daddy thought that would be great on camera. He pulls all the way out & the boy does what they all do!
Daddy put it back in me I need it please put it back in my Asshole.
What do we call it boy?
Black Daddy put it back into my boi pussy.
Then he holds his cheeks wide apart & slides back inside. It goes in so easily the boy has relaxed & adjusted to his length & girth. I told you boy it's called a boi pussy all white boys realise they have a pussy to.
He then slowly builds up a rhythm in & out his boi pussy farting over his cock. But in & out harder & faster fucking him now making him give up his virginity. Yes daddy's big black cock is taking your Anal virginity boy. But your not gay you will dress like a girl for black men & black cocks. You will learn to accept every one of my friends black cocks. You will worship black cocks & you will soo. have two black cocks in your boi pussy together boy. With that Chrissy cums in his sissy cock cage the black mans cock touching his prostrate & the thought of two cocks. Good boy that's your first of many sissy orgasms when your caged & big black cocks touch your prostrate. Your little clitoris cums into its cage your tiny boy cock is now called a clitoris. No more wanking for you little white sissy boy! From now only black cock makes you cum boy.
Yes daddy I will only cum when your in my boi pussy. My little clitoris is to small for it to be played with or wanked daddy. Only black cocks can be called cocks I am a girl to serve black cocks.



The young boy couldn't believe he was saying all those things. But all he wants is to dress pretty & please black cock. Maybe that's all he ever wanted to do but Carl is neighbour has taught him to! But daddy wasn't finished he had lots more in mind for the young boy. Today was going to be a lot of fun & learning & he's going to learn to please two blacks cocks together soon!
So daddy pulls out goes back in over & over again. Each stroke splitting the boy in two making sure it's all caught on Only Fans. In & out harder & faster deeply inside the boys tight shit hole! The young boy is moaning & shaking underneath him & pushing back. Trying to get more of his daddy's cock loving how full is Ass feels. Daddy is now fast approaching his second orgasm! He needs to fill this boys boi pussy up! Boy do you want daddy's big black cock to breed you?
Yes daddy breed my boi pussy with your superior black cum. Please daddy breed me with your cum my boi pussy needs to be full. Take my Anal virginity please daddy.
Daddy knew he would change like this there's other boys he's set up Only Fans for they all beg in the end!
He then picks up the speed of his fucking then he tenses & shoots steams of cum deep into the young sissy boy. The boy has already learnt to milk his daddy's big black cock! He's a natural has his anal muscle's squeeze every last drop of cum out. Flooding his bowels with his daddy's cum there's now no turning back. If he did could he has mind was now full of lust all those videos he watched. They were all coming true when he wanked thinking about Carl's big cook. It was now shooting cum deeply into his tight young boi pussy! It was all caught on video camera the young sissy boy Chrissy losing her Anal virginity His daddy pulls out & bubbles of cum are all over his boi pussy. It's now the widest it's been wide open & parted for the camera a massive big O. The black daddy checks the camera & sees that the comments have gone off the scale.
Then walks back to the young pretty boy Chrissy & while looking at the video. He dips his big black cock in his boi pussy when he is satisfied there's enough cum on his cock. He takes his cum covered black cock out of his boi pussy. Then walks around & places it straight into the young white sissy boys mouth. There is no resistance the young boy opens his mouth & cleans the cum off his big black cock. This happens a further three times & now he's nastily fed him all of his cum. Always making sure the Only Fans viewers see everything. He then speaks up & says look at me sissy if daddy uncuffs you will you still do has your told?
Yes daddy I don't want to leave you I want to be around you all the time.
What else do you want sissy boy!
I want you in my boi pussy daddy & I want your friends to daddy.
Good boy I will set it up we can try an extra cock first before anymore boy.
Thank you daddy I went to please you & be here to accept your cock.
Carl's head was spinning he's heard of cock drunk but this boy was addicted to his black cock. Well his real daddy is missing out & I will take his place & he will live with me. The Queen of Spades temporary tattoo will be replaced with a real one. He's totally embracing the Queen of Spades lifestyle!
Now boy lets check your Only Fans page? He opens the laptop & the subscription figures are the best first day figures he's ever seen. There's now over,$20000 in the only fans account. Sissy boys you are well thought of all those white men wanting your Ass full of black cocks! Daddy how do you know the Only Fans are white men daddy? Well boy if black men want young sissy boys there's loads to choose. We don't need to go on any Only Fans to get our sexual kicks they come looking for us boy! You don't see black boys feminising themselves dressed like sissy's. But go online & there's loads of little boys like you!
Now back to the comments section boy. First comment that boys Ass gapped so wide it takes a black cock to do that. Second comment I bet he's sleeping with that black daddy every night. Third comment loved how he sucked his Ass & cum off that big black cock. Fourth comment he needs two cocks gapping that boi pussy open wide. Boy there's so many more comments but they all love you fucking black cock.
He then uncuffs him & lays down next to him on the bed. Without any directions or without the camera running the young sissy starts stroking his daddy's big black cock. His daddy is shocked & surprised he thought he would need to make him. But no he was doing everything he was taught for the camera. Look boy if you need to have a moment that's fine I have just taking your virginity.
No daddy I don't care about the Only Fans video I just need your black cock! He carries on stroking the big black cock up & down while cupping his big black balls. He then blows the top of his cock adding lots of spit & saliva still stroking the big black cock up & down.
It's his daddy's now moaning & groaning. He is watching his pretty mouth blowing big bubbles of spit. Like a boy blowing bubblegum but he's using his spit & saliva to make them. He then licks & sucks both big black balls in turn while still stroking his daddy's cock. When the sissy boy is happy is daddy's cock is both hard enough & wet enough!
He then jumps up over his daddy & holds his cock has he lowers down.
Black Daddy can I put your big black cock in my boi pussy?
Yes boy daddy will love to have enter your boi pussy with his cock.
The boy then takes a big breath then still holding his daddy's black cock places it against his boi pussy! Then he holds his hands on top of his daddy's chest then lowers down his boi pussy till his cock enters him. He gasps & moans out loud but keeps dropping he's missed the fullness of daddy's big black cock. He then lowers further until his boi pussy is stretched wide apart again. He waits to adjust to his bog cock.
Then he bounces slowly at first then harder up & down needing his big black cock.
Yes daddy fuck my boi pussy I am a Queen of Spades all my life needs is big black cock!
His daddy tells him to look in his eyes then thrusts up deeply into his boi pussy. The only thing that was gutting for his daddy was he had turned off the video. But there would be plenty more times. He watched his sissy boy eyes filled with lust has he bounced up & down. When they closed he knew his cock had given this little boy another sissy orgasm!
He now needed to breed his little white sissy boys boi pussy. His balls were filling up with more cum again. Boy daddy is going to cream pie your boi pussy ride me harder & milk my cock. Then his boy rode him up & down like a somebody riding a bull! But his black daddy was his bull. Up & down the bed rocking the young pretty white boys boi pussy split in two!
Then he started begging please black daddy breed my boi pussy. Yes daddy my white boi pussy is ready to be breed by your cum. Yes daddy I want to be bred by all your friends & walk around full of their cum. But it's your cum I desire the most breed me daddy breed my boi pussy.
Then his daddy flooded his boi pussy with cum. Stream after stream of cum shooting into his bowels. His shit hole coated in his daddy's thick creamy cum.
He jumps off his cock & sucks his Ass juices & cum off his big black cock.
Daddy can you put that bigger black butt with the Queen of Spades symbol in my boi pussy to keep your cum in me!
Daddy thought I have created a monster. But agreed & the test of the day they fucked like new lovers in each & every position. He went to his flat & brought loads of his sissy outfits on for his black daddy. After every outfit his black daddy would get horny & either fuck his young mouth & face. Or fuck in different positions all over his flat. In his bed & over the couch he even sucked his cock while he was pissing in the toilet. Sucking his cock between mouthfuls of his daddy's hot piss!
Then has he was on all fours wearing a maid outfit flipped up over his Ass With daddy entering his boi pussy from behind. The phone went it was daddy's friend & daddy said yes Derek is boi pussy is great it opens wide all the time. Yes he would like two cocks on his boi pussy he will even beg. Hearing his black daddy talk about him like that made him shoot in his sissy cage!
To be continued...
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This story is purely fantasy of a wife needing more in her life has she passes fifty. If not to your taste please don't leave negative comments & marks. Please move on & think of this has just a story. There's themes of Interracial sex with younger male & older woman. Anal & cuckold also the black boy takes control of the wife. Has the story progresses he moves on shares the wife with friends & family. She experience her first double Penetration & air tight.Also uses the husbands money to take the wife to a sex club in Jamaica. The husband goes from her cuckold to sometimes being forced bi. If this story doesn't interest you please stop reading!
The wife kerry fifty two years of age five foot two petite with 36 D tits & a fat Ass but is firm & turns heads she has a bit of a tummy after two children but not fat. Husband is Richard fifty four years of age five foot eight & average cock of about seven inches little bit of beer belly. Boy is Marcus twenty two but looks younger well built with strong physique & six foot tall. With a thirteen inch black cock that with his age can go many times a night.
The following morning both husband & wife wake in the hotel bed. The wife Kerry has a spring in her step she's going to spend the day with the young black master Marcus. The husband Richard wakes he's sleep all night with an hard on & the taste of black cock & cum on his tongue & lips.
Hi Richard did you sleep well what time your going into work today.
Well an hour or two Kerry got a first meeting at ten this morning.
Well I will be with master by then I have to get dressed for him then go to go to him.
Look Kerry it's not to late you had some fun you sampled black cock so your fantasy is fulfilled. We can pack up & go I can even cancel my morning meeting it will be pid secret.
Look last night you agreed to everything you were happy to drink his cum. Wasn't that one of your fantasies to give me to a black man then clean me!
Yes we both wanted that but I think it's gone to far now. It's like he's hypnotized you & your not thinking straight anymore!
Look I made a promise I will spend the day with him & you can clean me afterwards. Then we go home no dramas.
The husband nodded he was getting no where & he was afraid they would argue & split up! Perhaps she's right get it out of her system then we leave tomorrow & never see him again!
The wife is in the bathroom & her husband walks in she's spread her legs & is shaving her pussy bald. The husband goes to say something but thinks better of it. She wouldn't shave her pussy for him but would for a young black boy she doesn't know. Hopefully it's a mid life crisis & they can go home & forget about him. She's then plastering her face in lipstick & make up. He thinks she looks like a slut & she's always been so conservative. But least her clothing wasn't that bad. She wore a top that wasn't to revealing & a normal bra. Followed by a longish skirt heels & a long coat so no complaints by him. But little did he know Marcus had given her an address to buy an outfit especially a G String which he wanted up her Ass.
So Richard I will message you later when I get with Marcus you will know I would then be looked after.
Your Idea & mine are totally different of being looked after Kerry!
Well try to embrace it remember when you wanted me to go on a dating site to meet a black man it's different now in it!
That is different & you know it what if you could get pregnant he came three times inside you last night No condom your so lucky you don't catch anything last night!
Well you can't find condoms to fit on your little white cock husband. He's got a mans cock remember thirteen inches & thick hass well. When you get to be with him in person we will compare cock sizes! Perhaps you will stroke it to & feel it's power Richard.
No way I am not gay not like some of those videos we watched they are faggots.
Well you licked his cum up I am sure it tasted like his cock my pussy too
No way I have eat your pussy it's exactly the same.
The same when it's full of a black boys seed & his cock DNA?
Yes it is your twisting thing's but your right he's a boy younger than our youngest boy.
Look I am not going around in circles with you yes he's younger than Keith but he fucks me better than you ever did!
Then she storms out of the hotel room. Leaving her husband to worry about his wife would she be okay with this boy. Was she going to allow him to take her Anal virginity. Maybe she hasn't dressed like a slut or taken clothes with her? She might be having second thoughts already has her knickers were also no thong.
But no she eas this minute in a taxi to an address of a shop in Birmingham. The taxi pulled up & it wasn't like the shops she normally shopped at. She told the taxi driver to wait & went into a shop with no windows. Has she walked in there was an older black women at a cashier desk. Nothing was on show so she was going to walk out thinking it was the wrong shop.
When the lady at the desk says can I help you are you looking for a certain outfit?
Well I was given this address & told I could purchase some panties but it must be incorrect!
No we sell lots of fetish outfits for the local swinger's around here. We have a real high percentage of black men around this part of Birmingham. Has a result we have a lot of married ladies who seek out these black men.
Well I must be wasting your time & will leave now.
Don't be to quick you were giving this address who give it to you lady?
A boy called Marcus I met him at a club by my hotel last night.
Oh Marcus he will have plenty of outfits in mind for you! Would you like to try them on & you can then go & show him your pick.
Okay but does he do this all the time?
Look lady your not the only married woman with needs hes helping you enjoy yourself. His friends also are sending women here & his family members. We even cater for your husband theres things I can give you for him if you wish?
Yes that would be funny he should dress up has well has me. He's always been happy for me to wear revealing clothes now it's payback.
Well come through the back into the changing rooms. There you can dress up then go to him in your nice new clothes.
There was a rack in the changing room & trays of items. She looked through the tray & picked up an item what is this for. She's then told it's a chastity device to prevent your husband playing with himself. So she bought that for Richard then there was an outfit if you could call it that. It looked like a waiters outfit it had a jockstrap white cuffs & a white collar. It was perfect for Richard & then she spotted what she thought was tattoos.
What tattoos are these are they temporary to be worn & discarded.
Yes you can wash them off but they stay for a long time okay I will get some & a few spare.
She picked out a small set of Queen of Spades & a larger set of the Queen of Spades tattoos. Then to her surprise what Marcus told her there was a strip of a black spade symbol but instead of a Q for Queen there was a J for jack. This was a male who was accepting black men or black cock! It was perfect for Richard she even bought him a collar & leash with cuckold writing on it.
Now for herself she picks a little anklet for her ankle with QOS & BBC hanging off it. Then a pink & black slave collar the black one had BBC SLUT on it the pink had QOS written on it. Then a bra which was leather look which hoisted up her tits to make them look massive. A pink open busted corset that also hoisted her tits up.
Then on to the G Strings she picked two in pink two in black. One was black leather look the second was black with QOS on the front. There was a pink one with BBC & a pink one with QOS both written in black.
She then bought a black & pick pair of high strappy heels. Then two mini skirts which hardly covers her Ass one in pink & one in black. Then a long mac coat to hide herself.
She decided to wear pink has her Ass was still virgin for the time being. Then she dressed into her slutty outfit. The pink G String with QOS the pink under bust corset. The pink high heels & pink mini skirt. She then added the pink slave collar with QOS written on it then the ankle bracelet. Then a small QOS tattoo on the top of her left ankle & a bigger QOS tattoo on her left Ass cheek. The black lady bags all her items & the clothes.
Then says wow don't you you look hot lady. But can I make a suggestion I have non nipple piercings. That clip to your large nipples I can see that by the size you breastfeed?
Yes they will finish off this outfit he will love the complete outfit.
Yes he will be most impressed & your husband will he be happy to wear outfits?
He will have no choice but to go along! Then she done a quick check in the mirror. she's wearing slutty lipstick & makeup. With pink high heels & a pink mini skirt. Then a pink under bust corset a pink G String with QOS written on it. Then she attaches her ankle bracelet with BBC & QOS hanging on it. Then the QOS tattoos one on her slender ankle next to the ankle bracelet. Then a bigger QOS tattoo on her Ass cheek & to top it off she attaches non piercing bells on each nipple. She looks at herself in the mirror & thinks Marcus will love this look.
She then puts on a long mac to cover her decency & grabs the extra clothes. Then walks to the cab gives the driver Marcus address. The cab driver smiles all the way there he seen her ankle bracelet & QOS tattoo on her ankle. The amount of women & men that are becoming what the symbol is about are lots in this black area. The cab dress her off & say's hope you will be well looked after while smiling at her.
Kerry goes to knock at the door but Marcus shouts it's open but lock it after you we don't want to be disturbed. She walks in & closes the door behind her & walks to the bedroom. He's waiting nude with his young big black cock on display there's a big band around it he explains it's a cock ring. she is curious & says it makes his cock seem bigger & harder. He then explains it helps to maintain a larger erection & delay him from coming to soon. But why would he wanted his huge cock to look any larger & delay him from coming to soon?
It was all part of his larger plan he wanted to make sure the married couple are his to control. He likes making the husband's part of the process humiliating then & taking their wives both become addicted to his cock. Now he gets her to remove her long mac. Marcus gaw hits the floor he knew the shop he sent her did all the QOS. But she must have spent lots to get this look he only expected a G Sting.
He had to set his phone camera up her husband Richard is going to see what he can see.
Kerry give me your Husband's phone number?
Why he won't want to talk to you he's happy it's my last day with you?
Last day no chance I am moving in with you your marital bed. He's going to sit in a chair in your bedroom watching me fuck your Arse. I might let him wank at the sight if he doesn't upset me. But he's going to hear his wife tell him how much better lover a young black boy is. Straight from your mouth Kerry you will tell him about how full you are & you've never ever been satisfied!
No way he's to proud he won't go on with it & I can't put him down he's my husband & the father of my boys?
Look plenty of men accent being cuckolds to their wives it helps them stay happily together married. But you wouldn't put him down the more you tell him about my big black cock the more he will learn to accept it. So after today you will pick me up & I will travel to your house.
What if friends or family come around they will question what's going on?
You tell them I have come to help out around the house! You can tell them any lie you wish but I will be in your bed every night & your Ass. No back to today we have to set everything up so I can give your husband a treat so first phone number then lets get started.
She reluctantly gives him the number. He then starts by taken photos of her ankle & her ankle bracelet both with the QOS symbol on. Then he has her bend over so you can just see the string in her Ass crack & the QOS on her Ass cheek. Then just her breasts they look huge in the corset & have little bells on the nipple's. Then he's got in her on all fours on the bed & he moved the string from her crack. You can just see her shaven pussy & Asshole. Then another photo of her holding her cheeks wife apart exposing her Asshole that slightly gapes
Then he wants on her on her back with her legs spread wide holding her pussy apart. Then he wants her to get him involved with her so his other photos with her is her stroking his big black cock She gasps when she touches it again & strokes it feels even bigger than yesterday is that the cock ring. But he wanted her to change hands he wants her wedding ring & engagement ring on show. Then she has to spit on it & stoke it like yesterday making it all wet & shiny again. Then he has her place her cock on it & sucks the end. Then in her mouth his cock only half way in & her mouth is full. Then her laying down with his cock entering her pussy. The last photo she's on all fours & it looks like his cock is going to be pushed into her tight Asshole great that's all the photos!
What are you doing with all of these photos I look like such a slut?
Obviously I am going to send them to your husband Kerry!
No I don't want him to see my like this I thought it was just us having fun today.
No Kerry I have seen the other items you've bought you want to keep the fun going. I think hubby will look good in his jockstrap sucking mine & my friends big black cocks! Don't you agree Kerry?
He will never agree to that he's not interested in any gay porn or anything like that!
Well Kerry did he eat my cream pie last night & agree to drink my cum from your Asshole tonight?
Yes but that's totally different Marcus he's not gay that's licking his wife's pussy.
Yes his wife's pussy full of my cum the more he eats my cum the more he will want to eat it! It will become his daily ritual he will beg to eat my cum from your holes. Eventually like all husbands he will lick cum off my cock cleaning it with his mouth & I might pull out & cum straight in his mouth & feed him from the source!
Kerry shuddered at the thought but her pussy dripped into her G String. The black boy now was keen to have the married wife again but he had to set the tone. He wants the husband aroused & keen to be parts of his takeover of his wife It's harder if the husband is not on board sometimes the wives get cold feet.
He wanted this older woman the minute he saw her giving him glances behind her husband's back. When he took her to the dancefloor the way her Ass looked in them tight jeans he knew he was having her that night. He deliberately rubbed up against her on the dancefloor she pushed back into him. Then when her husband was not looking she whispered in his ear is that for real His reply was it's not even hard yet. She blushes & then says I need that in me. That's how she ended up with him yesterday.
Now look at her the prim proper house wife with a happy marriage of over thirty years. A successful husband & two grown children is willing to give it all up. For his big black cock & he was younger than her youngest son. She's now dressed like a QOS slut with sluty make up & has shaven her pussy. All for him everything he asked & more & she wouldn't dress like this or shave her pussy for her husband. She has got a G String up her big fat white Ass which he's taking today. Another thing she wouldn't give to her husband!
Now he types the phone number in his phone & sent a message to Richard.
Richard was just leaving for his meeting & his phone vibrated. He thinks it's got to be Kerry apologising for their earlier argument. She's come to her senses she had sex with a black man or a boy
This is a long time fantasy for the couple but it was more of role play. They used to have sex while watching cuckold porn. The husband would tell Kerry that he was going to take her to Jamaica of Africa & leave her with a load of black men & watched. He would then cum deep in her & she would tease him & say you need to lick that up cuckold boy. One week they would imagine her with a group of black men filling every hole. The next time would be a young black boy then with a older greying black man. She's done the one fantasy & the husband has done his cuckold duties.
So he looks at the text it's a number he doesn't recognise. He opened it & it says if you want to see interracial porn just reply yes! He put the phone in his pocket & ignored it has spam then went to the meeting. Has he's driving his phone vibrated two more times in his pocket. He walks in & sits at the back of the room.
He looks to see if anyone could see him looking at his phone. Then opens it up it's from the same number it says second one it's not a spam message. Then the third text just says you will be very interested just say yes. So he just thinks okay could always block the number & texts back yes.
A few minutes passed & the meeting has started & his phone vibrated. He picks it up & its a picture of an ankle its has a anklet & a tattoo on it both with the QOS symbol but the anklet also had BBC. He just thought that's way to tame. Then another ping & this was a woman on all fours showing her Ass. It was a good looking Ass reminded him a bit of his wife's Kerry's Ass. But it couldn't be she was wearing nothing like this photo when she left. This woman had a little pink mini skirt a G String in the Ass crack & a tattoo on her Ass check QOS symbol in a black spade. Well that's not his wife's Ass she wasn't wearing any of those clothes & hasn't got a tattoo.
It seems like ages but was probably minutes & his phone vibrated again. It's now a pair of women's breasts their large Same shape has his wife's. But they had pierced bells on the nipples is wife doesn't like piercings & doesn't have any. A few more seconds passed & his phone vibrated again there's two more photos together. It's the same woman on all fours first photo the string is pulled out of the crack & you can see a Asshole & a shaven pussy. Second photo is the same but her woman is holding her cheeks wide apart her Asshole slightly gaping He makes sure nobody was watching but adjusted his trousers has his cock was getting hard.
These photos were hot he doesn't know why he's getting them but maybe because him & his wife had been watching interracial porn?
Then his phone vibrates again there's a photo of the women laying back legs wide & holding her pussy open. He keeps thinking she is very much like Kerry but she's hot for a fifty two year old. But these are not here he's sure? The phone vibrates again & there's more photos again of the same woman. The first the woman is holding the biggest black cock he's seen & he's watched lots of interracial porn. There's a ring around the base of his cock which he knows keeps the cook hard it's called a cock ring. The woman's hand clearly shows her wedding ring & an engagement ring. What a dirty slut I bet he's not her husband The next photo is spit & saliva all over the big black cock making it shiny & glistening.
Then another of a mouth kissing the head & jap eye of the bell end. Another of it only half way in & the mouth is full already. But it doesn't show the face just the mouth & cock. He had to adjust his cock again & if he was in the hotel room he would be playing with it now. He kept thinking she's going to have the fucking of her life.
Then nothing for a few minutes again so he sent a text where's the rest or is that all they are great by the way. This is what Marcus was waiting for he was now getting desperate to see the fucking!
So another few minutes passed by & then his phone vibrated again. It read these are the last two I am now busy fucking enjoy them. It seemed a weird text but there was two more photos. First one was the cock entering the pussy looking like it was going to tear it open. But he noticed the belly on this one. Was it his wife she always complained after kids. She had a little bit of a belly she couldn't shift! Then the last photo was the woman on all fours with the massive black cock pushing into her Asshole!



He text back & says who is this are you the boy Kerry met if you are please stop.
Loads of time went by he had a quick break from his meeting. He tried to phone kerry the phone was off he then phoned the number no reply. He's gutted has he caused all of this will his wife ever want him again was she going to leave him? But she couldn't throw everything away for a twenty two year old black boy could she.
Back to Marcus flat & the wife & the boy are passionately kissing they are like to young lovers on their first date. This would look odd to anyone an older woman & a boy young enough to be her son & they are in a deep passionate embrace on the bed. The wife Kerry is being guided to his cock. Just like earlier she's holding his cock in her wedding ring hand stroking it up & down has she's kissing this black boy.
He then breaks off the embrace & without words stands next to the bed. His cock is definitely bigger than last night the cock ring is keeping the blood flowing in it & would hold his cum longer. She looks like a teenager being guided what to do on her first date. He has her one hand cupping his big black balls in her dainty little white hand. Then she's stroking his cock up & down with the wedding hand. Then her mouth opens wide & slowly sucks his huge bell end his salty pre cum is trickling into her mouth. It tastes absolutely delicious to her it's like every part of him his deodorant his musk. Even his sweat all his pheromones make her shaved pussy drip.
She then without any words spoken bobs up & down his black shaft while stroking his big black cock. She's aiming to get to the cock ring alt the base of his cock. Up & down a little bit more at a time he's allowing this wife to bob up & down his cock.
But he's planning on shooting all over her wedding ring & engagement ring sealing his control over her marriage. He will have her every night on her own marital bed that will be his goal.
She's got tears in her eyes & his gagging all over the boys cock. She's trying to get to that cock ring she wants to prove to the boy how much she loves him & his big black cock. Up & down pushing further each time the saliva is hanging down in big stands. Covering her nipple piercings & her breasts She's afraid if she doesn't make him happy he will leave her & get another married slut. But the minute she walked back into his flat & seen his cock she wanted it. She will move him into her home & share her marital bed her husband Richard can sleep in the spare room. He encouraged her to fuck black cocks & now she has there's no turning back.
She now with one last push got about twelve inches into her throat & can't fit anymore. She's gutted but he reassured her she was petite & his cock was in her throat. So he was happy then he starts to fuck her throat slowly at first then quicker. Her saliva making a right mess of her sluty make up & lipstick. He goes in & out & despite the cock ring he feels his balls tighten.
He shoots the first few streams down her throat & in her mouth. Then shoots a stream of cum over her wedding ring then another two thick creamy loads over her breasts covering the deep cleavage. She's drinking his load it's so thick & creamy & sweet she thinks her husband is very lucky to drink his cum. She goes to scoop the spunk off her breasts but Marcus stops her.
No Kerry let it dry over your tits & your husband can clean it up later. Now lay back & spread those thick things wide I need to breed your pussy & leave the first load for hubby.
Now ask master to fuck you has your honored to receive my black cock.
Black Master please fuck your married whore!
He then lifted her hips & drove into her pussy he liked the way her eyes glazed over. She was accepting him a boy younger than her son has her black master. In & out his huge cock bottoming out in her tight pussy but this pussy was now accepting his cock. This pussy was learning that his black cock was superior.
Her pussy would never accept her husband's small white cock anymore. It needs bigger cocks that only black men can provide. Maybe her Asshole will be more for the size of his white cock. But this hole is going to be black cock only after he claims it!
He plowed ever hard lifting her legs up like he did last night to get deeper. Her moans would be heard all around but around here there's many married women moaning with black cock in them. In & out his big black balls banging against her Ass yes that Ass it won't be long. In & out it goes over & over she is now screaming fuck me master. He's close to breeding her pussy again her husbands fourth load to drink. Harder & harder she's wailing now yes yes over & over her eyes closed.
He slows down he's close he needs to breed her. When he goes in & out slowly she starts muttering better bigger than my husband yes yes breed my pussy.
Kerry what did you say I can't understand speak up to me tell me.
Breed my pussy young master.
Yes sounded so good so he filled her pussy up with a deep cream pie. Yummy cream pie for hubby Richard he's going to become addicted to his cum. Blast after blast then he pulls out & looks at her gaping wide pussy. Full of his yummy cum he then pulls the wide part of her G String across trapping his seed inside her.
Now I need the last hole you after give it to me willingly.
No then you can still have my pussy but I am virgin there master so please no.
Kerry it's simple you give me the Ass willingly or no more of my cock.
The minute he mentioned cock she rolled over & presented her married Arse to him. Exactly has she was shown back arched legs spread it allowed him his access. He marvelled at it first loving the string in her fat Ass the pink looked so good in her lilly white Ass crack. It looked like it was made for black cock it was a black woman booty on a petite married woman. He was going to split it open & take her Anal virginity.
He got some lube & rubbed his cock up & down. He then bent down into her Ass crack & licked her Asshole deeply pushing his tongue past her Anal ring. She was moaning & pushing her Asshole onto his tongue trying to suck it. Her Ass muscles tightening & relaxing on his tongue. He pulled back & looked at her little Ass gape then added some lube. It went in & around her Asshole he then added a finger & felt it was ready!
He had one more thing to do he got his phone & put on voice recorder. Now before I take your Anal virginity Kerry please tell me you want me to.
Please young master take my Anal virginity gape my Asshole with your monster cock.
Marcus had got all that on recorder so he asked her why her husband has never fucked her Ass.
Black master my Asshole is yours & yours to take please make it full. My husband could never fill my Asshole like your cock master. My husband has never satisfied & filled me like you can black master.
He then texted the husband Richard & sent the voice message has a text.
The husband had been tried to call all day the number that had texted & his wife. Now he received a text again & he was egar to read it but it was a voice recording. He had finished the meeting & was going back to the car. He drove so fast back to the hotel went up to his room & played the voice recording. This is what he listened to. Please young master take my Anal virginity gape my Asshole with your monster cock. Black master my Asshole is yours & yours to take please make it full. My husband could never fill my Asshole like your cock master. My husband has never satisfied & filled me like you can black master.
He was shocked & sat with his head in his hands. He then looked at the photo from earlier the massive black cock going to enter her virgin Asshole. What have we done kerry he thought to himself was his marriage all over. He tried to phone Kerry again & no answer. He sat down & was in two minds he was so horny looking at the photos but felt like crying he would do anything to save his marriage anything!
The young black boys huge plum of his cock was pushing against the tight anal ring. Even with his tongue lube & fingers it was trying to stay shut. But he was knocking on her backdoor & it will open it just takes patience. Slow & hard he pushed she was sobbing & moaning but he was going in. Once it opens once it will open again & again it will always be available. Another push & he had eight inches in her bowels her rectum felt so good.
He looked down & the sight nearly made him breed her Ass. Her fat white Ass crack opened up with his cock snaking into her Asshole. He pushed a little more & she slightly pushed back she was starting to accept his black cock. In & out then one big push he was over eleven inches inside her Asshole. I didn't know if it was her tight Arse or the cock ring but it was making his cock throb.
He then with one final push wedged his cock all the way inside her tight Asshole. He waited a minute then slowly pulled all the way out & back in. He did this until he was satisfied it was accepting his massive black cock. He went in & out of the wife has she moaned & cried in joy with his cock in her Asshole.
Look Kerry are you enjoying my cock are you glad I took your Anal virginity.
Between gasps & crys out yes my young master it was made for your big black cock.
Good Kerry there's one more thing you meed to do & accept!
Master what is that I will do anything for?
You need to learn to do Ass to mouth & clean your Ass off my black cock.
What if it's dirty & has my shit on it master.
Well hopefully it hasn't but you will learn to do many nasty things now open wide!
He then withdrew & walks around to her mouth & Kerry opened wide & done another first Ass to mouth. He did this a further four times making sure the wife accepted this nasty act. Each time going into her Asshole & back to her mouth. He then fucked her over & over enjoying this MILF's tight Asshole. He's his going to share her with his friends to make her air tight. He's going to take her to a black only swingers bar where husband's take their wives to be blackened. He was going to have so much fun with her petite body.
He builds up his pace Richard going to have Anal cream pie to eat tonight In & out of her tight rectum he wants to empty his balls deep in her Asshole.
Kerry do you want to be bred all of my yummy cum deep in your Asshole. Imagine hubby behind your Ass eating my cum from out of your Asshole.
Yes between moans & gasps has his cock his picking up pace in her Arse.
Yes what kerry tell your black boy tell black master!
Breed my shit hold fire your yummy cum deep into my bowels master
He then fires deeply into her Ass womb breeding her shit hole filling her bowels. Her rectum sucking his cock draining all his potent cum. Pulling out to admire his handiwork her hole is a massive gaping O! Full of cum ready to feed her husband. He then got hold of a large black butt plug.
Stay still Kerry this will keep my yummy cum in your Asshole before feeding hubby.
He slid it into her gaping Asshole trapping all of his cum inside. He kissed her deeply telling her to feed her husband his delicious meal. She then put her long mac on & went to feed her husband at the hotel.
After a short cab ride she pulls up at the hotel. She goes quickly to the elevator & goes up to the room hoping nobody she's her dressed has a slut. A black mans three hole slut she thought to herself. She opened the door & Richard jumps up & confronts her. His mind is all over the place don't want his wife to leave him but can't bare what's happened.
Kerry with have you been I have been calling you all day. You have dressed like a slut I have seen the photos why have you let this boy come between us?
We agreed last night you were okay with it remember it was our fantasy.
No your fantasy to have a big black cock not mine.
Well we used to watch cuckold porn together & you said it was hot has fuck the hubby eating the cream pies from the wife. You eat three loads last night & didn't stop me & allowed me to go to master today!
That was to keep you happy last night I know I said them things but it was fantasy. Look at yourself saying someone younger than our boy his your master. You've also had your nipples pierced & tattoos for him.
No Richard these are non piercings & the tattoo is a temporary which will wash off. You seen his cock it's nothing like we have ever seen before. That's why he's my master I want his cock no I need his cock Richard. I have some things for you to wear for is & only two creams pies to eat tonight not three! If you don't agree I will leave you here & move in with Marcus you got two minutes starting now one!
No you can't leave me I will do anything for you Kerry don't leave me anything at all.
She jumps up on the bed & gets on all fours showing him her Ass. He's shocked there's a black butt plug between her checks & a QOS tattoo on her Ass. He doesn't need telling he jumps up on the bed behind her Ass.
Now cuckold hubby remove the black butt plug & suck it clean making sure you lick any cum off it. Yes like that now lick the yummy cream pie out of my gaping Asshole yes like that you are enjoying his yummy cum I drank some earlier your very lucky hubby. Now lay down I will plant my pussy on your face & mouth. Yes eat all that yummy cum pie you will beg for it soon. Then he had to lick the dried cum off her tits.
Now I will let you cum Richard get up behind my Ass get your cock out. He thought he was going to fuck his wife but no she said he wasn't allowed to Marcus said. But he could have a wank to empty his balls into a tissue to chuck into the toilet. So he wanked into a tissue looking at her gaping Asshole & QOS tattoo. He came in no time then she put a cock cage on his cock. She then put a white waiters collar on him & white cuffs the type you see male stripper's wear than a jockstrap. Then she has a temporary tattoo for him its a black spade like hers but instead of QOS inside it had a J for jack of spades. She tells him men wear it for black masters. He does all this to save his marriage.
The phone goes yes Marcus he eat both your cream pies & from my Asshole. He's dressed in his new outfit the Jack of Spades tattoo has well. Will you please come home with us tomorrow master.
He goes to say something & worries about being divorced so says nothing!
Too be continued...
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This is the second part following on from where young boy joins Only Fans. The young boy is eighteen year old Christopher now going by Chrissy. He's a small feminine boy with long blond hair & blue eyes with a small four inch cock. The man who he's moved in nextdoor to is name is Carl or Black Daddy forty years old. He's tall muscular & well endowed with a big thirteen inch black cock. There's now a second black man called Derek he's sixty years old. But is not like Carl he's got a fat belly with grey hair & would be someone that the young boy Chrissy would say is not attractive.
Not like Carl who made him want to wank after meeting him. Derek was not a man that Chrissy would look at twice. His black cock was smaller than Carl's at ten inch but it's girth was so wide like a can of beer wide. He's a friend of Carl's grandad & helps out with his only fans video shoots. Because of his aggressive forceful manner & his extra wide cock. Theres themes of Interracial anal & double anal with daddy talk & a young boy who is a sissy & a Queen of Spades. If this doesn't interest you sorry.
The day for young Chrissy boy had been a day of sexual liberation. He had decided he was going to be a Queen of Spades & give himself to black men. Carl keeps telling him it's not gay to sleep with black men. But it's a way of life to embrace the superior black cocks of black men. He could see that Carl's cock was three times his little white cock & thicker. He now called his cock his clitoris just like a woman has. He loved being flooded with daddy's cum & hoped that he was being bred.
The day has been so good he has actually being happy to dress up. Normally he gets an angry reaction & bullying when he wore feminine clothing. But daddy wanted him to try on all his different outfits & told him how pretty he looked. This led to him having sex in various positions & outfits. Daddy had so much stamina & Chrissy was so happy that he turned daddy on so much. Chrissy never even thought about sex ever until he met Carl is cock was embarrassing. It was four inches when it was hard & he didn't want to show it to girl's. Has a result he never ever played with himself just didn't have an interest.
That all changed when he met his new neighbour Carl he had searched the internet for pictures of black cock. That night he wanked looking at black cock but black cock with young boys. There was so much little white boys on line with older stronger black men. There was videos where they would beg to be fucked & they would dress like girls! Just the way he likes to dress & the black men encouraged them to dress like girls! They wore jewellery & clothes with the Queen of Spades symbol. He found out from Carl that it means you have a preference for black men. But the biggest preference is for black cock it's way bigger & better. Carl even said that older white men would give their wives to be satisfied by black men. Then they would clean their wives holes & clean the black man as well!
All of this set Christopher to submit to Carl. He now feels liberated & free. He could wear women's clothing & underwear all the time around Carl's flat. He loves it that Carl calls him Chrissy instead of Christopher. In school the bullies would mock him & say he's a little girl & call him Chrissy. But now when Carl called him little white Chrissy boy or sissy boy he loved it. Now he doesn't even call him Carl he's better than his own dad which throw him out. He wants to look after him & care for him has he says his dad would. So now he's my Black Daddy not Carl & I would do anything to please him. Anything he told me I would obey him to make him happy!
The Only Fans Idea was brilliant & will make so much money all my bills will be paid. But all the comments & everyone were older white men wanting to see Chrissy with black cock. The same white men who would call Chrissy a faggot or gay boy. Would pay to see him wear girls clothing & be a slut for black cock. All those things they used to say about him & now he can get rich for being himself. There's loads like him & how many other boys wish they look has pretty has Chrissy. Then they could have all their bills paid & get satisfied by black cock.
Now he has swallowed three thick creamy loads from daddy & being fucked so many times. His new name for his Asshole is his boi pussy & this has been bred four times. So that's seven thick potent black loads fired in him. Daddy has so much stamina & Chrissy only needs to wear some girly clothes. Or show daddy her temporary Queen of Spades tattoo on her Ass. Then he's good to go again wow the man is has old has Chrissy's dad but can go all day & night. That thought kept Chrissy's little clitoris hard in its chastity cage. His own cock that would orgasm once a day or week now keeps leaking cum Every time daddy's cock rubs up against his prostate he has a sissy orgasm!
Now her Daddy had popped out he had to pay some bills leaving her alone. When she heard the door open & someone walk in to the flat. Daddy must have payed the bill's he needed to & has come home. She was perfecting her latest outfit for daddy hoping he would have sex again. This latest outfit was frilly pink ankle socks a tiny pink G String & a flared pink skirt. Then a pink satin shirt & he brushed his hair back into a pony tail & applied some lipstick. So one last look in the bedroom mirror & he thought all of Christopher has gone. Now there was only the sissy boy Chrissy the slut for black cock! He then bent at the waist to look at his Ass the skirt didn't cover anything. The G String was deep in his small Ass & his Queen of Spades tattoo was on show! Perfect daddy will not be able to resist me let's hope he's ready for me.
He shouted daddy are you ready for your pretty sissy white boy? There was no reply so he just walked straight into the lounge & froze! There was an older black man that looked like a tramp. He was greying & had a belly that protruded & didn't look anything like his daddy! His daddy was strong fit with ripped abs & took care of himself. He was forty but could pass has thirty this man looked seventy or sixty! But daddy invited someone over to share him with. He agreed to fuck daddy's black friends. But no this man will have to go he will tell daddy when he gets home.
The man then spoke hello I am friend of Carl's dad I am Derek. You must be the little white sissy slut Chrissy your everything he described.
Well Derek I don't know what your been promised but not with me.
I wasn't promised I was told to come around to help with your training boy. We are going to set the camera up & film you taking two black cocks. We are going to stretch your boi pussy out really good little boy
No your not your nothing like daddy I only want daddy not someone older than my grandfather!
Look you are now available for black cock that means any black cock little boy? If you're daddy Carl hadn't found you? It could have been me you would then want my black cock!
No way I would never have sex with you Derek your fat & not attractive to me!
Derek then plays a video come & see little boy this could have been you Chrissy went over to see the video he was curious to look at it. It was a pretty boy smaller than Chrissy & he was dressed in stockings & garters. He was begging for his grandpa to fuck him. This shocked Chrissy & he says grandpa! Yes boy he was your age eighteen & I am sixty I wanted to make it sound better on that Only Fans site. The views were saying grandpa needs to black the young white boy. So I give them what they wanted! We made good money he loved his grandpa's cock. Now watch more & he played the next part. The white boy was trying to get his cock in his mouth I say trying has it was so wide it was like a beer can but not has long has Carl's. He then proudly said they all struggle it's ten inches long but nearly five inches around thick. It's like getting fisted in the boi pussy until it opens right up.
He then showed other clips the next clip the boy was on all fours & he was been fucked from behind. The old mans belly was slapping his Ass with each thrust but he was begging for his grandpa to fuck him. When he pulled back to show the camera his Asshole was wide open on display. Derek then spoke they loved hearing him call me grandpa! They wanted loads of photos of his wide open boi pussy Then there was grandpa fucking him missionary & riding his big thick cock! But what scared Chrissy more was when he had the young white boy in the bath. Then he pissed all over him over his sissy cage & into his open Asshole. But into his mouth to swallow the old mans piss. Then Derek spoke again he wanted grandpa's cock all the time. He even got all of his pretty friends to dress up sissy for me. I fucked all three & still do! We get groups of black men & they have every hole full. All night long & end up sleeping with cocks still fucking them
That's disgusting I hope they all don't look like you Derek
We will see what your daddy says boy when he gets home!
They sat in silence & Chrissy was thinking he's made a big mistake & was going to move back to his flat Hopefully Carl would give him his cut of Only Fans that would pay the bills. But he would miss daddy's cock & could anyone ever replace that big black cock!
A few minutes later his daddy walks in & greats Derek ignoring him. All the effort he made to dress pretty for his daddy & he greeted the tramp. The two men made small talk then started talking about Chrissy. He was there with them & they were discussing him like their property.
Yeah Derek the minute I put that temporary tattoo on I earned another $300!
Yes the subscriber's love that we make them our Queen of Spades sluts Carl. You need to get him a permanent tattoo soon & get some hormones for his tits.
Yeah he would look great with little tities Derek but it takes time.
Well I know a back street place in vegas that modifies white boys Carl.
What you mean Derek well they can tattoo him & get breast implants at the same time.
The money you're making will cover it & some he's cheap but good.
Well I will take his number Derek after we make some more videos I will have plenty spare money then Imagine him with huge tits & they both laughed but felt their cocks get hard.
Then Derek say's here some before & afters Carl & hands him some pictures. There's some photos of a young nineteen year old skinny flat chested & small Ass. Then the next photo his Ass looks bigger & he has 34 C breasts & a tattoo on his Ass.
Wow that's incredible his Ass is even bigger than before Derek & look those tits look perfect.
Yes Carl it's a new injection it adds some fatty substance to the Ass it looks good.
Yeah Chrissy's got a great Ass but Imagine him with tits & a bigger Ass.
Chrissy was sat there & was not happy why did they want to do them things. They haven't even asked him & anything & daddy hasn't said he looks good. All the effort for nothing & there's no way he's sleeping with the tramp! He's thinking about just grabbing his things & going but he respects daddy to much.
Then Carl looks at the other before & after. The next boy looked a bit like Chrissy but with long dark hair in a ponytail. Also very skinny & flat chested but had a big butt for a boy & looked like it didn't belong on his little white body
Wow the first photo is Ass is already done Derek!
No carl it was natural the first time I bent him over I was shocked he had a girls Ass.
Well you must have enjoyed that & the only fans subscribers Derek.
Then Carl looked at the next photo he had huge breasts & a tattoo & nipple piercing.
Yeah can you see Carl he had such a big butt I decided to ballance him out. They are 34 DD breasts & they looked so good I had them pierced the same time.
Yes I would have done the same.
Chrissy come here boy look at these photos how big do you want to go boy
I don't want to be modified I don't want to be with your tramp of a mate. I am not going to do anything anymore for you & you haven't noticed I have dressed for you!
Sorry I was very great full that Derek could come here at short notice.
But daddy you can ask him to leave why would you want him to film with us.
Well boy he is always asked for & all the Only Fans site need want his input.
Look you two I will leave but you will lose your profit's trust me!
No Derek I have requested your help & he will soon get into the swing of it.
Chrissy sat back down & said nothing he could see that daddy had made his mind up.
Well Derek how shall we start what you reckon in here or my Bedroom.
Well Carl your bedroom would be better it's got a comfy bed & cuffs on the bed.
Yes Derek those cuffs come in handy! We will set up your camera & video recording all up ready for him.
Yeah Chrissy looks so good in her new outfit & so virgin looking.
Well Carl his boi pussy is virgin for two cocks!
It's the first time that daddy had noticed the outfit that Chrissy wore & he was now happy. But what if he didn't want to fuck this old man it would be like fucking a grandpa
Carl then takes him to one side look you wanted to be a Queen of Spades! Now you don't want to look after daddy & his black friends!
Sorry daddy I said I would sleep with your friends but your fit! I thought they would be like you!
Well boy all sissy's learn that black cock is special old & young! He can go for hours his always requested for video & photos on only fans!
Okay daddy I did promise but if I feel uncomfortable can we please stop?
Yes boy he's not here to hurt you he's here to help us make money. The worst you will have to do is call him grandpa all the only fans like that.
But daddy that's disgusting & he wants to do things to my body!
No it's not disgusting it's just a name its like calling me daddy that's all! The things he wants to do to your body is what I want & will enhance your body.
Don't you like my body daddy you said I was really pretty.
Yes but a little bit more Ass & some small tits would give you more confidence boy.
He thought about everything & went into the bedroom holding his daddy's hand. Derek has already set up different cameras & video recording equipment.
He then says Carl I have logged in on your laptop he's got quite a following. I can see why you needed help they all want his boi pussy stuffed with two cocks!
Yes Derek we have to build up to that & see how it works out.
Then Derek says okay we will take it really slow & go back to basics.
Now pretty sissy boy sit on the bed & spread your thighs so we can see your cock cage. Yes that's great we don't want to miss a sissy orgasm do we. Chrissy done has he was told to & sat on the end of the bed. He spread his thighs & lifted his little pink skirt showing his cock cage.
Carl then said he's such a quick learner Derek let's check the Only Fans site!
No it's logged in all ready Carl it's the Chrissy Boi site correct.
Yes Derek has there been any new comments?
Not yet but a few are logged in & probably wanking their small white cocks ready.
They both laughed & the first message pop up on the laptop.
See Carl first customer wants to know when he gets two black cocks.
Well lets take our clothes off & start the camera we will start slowly with him.
Chrissy was sat there waiting to see her Black Daddy's cock & body again. He stripped first & then lust took over him again when he saw his big black cock. Derek then stripped off & it was nothing like daddy. She looked at him he was flabby with grey hair over his balls & a big fat belly. But his cock was about ten inches long but it was twice has thick has her daddy's cock.
They both sat either side of him & daddy told him to stroke both cocks. He obeyed straight away his little white hands looked so small on their black cocks. Up & down he stroked & his daddy kissed him deep tongue kisses.
Then whispers in his ear they would go gentle with him.
He stoked for a bit Derek says spit over both cocks boy. Yes make daddy's & grandpas cock sloppy keep stroking them up & down.
Up & down making both cocks wet in his saliva stroking away. He marvelled at the thickness of the grandpas cock & wondered how those young boys fitted it inside them.
Then a message popped up on the laptop. Derek went to look & called Carl come & check this out! Carl read the message out loud Chrissy listen to this comment. You need to get the young sissy slut sucking both cocks! But underneath the person added another message. Also make him ask both men politely to suck their cocks out of respect! The older one she should say grandpa & she's already calls the other one Black Daddy!
That's great it shows he was watching earlier said Carl!
Yes told you Carl that they love watching grandpa with the young sissy boy!
They both then stand both sides of Chrissy. He instinctively holds both black cocks stroking them up & down.
Then Carl says do what the message says boy just kiss both cocks.
He nods & looks up at daddy & then says can I kiss your cock daddy.
Yes but what else do you say Chrissy?
He then looks up past the older man's fat belly & whispers something. Both guys say louder we can't hear you or the camera boy!
Black Grandpa can I kiss you big black cock please.
Both men were so happy he is starting to obey it won't be long now! Then Chrissy kissed each cock in turn the older grandpas bell end was leaking pre cum & he licked it straight off. Grandpa thought that would look so good on video the sissy licking off his pre cum. Chrissy was in a trance stroking both big black cocks in his hands up & down. Then alternating between kissing one cock then the other black cock.
Then daddy said out loud can you imagine him bent over taking your wide cock.
The thought disgusted Chrissy & but made him feel excited at the same time. But just has he shivered at the thought his cock cage leaked cum he just shoot his cum into the cage.
Daddy smiles & points to grandpa he's excited at the thought of your cock in his boi pussy!
They both laughed at the mess in his chastity cage.
Then Derek said lets check on the comments Carl.
They had load more money & subscribers! All comments were positive & were praising him kissing grandpas cock. But they wanted to see more they wanted him fucked & sucking cock.
So daddy told him that he should show respect to him & grandpa.
So young Chrissy then asked what do you want me to do next?
Daddy answered well you can start by sucking cock boy.
Chrissy then while stroking their cocks looked them both in the eyes.
Black daddy can I please suck your cock!
Yes boy but I told you not to be rude!
The young white sissy then turned & said black grandpa can I suck your cock.
Daddy then placed his black cock against Chrissy's mouth. Chrissy knew what to do it wasn't his first & it wouldn't be his last time! He opened his mouth wide & bobbed up & down on daddy's cock. Then he placed his mouth on grandpa's cock & choked while bobbing up & down his thick black cock. The grandpa's cock wasn't has nice has daddy's & his fat belly was against his face. Sweaty big black man but he just wanted to keep daddy happy.
This went on for a few minutes the young sissy Chrissy alternating between two big black cocks. Turning both cocks shiny in spit & saliva blowing saliva bubbles over each cock. But he was doing it his own way back & fore. Both cocks were different his daddy's cock longer & sweeter. Then the grandpas cock was thick & smelly.
Then Daddy said do you want deep throat boy I can fuck your pretty mouth!
Yes daddy please thick your sissys mouth!
He then starts to push deeper into Chrissy's mouth holding his pony tail. His mouth opening wider to accept the huge black cock but still stroking grandpa's cock up & down. Daddy is determined to get his full thirteen inches into his throat. He wants his balls resting on his pretty White face. In & out holding her tightly by his pony tail fucking his young mouth. Chrissy is gagging & choking on his cock tears in his eyes. The cock going deeper with each thrust.



Then grandpa says pull out Carl let me help you out
Daddy pulls out of his mouth & he's gasping for his breath. His mouth still open & moaning from his face fucking! Granda had an idea for the white sissy boy.
Open wider sissy boy look at your grandpa!
Chrissy opened wider & was shocked has grandpa spits straight into his mouth. He looked shocked & was going to spit it out but grandpa had other ideas.
Don't spit it out or swallow slut! Hold grandpa's spit in your mouth boy. Now Carl fucks his sissy mouth again using grandpa's spit!
Daddy then forced his cock in deeper trying to get all thirteen inched into his mouth. He was choking the gentle daddy had been replaced by an aggressive daddy! He fucked harder & harder feeling his mouth opening wider He couldn't pull away has daddy was holding his pony tail tightly. But he dared not stop stroking grandpas cock up & down. Then daddy felt his last couple of inches hit the back of his throat his balls resting on his face.
Good little white sissy you've leant to be face fucked by daddy's big black cock!
He then fucked his face over & over. His balls making a slapping sound has he fucked his face. He was moaning like a little sissy boy & choking all over his cock. Then daddy's balls were tensing he was going to flood his throat with his cum! Daddy then comes deep into his sissys throat pissing into his mouth.
Take daddy's spunk pretty boy drink my cum sissy boy!
This was the biggest load he's shot so far he liked sharing him with his friend. Seeing this young shy white boy taking grandpas cock. He wanted to see grandpa's cock in him! The sissy was struggling to drink this much cum & didn't want to waste daddys cum. But he still stroked grandpas big wide black cock in his small white hand!
Good boy drinking all of daddy's cum down such a greedy white slut!
He then wiped his cock all over his face. His mouth gasping for breath his lipstick smeared all over his face & tears in his eyes. His face looks like a glazed doughnut some dripping down on to his pretty clothing & flat chest.
Daddy then says I need to clean my boy up there's a right mess all over you.
No Carl I have an Idea to clean him up later but I need his mouth next!
Now boy look at grandpa open wide I am going to fuck your face. You need a second dose of black cum now ask grandpa.
Black Grandpa fuck my mouth & throat & cum in my mouth I want to drink your cum.
There was a silence no man said nothing but they both hoped everything was caught on Only Fans. Then grandpa spat in the boys mouth & slid his cock into his wide open mouth. Then he just spread his mouth wide open with his huge cock. In & out the only sounds was the boys gagging & moaning. He could smell the musky scent & sweat of the fat older man! But it was making his boy clit throb. He could now understand the other young sissy boys given themselves to grandpa. In & out he's fucking this young white boys mouth & throat. Watching him squirm & moan with his face fucking.
He's fucked many young white boys but he's hoping daddy will let him sleep over with him! He would take good care of him really good! The thought of splitting this young Chrissy open all night long was making the cum in his balls ache for release.
Daddy I was thinking could he sleep a night with me soon?
Yes grandpa has long has you video him all night long be my guest.
The young boy nearly choked has they talked about him like property. The musky sweaty scent was making him want grandpa. He's ugly & fat but he knows how to fuck young white boys. The big balls in grandpa swelled & went stiff he was going to fill his mouth up!
Open boy look at grandpa real wide.
The sissy boy did it immediately! Grandpa made sure the camera was catching his orgasm. Has he cum in long thick streams into the boys wide open mouth. You can see his thick cum in his wide open mouth. The sissy boy was waiting for his next order has he kept his mouth open wide full of cum.
Now boy look into the camera with your mouth wide open. Yes just like that now swallow grandpas cum for the camera.
The boy swallows all his load & looks like the cat that got the cream! Has he liked his lipstick lips! The boy was so far gone these black men owned him.
Carl then says grandpa it looked like you were pissing into the boys mouth!
No daddy that's later after we have fun!
Chrissy was wondering what he had planned? Has he already had sucked daddy's cock while he was pissing! Both black men went to look at the laptop. They were impressed with the comments & money made. But most viewers wanted him fucked & double analy fucked!
Daddy tells him to get on all fours in the middle of the bed. His little pink G string pulled out of his tight Ass cheeks..
With his back arched showing his Ass to the camera & his QOS tattoo. He then cuffs each leg & arm to the bed posts. Chrissy is waiting patiently in preparation hoping for daddys cock again. But daddy stands in front of him at the head of the bed. But grandpa is behind his upturned Ass! The boy is thinking it's to small & tight.
Daddy speaks first raise up a little boy arch your back let your cheeks part for grandpa.
Yes daddy his he going into my boi pussy?
Soon boy your grandpa is oiling his cock looking at your boi pussy.
Then he feels grandpa part his cheeks wide apart but he doesn't enter him. He bends down & licks his Asshole sticking his tongue in deeply. This shocks the young sissy boy! He moans out loud & makes little cooing sounds Grandpa is deep rimming him thinking this will look good on camera. When he's satisfied he hops up behind his upturned boy Ass. Then lines the huge head of his big plum head at the boys boi pussy. It's so big & round it's like an apple going to enter his Asshole.
Then daddy speaks up Chrissy tell grandpa to take your boi pussy?
No he's going to split me open he's to big daddy.
He then lied flat not arching his back in fear & panic. He doesn't want this old mans cock in his boi pussy. But that's why they cuffed him to the bed to stop him getting away.
Now boy do what daddy tells you ask grandpa to take your boi pussy!
No I refuse I won't let him in my Ass he's to wide it will hurt to much.
Then there was a large smack the grandpa was spanking his Ass. Not little spanks a proper hard spank followed by another then another. His Ass was turning crimson red has he sobbed & blabbered from the spanks. But grandpa wouldn't give up. He then arches his Ass up his red Ass cheeks part wide apart.
Please grandpa fuck my boi pussy. I need your big wide black cock in my boi pussy grandpa?
Good boy it will make you very happy.
He then lines his huge wide cock up to his boi pussy. Then slowly parts it with his huge apple head of his cock. The boy crying in pain but not moving now. The black grandpa slowly but surely enters his boi pussy. The boy starts to moan deep gutteral sounds has his Asshole is split apart. His daddy to stop him sobbing puts his cock into his mouth. He's full now at both ends mouth & boi pussy bulging black cocks.
Then with one last push he could feel grandpas fat belly against his tight white Ass cheeks Then in & out with his belly slapping his boyish Ass. He looked at it & thought an injection or two! Would make it a perfect modified bubble butt. This thought spurred him on & he pushed harder into his boi pussy. The boy was gagging on his daddy's black cock. Two ends full of black cock a true Queen of Spades loving black cocks. The last thing was for him to be breed. Daddy pulls out of his mouth with his cock covered in spit & saliva.
Tell grandpa what you need boy just like you asked daddy for you slut!
Black grandpa breed my boy pussy! My boi pussy needs your cum.
Yes boy grandpa's cum is going to breed your boi pussy sissy.
Then he shot gallons of cum deep into the boys bowels over & over filling him up. When he pulls out it's leaking out. But his daddy wants to breed him so uses the cum has lube & enters his sissy boy. Chrissy moaned out loud & felt full again has is daddy replaces his grandpa. In & out he pounds reclaiming his Ass for himself again. Over & over untill he then felt his cum in his balls again raising.
Daddy's going to breed his cum into you again boy.
Yes daddy breed my boi pussy.
The boy has learnt well & he's nothing more than their sex toy & plaything. Daddy tenses & adds another big load to his bowels shooting thick cum into his boi pussy. The boy his slumped forward his face on the bed his Arse in the air. Daddy steps back & his Asshole is a perfect wide opened O facing the camera with cum seeping out. But they are not finished with him. They both untie his hands & feet he's not going anywhere now. He's too far cock drunk to get up & leave he wants more black cocks.
The grandpa moves him onto his back. then puts his little legs to his shoulders. His pretty little feet with his frilly socks on view showing everyone his girly outfit. Grandpa looks into his eyes & moves his pink G String to one side. Then lines his cock up to his boi pussy. Then slowly enters him splitting him in two again. The boys mouth wide open moaning in lust for his black cock. The sissy's eyes are glazed over & he feels so full. This goes on for a few hard strokes & he feels grandpa going to cum.
Yes grandpa shoot in my boi pussy again breed me again! Let me sleep with you grandpa & be your fuck toy.
This was great for the camera he was so far gone they could use him anyway they wish to. Then grandpa pulls out & sprays all over his cock cage & back into his open boi pussy. Then daddy lifts him up & drops him down on his big black cock. Lifting him up & down like a rag doll up & down his cock. His little boi pussy so full of cock with thirteen inches of black cock impaled in his rectum. Up & down & behind him the camera catching it all. His grandpa now lubing his big black cock. Now it's time he learnt to take two big black cocks.
Daddy stopped bouncing him up & down his black cock. Then held him & brought him forward onto him spreading his Ass cheeks wide apart. The black grandpa now is up onto the bed aiming for his tight Asshole. Wanting to push in along side his daddy's black cock. He realises to late their nasty plan for him they were going to double team his boi pussy together. He's seem it on a porn video & asked daddy if it was photoshopped but now he was finding out for himself.
No please I am to small my Ass is tiny it's to tight it's not possible to fit two black cocks into it!
Silence said daddy it's the ultimate goal to allow two cocks to breed you together.
Yes boy grandpas cock is going to make you really full.
He sobbed & screamed has he felt grandpa squeeze his cock along side daddy's. They were so good at fucking together one would push then the other would push. In & out in unison building up their cum. He was moanin & groaning now he felt so full & wanted the pain & pleasure to be over. Then he felt them both stop pushing & knew they were going to cum together.
Please fill my boi pussy up with your cum.
They both then cum deep inside him. Spurt after spurt of baby batter beep inside him breeding him together. They both pulled out leaving his boi pussy. a perfect O full of cum. The camera catching his gaping boi pussy Daddy then slid in the open butt plug so his Asshole was left open. They both then made him suck all the cum & Ass juices off their big black cocks
Then Derek says Carl is that camera set up next to the bath we need to clean the sissy up?
Yes go ahead & check it's lined up with the bath.
He then picks Chrissy up from the bed & leads him to the bathroom. Holding his little white hand & asks him to sit in the bath. Grandpa is then pointing his cock to his mouth.
Sissy boy open wide I heard off daddy you drank his piss now you can drink mine boy.
Yes grandpa has you wish.
He then open his mouth & grandpa shoots a stream of hot piss into his mouth. Over & over stream after stream.
Swallow sissy slut drink it down.
Then he pisses again & sprays piss over his little boy chest. Then daddy jumps up behind his Ass & aims at his Asshole.
Boy raise up arch your back let your little boi pussy open up to me.
He does has he's told drinking grandpa's piss! Hot & salty & stronger than daddy's. But he drunk it down anyway like it was sweet honey. Then he feels hot piss enter his Asshole it is washing out the cum from his bowels. Over & over his daddy pisses into his boi pussy watching it fill up with his piss. This is something he's going to do again. But he then surprises her pulls out the open butt plug & enters his boi pussy. Fucking her with his piss spraying all over his cock. Dipping in & out feeling his hot piss pour all over his cock. They both then get him to clean the piss off their cocks. Seeing him covered head to toe in hot piss & cum her pretty pink outfit ruined.
How did you like that Chrissy will you let daddy do that again to you?
Yes daddy you can piss in my boi pussy & fuck it anytime.
They then both noticed his sissy cage it was covered in cum & it wasn't their cum. He had been having sissy orgasms all the time leaking in his sissy cage.
The rest of the day he was fucked seven more times & his boi pussy was breed constantly. Twice doggy style from his daddy balls deep in his boi pussy. Once pile driver with his ankles over his shoulders & grandpa in his boi pussy. Another doggy style with his head on the bed Ass spread with grandpa in his boi pussy. Then two more two more times riding daddys big black cock with his boi pussy. He changed into loads of different outfits. At the end they pissed over his pretty face. While he was dressed has their secretary in white satin blouse black mini skirt & stockings & garter belt.
When grandpa left he give him a sloppy blow job with plenty of spit & saliva. promising to visit him after he's been modified.
Carl then gets a phone number off Derek. Because tomorrow Chrissy is going to get a bigger Ass & 34 C tits! Also tattoo of a permanent Queen of Spades & maybe some piercings.
To be continued... Chrissy's modification
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This story is purely fantasy of a wife needing more in her life has she passes fifty.
If not to your taste please don't leave negative comments & marks. Please move on & think of this has just a story.
There's themes of Interracial sex with younger male & older woman. Anal & cuckold also the black boy takes control of the wife.
Has the story progresses he moves on shares the wife with friends & family.
She experience her first double Penetration & air tight.Also uses the husbands money to take the wife to a sex club in Jamaica. The husband goes from her cuckold to sometimes being forced bi.
If this story doesn't interest you please stop reading!
The wife kerry fifty two years of age five foot two petite with 36 D tits a fat Ass but is firm & turns heads she has a bit of a tummy after two children but not fat.
Husband is Richard fifty four years of age five foot eight & average cock of about seven inches.
Boy is Marcus twenty two but looks younger well built with strong physique & six foot tall.. With a thirteen inch black cock that at his age can go many times a night.
It was the day they had to leave the hotel.
In the night Richard had pleaded with his wife Kerry to save their marriage. Kerry said that if he loves her he will allow Marcus to come home with them. It would be nice to have an extra person with them! Him & Richard could be come friends & watch football together. Richard said he's not interested in being friends or watching football he just wants you Kerry. Well Richard get used to it we can all have a great time together.
The suitcases were loaded & they had a phone call to meet Marcus. They pulled into a lay by for Marcus says somebody is doing really well nice ride. Richard's company car a mercedes top specification leather seats & blacked out windows. Kerry then added excitedly you wait to you see your new home. It's a five bed four bathroom & three reception rooms! it's also detached & on its own no neighbours.
Marcus then got in the back & Kerry got in the back with him.Before we drove off he made hubby change the position of the mirror. He could now see them sat in the back.
We haven't even got that far when they where making out in the back of the car.
Like teenagers heavy kissing & making out.
Then he looked & nearly lost control of the car he has his big black cock out. His cock was like a porn stars so big & hard with a big wide head & thick veins. Kerry was slowly stroking it & the husband noticed it's her wedding hand again. Richard had always been fascinated while watching cuckold porn with his wife & wondered how their cocks were so big. But this one is special to the ones him & Kerry watched.
There was one cuckold video multiple men where fucking the wife & they made the husband eat their cream pies. But a couple of the black men were making the husband suck the cum off their cocks. There was one who came in the husband's mouth! He turned it off said that husband was a faggot. But he sat in the car watching the mirror trying to concentrate on driving & couldn't help wonder if this boy will make him clean pussy or Ass juices & cum off his big black cock. This made his cock get hard & didn't know why was he turned on by his cock. It could be the fact he was humiliated by his wife fucking a young black boy.
He was getting closer to his home & he was thinking thankfully the windows are blacked out. His wife of thirty odd years is now bobbing up & down on his big black cock openly in front of me has I was driving. He was sat there with a smile on his face pushing Kerry's head onto his cock.
This is what he wanted for Kerry to have her holes stretched like he could never do.
He used to think he was more than big enough to satisfy his wife. She never ever complained but when they started to get older they role played. The role playing usually revolved around interracial sex with his wife. The first time they were watching porn it was boy & girl white couples. Then they watched a bit more extreme where there was two men one women. This would include anal & double penetrations these were always white.
This went on for a while when the boys were staying out with friends. Richard put on lesbian porn one night for her to watch Kerry turned it off. So he showed her two white women with a white man she didn't like that had well. So back to white males & white female but this always seemed quite tame.
Then one night Richard found a porn channel on his phone & mirrored it to the television. This channel had everything & you could pick & choose by type of porn.
But they started the most viewed video sections to see what people were watching. The first video that played was a busty red woman & she was with a black man. He went to turn it off & his wife said no watch this & this made her want sex.
We had sex & I had to say my black cock is entering her has she was on all fours. This made her push back on my cock & her pussy got wet.
The more interracial porn they watched the more every black cock seemed bigger.
They were also more stamina they fucked like trains they trashed talked the women.
They always went into their Assholes with cocks which didn't look like they would fit.
They did gang bangs double vag & double anal & shot so much cum.
But the videos his wife wanted to watch were married couples with black cocks.
The husband's were always made to watch while the wife would turn into a slut. They would open all the holes & black men
would shoot cum into the holes.
Then the husband's would eat it all up & sometimes clean the cum off the cocks
He didn't like that part but thought the cum eating was hot has fuck. This led to the couple wanting a black man to fuck the wife.
Richard spent ages one week when the children were staying at the grandparents.
To find a suitable black man to give Kerry a big black cock to fuck. They came close & got talking to a couple. The wife was meant to meet an older black man but got cold feet & chickened out.
Now she was in the back of the car sucking the biggest black cock we had both seen.
In ten minutes we would be home & he will have to watch his wife fuck this man in front of him. The problem was it was better has a fantasy because Richard believes his wife is in love with this young black boy.
Hopefully they could get back to normal & it's just a little fling her way of making up for lost years. But he probably helped to start it!
The car pulls up in front of a big detached house with surrounding countryside. The husband is like when you get your case I will show you to the guest room Marcus if that's okay.
Kerry then speaks up well he's my guest & I have promised he can sleep in my room.
What the fuck Kerry that's our bed it's the master bedroom & our marital bed!
No Richard he's sleeping with me I thought we had these arguments yesterday! Do we have to keep having a strop all the time we are not going to be disturbed.It's my time to have some fun not you Richard okay I need this in my life?
Okay then but where do I sleep next to you two in the bed is it!
Well Richard we have a five bedroom house with only one room occupied.
So you can take your pick but my bed won't be getting much sleep. You can sleep in the bedroom nextdoor if you like & listen all night if you desire. But beware we might keep you up all night so if you wish you can sleep in the furthest bedroom away from the noise.
Kerry I need him closer for clean up duties it's better if it's fresh cream pie.
Marcus you are naughty I didn't think of that we won't to include him & not let him out of the swing of things. Sorted Richard you can go in the bedroom nextdoor with the adjoining door.
Richard grabbed the cases & can't believe he's allowing this to happen in his own home. But Marcus is physically stronger & bigger. Also is wife is so into him if he says no & puts a stop to all of this will she leave or will she come to her senses. But he's not willing to risk it & he's afraid that if his work & family find out about this he will lose his job & house. So he has to go along with it has it's easier than the other options.
Richard has always loved the idea of giving his wife to strangers tried to set it up but Kerry got frightened. But he would behind his wife's back put on cuckold porn & wank to it. Especially when he boys moved out & his wife still only give him sex a couple of times a week.
He would always imagine the porn star was his wife Kerry. Anyone which was petite & carrying a little extra weight he imagined it was his wife. He would wish he was the cuckold husband lapping the cum from the woman's holes now the last two days he had the reality of this. He didn't tell Kerry but the cum tasted delicious & after eating the three loads the first night made him happy to eat both cream pies last night.
Now this is his life he was their cuckold.
He placed the cases in the room of choice made a few work calls. Then he went back into the living area & Kerry's face is been face fucked. She on her knees with the young boy only describing has fucking her mouth. His huge girth & length is nearly balls deep he doesn't even notice the husband. It's all about him & he's carrying on from the back seat of their car.
But he wants to breed this married woman each times he shoots into her she will crave him. He also wanted to make sure the husband goes along has he had been so far. The more he eats his cum he will get a taste for it & would not want to see Marcus leave them alone. He also wanted him to watch him take his wife a birds eye view of cuckold porn. This is something they had both watched has a married couple!
So he withdrew from Kerry's mouth looks at her clothes all covered in her spit & saliva.
She gasped getting her breath ready for this boy's next command.
Come wife show me my bedroom & the master bed.
You mean my marital bed master?
Yes & hubby can you get me an ice water & come up & get comfortable!
Off his wife & the boy went leaving him to do the boy a drink. When they got to the bedroom Marcus pulls a chair from the corner of the bedroom. Then position's this at the foot of the bed & says best view in the house! The wife strips off all that she is wearing is a pink G Sting with BBC written on it. Then a QOS temporary tattoo on her Ass cheek & the nipple piercing.
When the Richard brings a drink for Marcus she's on all fours with her fat bum facing the chair & her young masters cock in her mouth & throat. Her husband stops in his tracks & his first view is his wife's Ass slightly parted. Her pussy is wet against her G String & the QOS tattoo is in view of him!
Then Marcus instructs him what to do controlling him like he controls his wife.
Both of the married couple are his to now control & use for his pleasure!
Richard take a seat we are going to be doing this regularly you okay with that?
Yes I have promised Kerry that I would not stop you & her. But please don't wipe my face in it?
No Richard me & your wife want you to get into the whole cuckold scene! Now Kerry bought you some items I would like you to wear?
Like what sort of items just a few things it's to help with the role play. Now strip off we can't play together if we are nude & you are fully clothed?
No way we do I have to strip off!
Kerry then has her say Richard we need you! To be with us totally you understand?
He doesn't want to spoil his relationship any more than it is at the moment. So he reluctantly strips his top & jeans off & he's down to his boxer shorts.
No Richard everything comes off!
So his boxers come off then Marcus pulls out is items to wear! Theres a chastity belt which Marcus says he has to wear so he doesn't get carried away. The real reason was if he did cum he would be less easy to control! If he's horny a man is more likely to do things he's not comfortable with.
The he shows him a jockstrap to wear which basically was a pouch for his cock & balls & his backless with straps around his cheeks. Then he shows him a temporary tattoo & it's a spade with a big J inside.
He questions what it was for & Marcus explains that it's like the Queen of Spades.
But it's a Jack of Spades for men! It means a white man prefers black man he casually said afterwards.
Then Marcus grabs his cock holds it & puts it in a chastity cage when he held it Marcus felt it throb. Then he put the temporary J tattoo on him & told him to pull up the jockstrap! Perfect we can play now settle down in the chair.
This was so much for Richard to take in he was like a rabbit in the headlights. Looking at his wife on all fours Ass in the air just waiting for her black boy. He was one time actively encouraging Kerry to meet a black guy he was going to watch them fuck!
Now it's really happening he's feeling guilt & regret but also a bit of the unknown. Will he enjoy seeing her fucked or would he hate it & get jealous?
When Marcus was happy he jumped behind the mature wife puled the string out of her plump Ass. He was going to give the husband is very own porn show!
He was now rubbing the head of his huge black cock on her shaven pussy.
Teasing her knowing Richard is watching he pushes slightly so his head is going to enter then stops.
Richard is directly behind looking through his legs & seeing his big black balls! Now he wished he wasn't caged or he would be wanking to this sight. But he wanted to see his wife receive a cream pie for him to eat!
Now bady do you want my young black cock tell us we are waiting?
Yes master fuck my pussy it's yours!
What about your husband doesn't it belong to him?
No he can't fill me like you do fuck me black master fuck Me!
Then the black boy pushed a little more & her pussy opened & accepted his cock.
Her husband can see he's got about three inches in & ten more to follow. But she already looks full of black cock. Then the boy grabbed her wide hips & slowly pushes more inside her. She starts wailing & telling anyone who will listen how full she is. He's now nearly all the way inside & it squirts over the marital bed.
The husband has never seen anyone squirt before but her pussy was pulsing & drenching their bed. This is a first for his wife that her pussy can squirt. Then he pushes a little more & she's sobbing with lust. She's pushing her bum into him trying to get more cock into her tight pussy. Her husband can see from his view that her pussy is stretched to the max. There's another three inches at least to slide into the pussy & she's already full!
Then with the last push the young black boy gets all thirteen inches into the petite housewife. Waits a minute then starts moving in & out. Slowly at first then picking up speed in & out harder & faster. Kerry has never felt so satisfied having sex ever or never so full. She thinks to herself that when hubby was trying years ago when the boys moved out to get her to go black she should've! In & out deeper into her womb her pussy dripping again an orgasm building.
Then with a scream of joy her husband witness another female orgasm! She's Squirting all over the black cock & bed it looks like she's pissing. That's it baby show hubby what black cock can make you do cum over my cock & balls.
You enjoying this Richard is this what you had on mind for your wife?
No I don't like it he replied he's trying to convince himself.
But his cock is straining in it's cage at the sight of his wife being fucked. He kept watching the black cock slide in & out he started to love seeing the cock. The big black cock with his wife's cum & juices all over it & was getting to much. The fucking & seeing his wife so much into the black cock made him wish this had happened sooner!
That's it take all of master black cock push back to meet me that's my good slut.
He's saying these things for the husband's benefit but he knows the wife wants to hear it has well! In & out he's now picking up the pace again the bed is squeaking and rocking. This young boy was so fit & athletic all his wife could do was brace herself & enjoy! In & out harder & harder the wife moaning & groaning & pushed back. He's looking down at her fat Ass cheeks & knowing that hole is next.
This makes him pick up the pace he won't be long his seed will breed the wife.
That will be hubby's first meal of the day & he will be having protein shakes all day!
In & out harder & faster he's going to breed her shortly.In & out his cock coated in a creamy cum from the wife's pussy. Then he feels his balls starting to tighten he had to make her ask for his cum.
Kerry do you want my cum?
Yes master I want your cum please cum!
You can do better than that Kerry?
Black Master breed my pussy make me pregnant please breed my cunt!
This blow Richard away in all the years they were married she never used words like cunt ever!Now she's screaming that out with a young black man fucking her.
Saying she wants his baby & to breed her.
Let's hope there is no way she can get pregnant he thought to himself!
Hearing the wife beg for him to breed her was all he needed to hear. He says heres masters cum slut deep in your womb if hubby doesn't eat all my cum you will be pregnant. He & her shudder at that comment both for different reasons!
He then shoots thick creamy cum deep inside her pussy. Coating it thickly with his potent black cum. It lasts several minutes of the wife moaning while the black boy fucks the last of his seed into her womb!
Several minutes past & the room is silent after the fucking that just happened.
The room smells of sweat & musk only the smells of fucking can make. Master is still rock hard ready to go just like a young man & a young black man. Is cock wants to fuck & fuck this wife is open to him & wants to be fucked. He looks at her messy pussy & can see drops of his cum on her lips.
Inside deeper there's more a deep pool of cum mixed with her juices & cum.
He thinks this is great more yummy for hubby! Then he looks at his next target & she must have read his mind? Has he's looking at her tight Asshole it winks at him. Slightly opening to his gaze he pulls back & has an idea! Has he clocks the QOS on her Ass cheek she definitely is!
Richard do you know the term a sixty nine?
Yes it's where a couple do oral on each other!
Well could you get in position under your wife Kerry so you can eat her pussy?
Well are you taking this cock cage off then?
No boy you just doing that position when you eat my cum out of your wife's pussy!
But what if I don't want to!
Kerry then speaks Richard you wasn't so shy yesterday? Marcus is an adult he doesn't mind watching your pussy eating skills!
With everything stacked against him he layed under his wife & she lowers down.
She's still on all fours & her pussy is so close has she lowers! He can smell the sex & then a drop of cum drips into his mouth.
A appetizer for his main course & without any warning her pussy seals his mouth.
He's reminded of the taste he's getting acquired to black cum. He laps up & down her pussy lips & cum is flowing into his mouth! He doesn't care who can see but he desires this taste & wants more of his cum. All the cuckold movies he watched with Kerry were coming true! When he told his wife that looks hot has fuck he was now doing it for real.
The husband was enjoying eating a cream pie black cum mixed with his wifes cum.
When the young black boy jumps onto the bed! From where he was laying under his wifes thighs & pussy he had a view of black cock above him! The young black boy legs were either side of his head! He was going to fuck his wife doggy style! With him laying trapped underneath unable to move his wife's pussy above him!
The only thing he coud see other than his wife's pussy is the huge black cock! It's going to fuck his wife again but this time he's not in the chair? He's has now got a view of interracial porn but it's his wife & black lover. He wanted to get up & move but his cock was saying no! The sight he had was the best he had ever imagined his wife getting fucked!



Kerry tell master your Ass is empty & needs to be filled?
No husband is here is laying underneath me it's not fair?
He will love it they all do watching a black cock take the hole that is forbidden to them! He will be learning up close of the power black cock provides his wife! Now ask master to claim your Ass again?
Please master my Asshole felt so good yesterday & full please fuck it again?
Then Marcus spits on her Asshole & fingers it into her tight Asshole! Her husband is watching his cock is straining in it's cage!
Her pussy is no longer full of cum but is still dripping into his mouth. He then sees the huge black cock miss the pussy & aim above. Her cheeks slightly part to accept him home deep into her Asshole! This black cock is going into the hole she refused her husband to touch!
More juices from the pussy of his wife into his mouth has her pussy was showing her true feelings! The wife is surprisingly pushing back master was right white women love Anal sex with black cocks
The day Their asses are claimed by black cock is the day they desire black cocks!
Has she pushed back he pushes forward impaling his cock into her shit hole!
Her Asshole sucking his cock in he's now over half way in to her Asshole!
She starts to moan louder & has an orgasm spraying her squirt below! Straight onto the husband trapped below the first stream surprise's him. But he's soon mouth open drinking it down has he watched the black cock fuck his wife's Asshole! The young master hoping the husband trapped below watching him fuck his wife's Ass will distract him!
Has he's to busy drinking her lady cum he closes his eyes in bliss.The black boy had been waiting for this very moment! Seeing his eyes were closed he quickly takes his cock out without warming!He places it against the husband's mouth & has he expected he licked his cock!
He's seen this before macho alpa males turn when they are horny. So he let him lick his wife's juices for a while off his black cock. Then puts it back in his wife's asshole he keeps fucking the wife then pulls out!
Each time he pulls out he just leaves his black cock against his lips. No words are spoken he just licks the length of his black cock.
Then goes back into Kerry's Asshole in & out harder & harder! Each time he leaves his cock longer to the husband's lips which he licks up & down! Kerry is not even aware of this happening she was in her own world. But Marcus then moves it up a notch he goes to place his cock against the lips! Then surprise's him slides into his mouth he gagged a bit but accepted his cock!
His wife smiles to herself she was so far gone with master taking her Asshole.
But heard her hubby groan he's coming around to the black boy becoming her master that's good. The black master was now owing this couple they were both at his command. With this he picks up pace fucks in & out. Harder & faster occasionally slipping into hubby's mouth below.
Kerry ask your master for his cum!
Master please breed me with your potent cum my Asshole is yours!
Her husband is now hoping to eat the black master's cum & opens his mouth!
Master tenses his balls floods her Asshole
with thick creamy cum. Blast two & three of thick streams of cum deep into her shit hole. He pulls out to fire his last stream into Richard's mouth coating his tongue in cum.
Before he could swallow his wife drops down onto his tongue sealing his mouth!
Her Asshole then expands over his mouth filling his mouth with masters cum.
Then she laughs out loud & farts cum directly into his open mouth! Richard have you dreams come true?
He didn't answer has her Asshole was still dripping into his mouth! Her Ass cheeks trapped his head has he swallowed his masters cum. Yes his masters cum the taste of cum the cock cage the masters big black cock in his mouth! He was now was completely on board & needed his wife's masters cock! He is now happy to be their cuckold to serve black cock!
The young master then gives him a job to get some refreshments! When he's gone he has Kerry to lick & suck his black cock.
He's now sat in the chair with the wife between his legs.To relax he lights up a blunt of marijuana & puffs away.
The wife still between his legs choking on his big black cock. He then gets Kerry to open wide & blows the drug into her mouth. She then sucks his cock while blowing the smoke all over it! Getting high on the sex & drugs! This goes on & on Kerry is quite high but it could be the drug or his cock?
The husband walks in & nearly drops the tray of drinks at the sight in front of him!
He has never seen Kerry smoke also do drugs she's now doing both! Master points at him to sit next to his wife Infront of the chair. He settles down just has Kerry engulfs his black cock in smoke. He's addicted to this erotic site & also his big black cock!
Richard do you smoke marijuana it relaxes you it will make you serve with your wife.
No master I don't do drugs it's never appealed to me!
No it's great Richard & I want you to smoke the same has your wife!
Yes master it looks really hot!
The next drag of the drug master gets him to open up & blows smoke into his mouth!
Then Richard takes his wife's lead & sucks his cock using the smoke.His wife is now rubbing her clitoris has she finds it so hot masters cock in hubby's mouth! This goes on until master feels his cum building up!
He's going to make them both beg for his cum!
You two ask master for his cum!
Kerry & Richard both begged master we need your cum please master!
He then gets them side to side with their mouths open wide! He then shoots one stream in Kerry's mouth then her husband's. Another time in each mouth they both sit there with two loads in each.
Until he allowed them to swallow his cum!
They both obeyed their black master & swallowed together! He had another thing for them to do!
You pair should kiss & taste my cum between you?
They both shared a deep kiss & embrace.
Husband & wife both in happily married bliss! He broke their passionate kiss too enquire where the toilet was? But has another idea he's going to shock them.
Kerry open wide master needs to piss!
Instead of any objections she opens wide! Master directs a stream of piss into her mouth! Richard sat there opened mouth in shock! He filled her mouth three times before making Richard suck the end dry!
The rest of the day Richard mafe snacks & drinks. Also cleaned his wife's pussy two more times! Her Arsehole once more & master came directly into his mouth!
He also watched master have a shower stroking his cock! Then he made Kerry get in the shower with him! There she was giving a golden shower! Has he pissed all over her body! Aiming into her Asshole & pussy! She then sucked the past few drops off.
At night Richard slept in the bed nextdoor!
Hearing his wife screaming out loud! At least she hasn't left him thinks to himself?
But his cock was strained in it's cage.
How he wished he could cum himself!
Then the door opens his wife & master come in? No words are spoken has is wife sits on his face. He eats loads of cum out of her pussy! Then she leaves & master makes him suck his cock clean.
Richard you have been really good today?
Has a result I will remove your chastity cage!
Thank you master that's so good of you!
Then the master goes to leave but turns around says I have friends coming! You will be very busy cleaning! With the fucking in the next bedroom all night! He wanked his cock all night! Who's coming tomorrow & would his wife accept them!
To be continued...
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This is a fantasy story of a young white man finding a new sexual awakening.
I am a new writer who's trying to add stories to this great site. If you don't like the story please move on don't leave negative comments & mark's! Just please move on?
There are themes of Sissy Clothing/Butt Plugs/Anal Black Men fucking White Man/Queen of Spades if none of these interest you please skip this story!
The story starts at the beginning!
Alex has always been a small boy was bullied because of the way he looked!
He was very short at five foot five with a slight build. Liked to keep his hair long told friends he looked like a rockstar. But realistically he looks more like a girl! Now the biggest disadvantage in his sex life has been his small cock! At less than four inches! It's way smaller than the average cock! This prevents him having a love life. He's twenty two could pass has eighteen or nineteen!
He lives in a very small town in england where everyone knows everyone. He was not particularly good at anything in school there was no sports he could do? He dated a few local girls but because of his petite size added to his cock! They all finished has good friends one girl Debbie stayed friends!
She was happy for him to spend time at her house but there was nothing sexual.
But she dated lots of boys was always talking about sex. This made him uneasy he was a virgin! She would try new outfits on Infront of him but he never got any sexual feelings! What he got was the love of clothing & fashion from her?
When he left school there was a few jobs he was offered but all manual work! He could barley lift anything at all there jobs wouldn't be for him? The only thing he liked was fashion so he managed to get a job in retail. He had to stock shelves with clothing & assist customers with picking outfit's! There was a rep that used to come into speak to the manager. The rep used to bring new fashion ranges from London.
Alex got speaking to him he told him if he liked working in the fashion industry to move to London. This appeals to Alex all his life in a small village no real friends no future! So he manages to get flat on the outskirts of London finds a job in a fashion agency. He was twenty with his boyish looks & petite body he found lots of work. He would go all around London wearing the new outfits of the day.
Then out of the blue is work slowed down!
He managed to get hold of his fashion agency to ask why? The agency apologised explaining even though he looked young their client's always wanted someone under twenty! This was gutting because the next option was to move home to stack shelves again! But a day later he's handed a lifeline there is a photo shoot that needs young men.
So the day had come Alex got a tube to Putney bridge for the photo shoot. It was in an old warehouse he had to wear some new leather gear. There was little vest tops tight leather trousers & leather hot pants.
He felt uncomfortable then was told it was for a gay magazine! So he went to decline the photographer who then accused him of homophobia? He told the guy no I don't have any sex with men or otherwise.
He then went on to add that it would be weird people looking at him in a gay magazine? But after being told it could lead to more work he reluctantly agrees!
After a few outfit changes he was happy but when he had the hot pants on a guy felt his Ass! He took offence & stormed off!
A few minutes later the same guy came & found him he apologised. Then was telling him he had a cute little body that could get lots of well paid jobs! He was a photographer for an upcoming agency which shoots fetish shoots. The main thing they shoot is sissy Clothing for black men!
He then wants to know more then is told little dresses & some symbols! He turns it down but his giving a card to think over?
Two weeks had gone by he had no more modelling work. He then had a few bills which needed paying so it was pay the bills or eat? He then remembered the card off the photographer & rung the number.
Hello it's Alex I was the guy you slapped his Ass on thay gay photo shoot?
Yeah I remember you my name is Dave I do the model agencies photos!
Well would you be interested in me doing some photos with you?
Yeah sure but there's more money involved because it's more soft porn shoots!
What you mean soft porn like sex?
No it's pretend you are made to look like your having sex that's all Alex! But the agency is paying good rates over three thousand pounds a shoot.
Oh I could do with that money dave it would really help me out?
Well you were a bit offended the last shoot this is a lot more hands on?
I am not bothered if it's just photos that's great the money will make a big difference!
Great I will send you the address see you soon boy!
Alex was surprised he called him boy but he could pass has one. The day had come he had to travel by tube to Brixton in London. When he got to the stop he was with one other the only white person.
When he got from the tube there was a small walk to a warehouse. When he was walking there was a group of muscular black men who intimidated him.
He was glad to get to the warehouse?
He's not racist but felt like the only white man in the area! He went in Dave was waiting for him & showed him into a large fitting room. The thing that surprised him there was a room opposite the fitting room.
It had a huge bed & there was a few chairs also all the cameras were set up! He also noticed video cameras in front of the bed!
Dave comes into brief him on the day ahead what is expected of him!
Look you have the look the agency is looking for they need pretty young boys?
Look dave I might look like a boy! Twenty two years old is not a boy & why pretty Dave?
Well you don't tell them that for our sake & the money you are eighteen okay?
Okay Dave if I get paid what you promised I am up for anything!
Well before you get the details I will just
explain everything to you Alex? If at the end you can leave but no money will be paid to you!
Then he starts to explain the new agency.
Well they want to recruit some young white boys to sell clothing they are selling! The boys have to be the right size & age. The way you look blonde hair blue eyes girly looking & short. They will provide a couple of black men to help with the photo shoot!
There's a lot of girly clothing to be worn & sexual acts to provide! But it's all for the camera's if this is to much for you the door is open for you Alex?
Well I like playing dress up but what sort of sex acts has long has it's for the camera?
Nothing to bad it's just with black men you just have to pretend Alex!
But why video cameras I thought it was a photo shoot?
It's their way of doing things because they shoot sex based scenes no one calls rape.
Alex say's he's happy so off dave goes to get the outfit's for the photo shoot. All the outfits are layed out in front of him. The first outfit is a pink crop top QOS pink flared skirt with pink frilly socks. The second is a black maids outfit with QOS symbol this is also a flared skirt! With hold up stockings & high black heels. Third outfit is a school girl outfit with white crop top QOS flared check skirt knee high socks & flat shoes.
Their quite revealing outfits Dave & what does QOS mean?
It's just a new line of clothes for white boys & they are prompting them! The QOS is just their logo cool yeah!
Yeah different I like the big spade the QOS is written on it's like a playing card?
Also there's a few more things you will wear to finish the outfit Alex okay?
Like what something to wear underneath those small skirts or my Ass will show?
No were getting to that you can still back out but there will be no money!
Dave grabs a tray with a few items on it?
First was a temporary tattoo with QOS logo second was a choker with QOS!
The third item intrigued Alex it was a leather belt with a ring in the centre and a flat metal contraption!
Look Alex the company is advertising the QOS symbol the choker & tattoo!
I have to be tattooed permanently?
No it's wash away temporary I also seen you looking at the chastity cage Alex?
What's a chastity Cage I don't want to be awkward but I am a virgin?
Your a virgin at twenty two that's good but a chastity cage prevents your erection.
With that they had to move on the two black men would be arriving soon?
Alex stripped to his pants Dave got a razor out comments he had got no hairs?
But shaves around his testicles then says that cock is tiny boy your not a man!
Then he attached the flat metal cage & the belt around his body! Now boy that little thing won't get hard!
Then he places the tattoo on his Ass cheek the coker around his slim neck.Alex then changes into the pink outfit pink crop top with QOS pink frilly socks. Then pulls up the skirt his Ass is on show with the tattoo & flat cage on show!
Dave says wow your sure your not a girl!
You are fitter than the women I date they are going to love you! Then leads him into the photo shoot room. Then Dave has him in a load of poses & positions. Always focused on him bent over to the camera!
Alex felt uncomfortable because his Asshole was exposed. He felt his little white cock tight in it's flat cage? But he thinks no one will see these photos! Also the money will pay the bills! So he happily goes along with the shoot!
He's now on the bed on all fours! Dave says we are going to need some props.
Comes out with a tray of sex toys all are black! There's four different black dildos in various sizes! Then three items he doesn't know what they are. They are big & flared with the QOS symbol?
Dave I know they are dildos but what about the other items?
They Alex are Butt Plugs they go into your Asshole boy!
Oh you said it's all pretend Dave not real sex I can't do that?
Look the agency need their products advertised? Their symbol is in the middle the first two are small! It's just the biggest one but we can leave that? Just start to suck the dildos first!
Alex picked a small dildo & sucked it. Dave had him seductively licking it all over. Taking photos & different views! The camera still recording it all. Then he moves to the second one. This is slightly bigger but it takes away from his Ass. The more he's kissing the cocks the more his bare Ass is left!
Then Dave picks up a bottle & says try this it will help you relax?
Dave is it drugs I don't do drugs!
No it's harmless it's called Amyl Nitrate or Liquid Gold! It is just a relaxant & will make your muscles relax? Take a sniff inbetween playing with the cocks?
Alex then holds up the bottle & deeply sniffs. Straight away he feels light headed has if the blood rushed to his head! But he doesn't feel to bad. So between sniffing he keeps sucking black dildos! Oddly while sniffing & sucking his cock is tighter in the flat cage! Then Dave says we need the plug in your Ass! Alex bends & sticks his Ass out. The poppers are taking an effect!
Dave picks up a small butt plug like a couple of fingers! With him relaxed & sucking cock it slid in easy. He then has him on all fours arching his back. This parts his Ass cheeks showing the QOS! The agency will be happy that their symbol is on show! Alex's cock is getting stimulation has the plug fits in his Ass.
Then Dave picks another plug the middle of the three! He removes the small plug & puts it straight in Alex's mouth! Alex just goes along has it felt like it was part of the shoot? But in reality he was sucking his Ass juices? Dave pushed the next plug into his Asshole this also went in easy! Alex is feeling full & light headed. He's got a happy buzz sniffing the Liquid Gold.
He's sucking one black dildo the largest dildo he's stroking! The agency is going to be very happy! While Alex is playing up to the camera. Dave is adding lube to the last butt plug this is a size of a small fist! Then Dave removed the second butt plug it leaves is Asshole gaping. Alex sucks this plug without questioning! All the while is Asshole is opened at the camera's. Dave is thinking the two black guys are going to have fun!
Alex are you relaxed because there's a bonus is we can do some shoots of you tied up?
Well this bottle I have been sniffing has helped me feel relaxed?
Dave then has some cuffs & he's cuffed to the bed each arm & leg! Still with his Ass to the camera. Dave is thinking when the black men get here he will be ready! Then he gets behind Alex's Ass & puts a drop of lube on his Asshole. Then he holds the big black plug & it starts to open him up!
Dave that's hurting me please stop we said not the big one please take it out?
Look just relax that Liquid Gold will help!
It's got a bigger symbol of theirs on & helps with their advertising? The black men are coming next Alex they will then replace the toys?
No please I am not gay don't! I can change into another outfit? I don't want to be cuffed my Ass will be on show? Please I am a virgin it's not what we agreed to?
No Alex you've agreed to do a soft porn shoot! Unfortunately these black men don't know soft porn! Perhaps they will break you in gently? They love virgin boi pussy & you will get a big bonus! Scream has loud has you want Alex no one will come for you! Not until they cum Alex!
Dave then walks out of the room the video still recording! Alex on all fours cuffed to a bed. Wearing a pink Queen of Spades sissy outfit. Waiting for two black men to take over from Dave! His head spinning & the poppers still in his system! His cock is in a flat cage strapped around him! His Asshole is stuffed with a large black butt plug! But Dave called it a boi pussy & they love it & I can get a bonus!
Two large black men have now arrived at the warehouse & Dave is briefing them.
He tells them both Alex is twenty could pass has eighteen is very feminine? So pretty with his long blonde hair & sissy clothing! Both men are now ready to continue the photo shoot.
The first black man Jake is muscular & has a twelve inch cock.
The second black man Sean muscular with fourteen inch cock.
Alex is still cuffed in the video room & is wondering what is going on! Then he feels there is people in the room again? He's on all fours facing the wall on a bed! The video camera recording behind him! He's all in pink clothing & has a big black butt plug in his Ass.
Is that you Dave you can uncuff me now?
Surely I have done all you've asked of me!
Well sissy boy my name is not Dave it's Sean & my friend is Jake! I see your ready for us Alex we might call you Alexa do you like a woman's name?
No I am not a woman I don't know what is going on please uncuff me?
Well sissy from what we are looking at you are a little girl not a woman! Your lilly white Ass is present to us & that boi pussy looks ready for cock?
No please I am not gay & I am on a photo shoot that's all!
We have seen the photos already sucking black cocks & happily having a black butt plug in your boi pussy sissy! Now we have come to replace the toys with the real deal sissy boy! We have the photos remember you don't want agencies to see these! It might be your last shoot if you don't
Alex now doesn't protest if any agencies! See these photos the only work he would get is porn shoots! It could mean he would lose his flat! He just accepts his fate & hopefully it will be pretend? Just like Dave says it's all for the camera's! But Dave did stick butt plugs in him. But that was just for the agency's advertising? But now he's faced with the prospect of gay sex!
Sean goes behind him & removes the butt plug his boi pussy gapes open! He slaps his Ass & tells Jake check his boi pussy he's begging for cock! They both then stand in front of him on the bed. He's still cuffed but his mouth is available. Both black cocks slap his face & he slowly opens his mouth. Jake is the first to fuck his face & throat! When his cock went in was it the poppers or the sexual act! But he feels his cock pulse & throb! He has is first ever sissy gasm in his cage!
Jake noticed & says poor boy has one of those flat cages! He can't even get hard but he's just orgasmed?
Sean no his clitoris has had an orgasm!
When our cocks are in him we will milk his prostrate & there will be more!
The next few minutes they take turns using his mouth to fuck. He is moaning now over their cocks & his boi pussy leaking cum! The once quiet boy who didn't have a sex life was now at their control. Both cocks were covered in his spit & saliva! His breathing was more like a pant he was giving himself to these black cocks! Sean noticed how much the sissy was enjoying himself!
Sissy boy you enjoying this tell me boy?
No your making me I am cuffed? Can we go back to the photo shoot please? Or give me the money send me home!
Boy stop pretending it's all about the money! Your sissy clit is leaking it's lady cum we haven't touched your boi pussy!
When we fuck that boi pussy sissy you will be declaring your live of black cocks!
Hey Sean we should uncuff him see if he runs? My bet is he wants to get his boi pussy fucked!
Yeah Jake great idea we have the photo's from earlier anyway! Perhaps other agents will need his sissy Ass to shoot?
No I will keep you both happy just don't ruin my career?
Look Sean I told you when we walked in! He's a slut for our black cocks!
They uncuff Alex & instead of trying to escape he grabs their cocks! Stroking them in his little white hands, Feeling their strength & size. All he wants now is big black cocks! He couldn't care less about the modelling job he desires their cocks!
Yeah stroke those cocks white boy! Told you Sean he was a slut for out black cocks?
Yes Jake once he experiences our black cocks inside him he will be back for more?
Yeah Sean these porn videos are going to be best selling!
Alex on hearing this comment felt tricked!
Was he really on a gay porn shoot? But he now desired black cock! His cock was dripping into the flat cage. The poppers were making him light headed & relaxed!
Presented with these black cocks he just wants to serve them. All pretence of the photo shoot for the agency was gone!
He was now stroking one black cock while sucking the next. Alternating back & forth both cocks were coated in his saliva & spit!
His face was flushed tears in his eyes & moaning like a slut! The both men were now fucking his mouth! They were happy that he was becoming their slut!
Sean then speaks up I will break his boi pussy in first! Jake I will loosen him right up for you?
Okay Sean your bigger cock will bust him right open!
Alex said nothing but had Dave showed him presents his boi pussy. He arched his back & pushes his Ass out! Sean is up behind his Ass aiming at his Asshole! Then with a push his big plum of a head edges into his Ass! His boi pussy slowly opening up to the big black cock! Good job for the poppers it relaxed him just enough! He was no longer a virgin has the black. cock enters him! In & out he pushes his cock into his boi pussy. Jake is steadily fucking his face suppressing his cries!
Sean his holding his hips taking his virginity! Feeling over half way into his boi pussy. This model is now a black cock whore & this is his life! Eventually he will be filmed doing double Anal & watersports! But today it's about converting him to black cock! He's looking down at pretty Alex's Ass swallowing his cock! The QOS tattoo on show his flat cage & pretty pink sissy clothing. Black cock looks so good in white he thinks!
He's now getting a little rhythm going & it's over a third in his boi pussy! He pulls out to see his gape & it's a perfect O! It won't be long & it will be a bigger gaping O! He is now sucking the black cock into his boi pussy!
Yes Sean take my boi pussy! Please I need all of it please Sean!



Hearing this Sean pushed the remaining few inches in finally claiming his Ass! He waits a while letting the sissy boy get used to his cock! Then he moves in & out slowly then faster. His black balls hitting his white Ass cheeks! He needs this in his life is glad he agrees to fuck these sissy boys!
This agency gets him all the best young white Ass. This boy will now need black cock like his morning coffee!
Jake is watching & fucking his mouth! Hearing him moaning on his cock. His face & boi pussy being fucked in unison! Next he will change ends & he will fuck his boi pussy! But first Sean his loosening it & making him want black cocks! His cock all sloppy wet from the gagging! He can see Sean his going to be filling him soon! That will be his que to fill his mouth.
In & out the pounding is getting harder. His boi pussy is accommodating Sean's black cock! Fourteen inches of hard. black cock rearranging his bowels! His back passage full of black cock! Slowly milking it's cum from Sean's black cock. In & out harder & harder with the odd spank! He's building up his orgasm he's going to bred white boi pussy! In & out until he feels he's reached the end goal!
Hey Alexa ask me for my load straight into your boi pussy!
Sean I need your cum deep into my Ass!
No sissy boy when you dress like that it's called a boi pussy & it gets bred!
Sean breed my boi pussy with your black man cum! I am a girl for black cocks?
Good girl your such a pretty sissy boy!
Tell me you are now black cock only?
Yes Sean I am black cock only & I need to be bred?
That's what he needed to hear Alex belongs to black cocks! Then he breeds him for the very first time! Alex will never be the same boy again. He will crave to be treated like a slut & will dress has such! The second & third shots coats his bowels!
He milks the last of his cum with his shit hole. His sissy boi pussy dripping cum all over the black cock.
Jake groans & fills his mouth with cum enough to drink down! Spurt after spurt filling his mouth & belly. He is cum drunk & his sissy clitoris leaks more cum. His flat cage suppressing his erection but accepting his cum. They both clock his sissy gasm!
Then Sean pulls out & admirers his gaping boi pussy! Full of his potent seed dripping out of it! This is his first of many & there are other outfits for him! He then moves to Alex's face & he cleans both black cocks! His Ass off Sean's & the cum off Jake's black cock. Swapping back & forth while stroking to maintain their erections!
Jake then layed down on the bed & held his black cock upright! Sean then lifts Alex above his cock & allows him to drop down!
Jake holds his boyish hips & watches the sissy! Slowly being impaling on black cock the boi pussy being split open! Sean at the front of the bed stands above Alex. No orders given but Alex starts to suck his fourteen inch black cock! While bouncing up & down cowgirl on the twelve inch black cock. He's full at both ends again double teamed!
Loving his new life has a black cock slut! He's found his purpose to serve black cocks his cock is not a cock! These black cocks are three times it's size! He can also dress in pretty clothes he always likes to dress up.
Bouncing up & down Jake's cock & sucking Sean's cock. Black cocks against his pretty pink outfit! Black cocks inside his holes soon two black cocks in his holes! But from virgin to slut he didn't care about money! All he cared about was pleasing their black cocks.
Up & down he rode the bull below his cheeks spread wide with black cock. The video still recording a view of black cock in his Ass! A black cock in his mouth he's all pretty in pink. When he lifts his Asshole gapes open & his QOS tattoo on show!
Soon to be full of black cock has he drops back down! Sean has got his black cock into his mouth! Making him gag on its length & girth.
It makes for a sight a small petite white boy with two muscular black guys! His pretty looks & clothing in stark contrast to their black bodies! The video recording has he's used both ends by black cock. He doesn't understand the meaning of Queen of Spades! But he soon will know the meaning? He will give his body & soul to black cock.
Up & down Jake thrusting & pushes upwards claiming his boi pussy! Up down harder & harder with each bounce. The black bull bucking underneath him building his orgasm! His sissy clit leaking into it's cage with every thrust against his prostrate. Jake & Sean both approaching their orgasm's they need to cum!
In & out both bulls cum are building! They both needed release & to cum! Sean is at the point of no return & floods his mouth with spunk! Alex drinking straight from the source all the way to his stomach! A final squirt all over his sissy face!
Jake now seeing this is desperate to cum! But he needs to hear Alex ask for his cum!
Boy tell me to cum deep into your boi pussy? Come on sissy boy ask Jake to be bred?
Please Jake breed my boi Pussy!
Jake pushes against his prostate & fills his shit hole with cum! This leads to Alex cuming in his sissy cage his sissy clit leaking it's cum! While Jake breeds his lily white sissy Ass! He's loving the term boi pussy & loves it full of cum! They both get him to clean their cocks up! Then he goes for an outfit change!
To be continued...
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This story is purely fantasy just another to add to this great site. If you don't like the story just move on refrain from negative comments!
Themes of Interracial sex between black man white female also Anal & breeding!
If these themes you don't like sorry!
Jane the main character in this story is an attractive thirty two year old white lady! Brown hair green eyes slim but with a shapely body! With large firm butt 36 E breasts five foot six & turns heads!
Darren her husband thirty three year old white man! He's five foot nine skinny with a six inch cock.
Sean a barman is twenty two year old black male! Six foot tall muscular & a twelve inch cock.
Well it all starts when Jane was younger she excelled at sports. So good she represents her county at a variety of sports.
Played netball for her country. Swimming at olympic trials. Ends up at university doing sport degree. Then at eighteen she starts missing out on teams. She then receives some news of her coach. He explained that her body had not developed to help in all sports?
She wants an explanation it's then said that she was to short! Too busty & her butt was to pronounced? Well she couldn't help how her breasts were so big for her frame.
Her butt was because of all the squats at the gym! Which she did to keep fit for all the sports! So from being in every team she found herself not wanted!
So she ends up leaving university & finds a bank job. All her life was revolving around sports. Now she sat at a desk at a bank!
All her hopes dreams destroyed back to a normal life. Over the next few years she just worked long hours. Trying to save to afford a flat. No social life definitely no boyfriend! In fact she has never had a boyfriend ever.
At the age of twenty three she met a boy she knew from school. His name was Darren he was a year older than her. They went out for a few months before it got serious! After a year they got engaged at a local restaurant! By then threes year later they had married. Her sex life was a non event they made love with the lights off!
Neither of them were that bothered about sex. Both of them were Carrer driven & want to increase their salaries. No thought of having children just work!
They were both in their thirties when they decided to try for children! So sex become more often but still a couple of time a week. Always lights off missionary style sex that's their sex life! This went on until Jane got to thirty two they got worried! So had some tests Jane was fine but Darren had a low sperm count! But were both reassured that they would have children. Just both needed to relax it would happen? Jane still was happy having sex a couple of times a week! Darren knew his sperm count was low so wants sex more often. But Jane was prudish so that didn't happen.
So weeks went by still no pregnancy! The husband wants to be adventurous & try new positions! But Jane hadn't given him a blow job! So doggy style & cowgirl style were not an option! Back to the same old sex missionary style! But now every day instead of three times a week. Jane should have been happy with sex. She had the body slim waist big firm Ass. Huge tits for her size a 36 E cup with real big nipples. She always trimmed herself neatly with a shaven pussy. But maybe the knock back at university effected her confidence!
Well a close friend was getting married & was looking at a hen party. Sally then told Jane that I have booked Vegas for the hen party! So Janes husband said it will help you relax when you get back we can continue trying to have a baby! So it was agreed that Jane would go to Vegas! Five women in total Sally the bride with four friends. Jane packed some swimsuits & clothing but all very conservative!
They all arrived at the hotel Rio in las Vegas each room was a suite. With separate bathroom large bedroom & living area! The first day they met at the many pools at the hotel. When sunbathing a friend Mary say's why do you cover yourself? She was wearing a full body swimsuit! All the others were in bikinis & were showing lots of flesh.
She explains that I have always covered myself! Sally then says let's get you some better clothing it's so hot! Jane turns her down says she is comfortable in her one piece. Rest of the day was spent at the pools. They were served drinks & snacks by different servers. Then there was a shift change! A young fit black man becomes their barman. All the women had a few drinks & were quite tipsy.
When the barman asks ladies is there anything I can get you. One of the group Lucy says you will do! All of the ladies laughed out load & he got flustered. The rest of the day they were all talking about the fit barman!
Sally says what's your name boy are you single?
Sean ladies & yes I am single I spend most of my time working here!
Well Sean says Mary there's a cue when you decide to stop working?
They all laughed & he rushed off slightly embarrassed! All the women were saying he's packing you can tell?
Jane then responds it doesn't matter about the size it's just a function? It's only used for making babies nothing else!
All girls then said no Jane it's a great form of exercise pleasure has well. Jane still argues that she is not bothered about sex!
So all day they described sex & how they had orgasm's. Jane then said women don't orgasm only men? So each time he came to their sun loungers. They made sexual comments to Sean! The night they spent partying to the early hours!
Jane was the last to go up to her room.She bumped into Sean & they had a long chat!
She was sure he was flirting & went to bed that night happy! Following morning by the pool Sean again approaches her! The girls say he's got a soft spot for you! Well Sally laughs & says a big hard spot! That day they all went shopping Jane bought a bikini.
Later that day all the women were by the pool Jane turns up! She had a wrap around her & all the girls were shocked! She removed the wrap & had a tiny black bikini! They all said where have you been hiding that body! She laughs & says your telling me girls to wear something to catch a tan. Now your saying I look all on show?
They all said no it's just you've gone from all conservative to hot! That bikini leaves nothing to the imagination!
That afternoon Sean starts his shift at the Rio. He goes around different groups of guest's. When he gets to the hen group they all start making sexual comments! He laughs it off then noticed Jane he can't keep his eyes off her! It was like he was drawn to her! He made a few comments said she should dress like that more often.
When he went to get drinks all he could think was Jane looked so hot!
The rest of the day the hen party enjoyed drinks & snacks. Sean was back & forth with their drinks. The atmosphere always turns sexual when he was around! When he came the one time Jane bent over to pick something up! Leaving all her Ass on show the string bikini in the crack. He had to rush off has he felt his erection! All the girls noticed & made comments to the fact!
Jane the poor young man nearly had an heart attack! Told you how your body is so hot!
Look Sally he's looking at all of us it's his job! My body is the reason I lost out on my dreams! It's an odd shape it's to curvy?
No Jane your body is these men's dreams! He's probably thinks it's his lucky day serving us?
Okay sally if you say so!
The rest of the day they spent sunbathing & drinking by the pool. Later that afternoon the bride to be Sally wanted to get a momento of their trip! They all decided to find a tattoo shop. Sally was going to have her husband's name tattooed on her. They found a tattoo shop & all picked tattoos except Jane. She hated tattoos thought they looked cheap & nasty! Sally & her other friends had little tattoos added on discrete places! But Jane still refuses & didn't want anything on her body!
Jane come on just a little tattoo it doesn't have to be large it won't hurt that much?
Look Sally it's not the pain it's the thought of having a tattoo their nasty?
Look Jane look at mine it's a little rose with my husband's to be name? It's discreet on my wrist it looks classy!
Okay then I will find something discreet?
She then browsed around the tattoo shop. She came across a black spade tattoo with a QOS in the middle! She then shows the others & they said it goes with the gambling? Has it is the playing cards like black jack? Then she had made her mind up on a very small discreet tattoo! This was going to go on her lower ankle.
She was happy at the spade above her slim ankle!
They got a cab back to the Rio hotel the cab driver liked her tattoo! She says to the others look it's so pretty it turns heads. The hen party says it's because Vegas is the gambling capital! There was quite a few looks by both black & white men! She was happy to show it off to her it was cool!
They sat by the pool & there was a group of black men! They all made play on Jane asked her what she was doing later? She declined all attention & said I am happily married! The hen party says we told you how hot you look?
Sean came out to take their drink order. He notices Jane's tattoo & immediately feels horny! Was this pretty English woman exclusive to black men? Perhaps he had a chance with her? They always flirted with each other but know she has a QOS tattoo?
He took orders of their drinks but had decided to ask Jane for a drink! He was going to make a move she would be going back home soon! So he took their drink orders & then asked Jane to one side. All the hen party looked on has they were talking.
Look Jane I will be able to finish early do you fancy a drink?
Look Sean you are my type your very fit but I am happily married? I can't cheat on my husband! We are trying for children & I can't go along with it sorry!
Okay Jane at least I tried if you do change your mind I will be by the bar later?
Thank you Sean I am flattered!
She then goes back to her friends they say lucky you! Why didn't you meet him for a drink? Look girls I couldn't do that to Darren we are trying for babies! Well Jane have you heard the saying what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas! Yes but trust me girls nothing is going to happen!
They spent the rest of the day drinking by the pool. Men kept checking out Jane's tattoo but she just thought it was pretty! That evening they were drinking on the strip! Lots of black men were buying Jane drinks! Making crude comments at her & she was getting drunk! Has the night was going on she decided to leave the hen party go to the hotel!
When she arrives back instead of going straight to bed! She goes to the bar & to her relief Sean was still there. He called her over they were flirting with each other. He was paying her lots of compliments! This left her rather flushed this fit black man so close! She had never been attracted to black men! But this man had made her feel like a teenager!
After a few more drinks the conversation turned sexual! Sean made it obvious that he wanted to bed Jane. The way she felt was if it wasn't for her marriage. She would be now off to bed with him? But there was the little matter of Darren? Also she's never had a sex drive! She was prudish & didn't sleep with anyone? In fact had only ever had one sexual partner! Her husband so she was finding ways to let Sean down?
But Sean was insisting that she has a few more drinks!
It was getting late & more drinks were being drunk. She gets up & feels unsteady on her feet! So Sean helps to get onto her feet! Then says lets help you up to your room?
No Sean I am a married woman what will my friends say?
I will tell them you needed help getting to your room! They will call me your knight in shining armour!
Okay then Sean but no getting any ideas?
No I will be a total gentleman promise!
He then led her to the lift & up to her bedroom! Has it happens there was no one around. He opens the door & lifts her to the bed. She feels his erection when he lifts her up!
Oh aren't we excited Sean was it me that caused that?
Caused what I don't know what you are talking about?
Don't be shy Sean I am not a child your erection in your trousers!
Jane my cock is not even hard I will show you but don't be shocked?
With that he dropped his trousers in front of her! She gasps has she sees the size of his cock! It's still in his boxer shorts but you can see the outline? He was right it wasn't hard but looked huge!
Sean have you got something in your boxers or is that all you?
No I have a twelve inch cock it's all real!
With that he dropped his boxer shorts. She gasped again it was double the size of her husband's! It's only the second cock she's ever seen! But it was like little & large. She decided there & then she needs this cock!
Was it the alcohol or the large black cock!
She leans over & holds his cock it's like someone is controlling her! He looks at her breasts has she leans forward! They are nearly falling out of her dress!
This with her holding his cock makes it start to grow. She automatically starts stroking this big black cock. Up & down while he takes off his shirt! She gasps again when she sees his muscular body!
He's everything her husband is not! He's sporty & fit with a huge cock! Her husband is a wimp & his cock is nothing like this cock!
She then without telling starts to kiss the head. She's never kissed her husband's cock or anyone's cock ever! But it was like she was controlled by someone else! She wanted his cock her pussy started to drip. Her pussy had never done this? It was like a urge inside her had opened up? He then started removing her clothing! She didn't stop him or want to stop him!
He encourages her to kiss all over his cock & stroke it! She didn't question him but just obeyed him! He then says open wide to accept his cock! She's never ever sucked a cock but opened wide! He is soon going into her mouth.Gently not to scare her! He's looking down at her body her breasts on view!
He starts to gently cup her breasts in his hands. The contrast in the black hand's & white breasts. Her breasts are so big on her athletic frame? He's now pinching her nipples has she tries to accept his cock.Her
mouth struggling but she desires this black cock! She's new to doing this he's training her to suck his cock!
Yes Jane open a little wider! Just like that your nearly taken it! Yes add some spit yes your doing really good? Your such a good learner a natural!
She's secreting her juices into her panties! She's never felt this hot or horny before? Sex to Jane is for making babies & has never been for pleasure! But this man is only putting his cock in her mouth. Why does this make her so wet & horny? It's like a her sexual senses are turned up to ten! He's now got eight inches in & his telling her how to breathe. She is just trying to please Sean following his instructions!
Good girl your doing really well just a little bit more? Let's get it wet for hour pussy?
You are going to have the best sex of your life!
Him saying she was going to have the best sex of her life. Made her pussy gush again into her underwear! She also doubled up on her efforts to suck more of his cock! He keeps pushing & coaching her! Over ten inches are now inside her mouth! With a push he hits the back of her throat. She's gagging & coughing on his cock! He holds his cock there & reassured her?
Then he goes in & out slowly! Pushing to the back of her throat! She's moaning taking more of his black cock! The cock looks huge going in & out of her mouth?Strands of spit & saliva going over her tits! There's tears in her eyes of joy! Her make up is messed but she doesn't care! All she wants & needs us his black cock!
This goes on for a few minutes & Sean now needs her pussy! He waits until his cock is wet & throbbing. Then he lays her back on the bed! Her legs open he then slides down her panties! Comments how wet they are & notices her shaven wet pussy! He lines up his cock to fuck this married woman missionary!
She noticed he wasn't wearing a condom! She starts to panic her mind wants his cock but what if she gets pregnant? She tries to stop him & close her legs? But he was so strong & was between her thighs! He wants her & nothing was going to stop him!
No Sean please put something on? Please I am not on any birth control? You could get my pregnant?
No Jane they don't do condom's to fit my big black cock! Twelve inches will enter you but don't worry I will pull out!
Happy that he will pull out & knowing how much she needs him. She opens her legs wide to accept his black cock! He said he would pull out her husband hasn't got her pregnant? So I doubt he would perhaps it takes time to get me pregnant? Sean's cock is now lined up to her pussy!
His huge head enters her pussy it's never felt so full! He's only got his head into her pussy! She gushes her pussy all over his cock! She's moaning groaning underneath this big black man! He pushed a few more inches into her & she cried out!
Sean your so big my husband has never filled me like you? I love your cock please fuck me don't go easy on me!
Sean knew that he was giving her what no white man could! Especially her little white husband! He pushes a little more each time has she writhed below him! She then squirts all over his cock & balls! His cock made that happen this is new to her?
Oh my gawd you've made me piss myself I am so sorry? But your so big? Your cock is so big & black?
No Jane you just had an orgasm you will have plenty more! Now accept my cock & enjoy it!
He pushed more until he is all the way inside! Her pussy full of black cock it's now squirting with each thrust! The hotel bed is soaking in her juices! She doesn't care her pussy needs to be fucked! It's the only time she's wanted sex for pleasure! It won't be her last time! She has three more days left of the hen party? Plenty more times for Sean's black cock!
In & out he's now pounding into her pussy! He lifts her legs up & enters her deeper? She's like a rag doll underneath him in & out! His cock is rearranging her pussy to accept big black cock! Her husband will never ever feel her tight pussy again! Harder & faster building up his orgasm it won't be long until she's bred! In & out his balls slapping her Ass! In & out harder & faster taken her! Making her pussy his no longer her husband's!
Jane do you want my cum?
No please pull out I can't get pregnant?
Please pull out Sean please!
He listens to her begging him not to cum! But he has to claim her pussy if it means her getting pregnant? That's the price of their fucking? In & out then his balls tighten & he shoots stream after stream! Into her pussy & into her furtile womb! His cock & his potent sperm breeding her! But she wraps her arms & legs around him. Her pussy tightly gripping his cock! Milking his cum out of his cock!
He deep kisses her with his tongue! Her body shaking & moving beneath him! His cum filling her pussy coating his cock. She should be mad but has never felt so good!
He waits a few minutes before pulling out & admiring his cum! Deep into her fertile pussy leaking out! He's ready to go again & needs ger pussy again!
Jane get up on all fours show me that Ass?
Oh Sean aren't you tired do you need to rest? My husband can't go twice?
Jane your husband is not me? I need your pussy again on your knees!
She does has he commands going onto all fours! Her Ass in the air & she arches her back! Her Ass cheeks slightly part has she feels him behind her! His hand stroking her Ass & he holds her cheeks apart. Then he's behind her pussy to enter her again!
She feels his huge cock & pushes slightly back onto it! She's never been fucked like this & feels vulnerable but excited!
Jane I am going to fuck you doggy style! Face down Ass up & I will breed your pussy again!



This excites her & she wants to be fucked like a dog! But he says she's going to be bred again! This should disgust her but now she just needs his cock & cum! If he gets her pregnant she doesn't care! Black cock is all she needs & wants! He enters slowly but it's not long until he's inside. Her pussy has accepted his length & girth! But he can really pound her this way! He's now all the way inside her twelve inches of black meat!
Slow then fast in & out of her pussy! Spank on each Ass cheek has he goes in & out! She's loving this way & is pushing back her Ass to meet his thrusts. In & out being used for his pleasure. He's taking great delight of spanking her Ass has he fucks her. Her Ass is big & so firm it pushes into his groin!
He's already decided to take her Anal virginity! She doesn't know it yet but her Ass needs black cocks! In & out he's thrusting her pussy dripping & gushing over his cock!
Do you love being fucked like a dog Jane?
You Ass was made for black cocks your husband will be so proud of you!
Him fucking her & mentioning her husband made her squirt again! Soaking him & the bed over & over! He's going to breed her again really soon! In & out his balls full of more potent cum! She's enjoying his cock is moaning has he fucks her! In & out he's going harder & faster! Then she screams out something that surprises them both!
Sean breed my pussy I need your cum?
Breed me with your potent cum?
This makes Sean grab her wide hips & shoot his cum deeply into her womb! Over & over stream's of potent black cum! If she was fertile one of these breeding? Was going to get her pregnant! Her pussy was so full it was leaking & dripping cum! But she doesn't care has her womb is coated in cum! He pulls out gives her Ass a spank causing her to jump!
Then he finds a dryish part of her bed & lies down. His cock still hard & waiting to go again! She's trying to catch her breath? But turns to see his cock hard & ready to go again? She can't believe it her husband is lucky to fuck once a day! He's fucked her twice in a row & his cock wants to go again! Was this normal is sex always this way & could he get her pregnant?
Jane come here & lower yourself onto my cock? This is called cowgirl come ride your bull Jane?
She gushes again at him calling himself a bull! She climbs over him her pussy dripping onto his cock! Her breasts look even bigger to Sean! He's going to suck them has she rides his cock! She holds his huge black cock against her pussy! Then she slowly squats down her pussy opening up! His own cum being used has lube has it enters her! A little bit more enters her & she's panting on top of him! Looking into his eyes & at his muscular body. How could her husband ever compete with Sean? Up & down she starts to bounce on his cock!
He's holding her big tits & every now & then sucks a nipple! This causes her to cry out in lust! Up & down she's now fucking him taking her pleasure! Using his big black cock for her desires! She's all floppy & his riding her black bull! Up & down learning how to ride such a big black cock!
His cum building again in his balls & he will be adding a third load!
Jane I am going to breed you again except my seed into your womb?
Yes Sean breed me I need your baby! 💕 Please breed my womb give me a baby my husband can't give me!
This is what pleases him her becoming his breeding slut! This married white wife wants his cum breeding her! Who's he to deny her the cum she desires! He then holds her hips tightly & fires into her womb!
His thick seed coating the walls of her womb! Shooting & pulsing deeply inside her womb! If she was going to get pregnant it will be now! All this potent black mans young cum! So deep into her over & over coating his cock inside her! In & out he fucks firing his cum deep inside!
He then stops & she lays down across him!
They deep kiss while they embrace his cock still being milked inside her. She's never felt do satisfied & loved his cock! But what about Darren her husband she starts to feel guilty? But she then feels his cock again & all thought's of her husband goes! She just needs this black cock & it's cum! She rolls off him & lies down on her soaking bed! Cum leaking out of her pussy. Laying face down with her big white Ass on show?
Sean grabs himself a drink of water & finds some lube! He's looking at her Ass & this is the next target! She's going to lose that virginity to him? All white women should give that hole up for black cock! He's got some lube & his stroking it into his black cock! The Ass on show is giving him it's inspiration! He's going to teach her new pleasure's today! But his cum is going back into her pussy!
Jane baby get up onto all fours show me that Ass?
Yes Sean more doggy style you got some mad stamina!
Yes doggy like before arch that back let those Ass cheeks spread wide!
She done has instructed arching her back to Sean her Ass parting. He gets up behind her his black cock going between her cheeks! He needs her to give up this last hole to him. He drops some lube onto her Asshole & places a finger in it! She moans & pushes back impaling his finger! She is oblivious to his motives & just needs his cock! His big black cock in her pussy it's better than her husband's? Then he places another finger into her Asshole? She now realises his intentions for her Ass!
No Sean not there I have never been touched there please my pussy needs cock?
It will all in good time Jane but I will need this hole first! This is you giving yourself totally to black cock? The same has when I saw your tattoo you need to be owned by black cocks!
Sean my tattoo the playing card the Queen of Spades?
Yes it means you prefer black men or shall I say black cocks!
Really Sean I thought it looked pretty & a Vegas momento? I wondered why men were looking at me?
You know now all about the Queen of Spades! Has you like it do much perhaps your Ass will have the same tattoo!
Now everything made sense but she was to far gone! She desires Sean's big black cock! But not in her Asshole it's to tight & virgin! Her pussy needs his cock & cum not her Ass?
Now relax & arch your back for me Jane?
One push & you will get more joy!
She does has he asks afraid he wouldn't fuck her anymore! She wants & needs black cock her husband has to accept it!
Her Ass is presented to his big black cock! He only gets the bell end into her Asshole & she feels like being teared in two!
No Sean it's to big it will tear my Asshole please Sean? My pussy needs your cock?
Look a little pain & then you will get loads of pleasure Jane? Just relax & accept my black cock!
Then he pushes a little more & it slowly opens up! She's sobbing beneath him her Asshole slowly opening! He's going slow then stops allowing her to customize to his cock! Another push & he's over half way in & still pushing. She's moaning & sobbing but her Asshole is opening. Another push & now eight inches are inside. Her bowels are on fire but this pain is changing to pleasure!
The last big push & he's now the full twelve inches in her Asshole! She's still sobbing but her breathing is erratic! He then stops pushing & holds her hips still! Then he feels her slowly moan & push back. This is what he's waiting for & pulls all the way out.
He looks at her upturned white Ass & her gaping wide Asshole!
Please Sean put it back in fuck my Asshole!
He then pushes back inside in & out! He's taking her Ass at his will her resistance has gone! Her tight shit hole is gripping his black cock! In & out he fucks her so hard she's squealing! But begging for his black cock. She can't ever think of not having black cock again! In & out harder & harder the fucking of her life! Her Asshole farting air all over his big cock! In & out he pulls out to tease her but she wants it back inside her Asshole! So plunges back inside her Asshole will always accept black cocks!
He is now getting ready to cum a fourth load for her pussy! He will breed her Ass again but he likes the idea of her being pregnant! In & out her bowels milking his black cock! Then he gets to the point of no return her fourth load of potent cum!
Jane I need to breed you again?
Yes Sean breed my pussy!
He then pulls out of her gaping Asshole!
Then has he looks at her wide open Asshole shoots cum inside her pussy. She is surely pregnant with all his potent cum! Four deep loads into her womb & his cum is so potent! In & out he fires while holding her hips!
Jane is so satisfied with her young black lover. She roles over & cuddles him gas they sleep in each others arms. Her pussy dripping out cum her Asshole still opened.
Tomorrow he will breed her Asshole the rest of her holiday will be fucking!
She's so happy but worries that she's pregnant & what will see tell her husband?
But that can wait has she cuddled up to the big black man Sean!
To be continued...
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Please take this is a story nothing is based on real events. l am just trying to add to this great site after reading loads of different kinks & stories adding something different. I am not a writer or claim to be so please don't be negative if you don't like.
Please don't leave negative comments & marking.
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If this is not for you please don't read!
This is the third part of a young boy who moves next to an older black man in vegas.
This older black man has allowed him to live has he wishes.
The young boy is eighteen year old Christopher now going by Chrissy. He's a small feminine boy with long blond hair blue eyes with a small four inch cock.
The man who he's moved in nextdoor to is name is Carl or Black Daddy forty years old. He's tall muscular well endowed with a big thirteen inch black cock.
His daddy Carl just got off the phone to a downtown vegas modification centre.
Look we have an appointment to modify you today! I hope it will make you happy!
Daddy will it hurt me & will I look stupid?
No Chrissy you love being a little sissy girl this is going to complete the package!
But don't I look pretty for you Daddy?
Yes the first time I saw you I thought you were a girl you were so pretty. But don't you get jealous of the real girls with tits & butts you could be the same.
Okay daddy I only want to keep you happy like when I slept with old Derek!
You looked more than happy with grandpa in your boi pussy its all on your Only Fans page. But it will make me happy a permanent QOS tattoo breasts & a big butt.
Okay daddy but if I am uncomfortable can we leave & go home?
Well ten minutes later Chrissy & Carl were in a cab going to the modification centre.
They pulled up there was a couple of old units! A unit with a big black door unit 3.
They rung a bell a black man buzzed them into the unit.
Carl gets talking to the guy who let them in his name was Robert. He's thick set thirty three years of age has a ten inch black cock.
He does all the procedures himself if they agree! He can lock the door so they won't be disturbed?
Carl says look how expensive is this going to be? We are going to need a tattoo for him a bigger butt & some breasts for him.
Well Carl I can give him a injection in each butt within the hour it will be a Phat Ass.
The tattoo is quick I can put it anywhere Carl where would you like it?
On his Ass cheek so his only fans viewers see it while looking at his boi pussy.
Okay what about the breasts if you go to big? They will go against his petite size.
I suggest a 30 C cup for him there's something to feel or fuck.
Okay Robert I was thinking 30 DD for him.
They would be massive for his small petite frame but I can do it for you.
No stick with your suggested size for him 30 C cup will be okay. But how much we talking for all of these procedures Robert?
Well when he comes around I will do a deal with you Carl! I have a lad who helps out here Jake he's nineteen! Apparently got the equipment that you could use on your only fans?
What you mean equipment Robert?
Well he boasts it is fourteen inches!
Oh that's bigger than he's had will it hurt him after the operation?
No he will be a little sleepy but he will be relaxed with the medication it won't hurt him? So if me & Jake have our first sissy we will call it quits with the bill? You can even video it for the only fans!
Okay that's a deal I thought it was going to be expensive procedure! Didn't want all our only fans profit gone!
Chrissy was fearful but trusted his daddy & was going to have the procedure done.
He's led by the hand to a room with a big massage table & a couch. There's a young lad Jake who's a similar age to Chrissy & when he sees him he's convinced that he has seen him about.
But that was when he was very much a boy now he's wearing a pink crop top & pink flared mini skirt with little white shoes.
Jake is cleaning the couch but feels his cock grow at the pretty white boy.
Robert then says we will do the tattoo first how many do you want & need?
Carl says I just thought it was the one has it's included with our deal?
No I can add multiple but I know you want the QOS on his Ass. But I got a smaller one you have a choice on his ankle or above his cock cage.
Yes I will have the little QOS above his cage & the larger on his Ass cheek.
Jake looks him in the eyes has he wipes around the top of his sissy clitoris with disinfectant. Then Robert adds a cut out of the spade & adds the ink with his tattoo gun! Then with his tattoo gun adds the QOS inside. Then Chrissy gets up on the table & presents his Ass it gets cleaned by Jake.
Then Robert does the same procedure with his Ass has he did above his sissy clitoris.
Now everyone says how good he looks with his new permanent tattoos. Then he's told to stay with his Ass on show they all look at his Ass! Robert gets the injection to put in each cheek. Robert then says when the breasts are done he's rested up his booty will pop!
Then he was made to lay down on the massage table! Jake sprayed disinfectant prepped him for the breast implants.Robert then said you will sleep for a little while pretty boy. Then he had an injection to put him to sleep Carl went to wait in another room.
It was over three hour Robert came to find him it's gone really well. But could you comeback in about three hours his butt injection would have worked. Also we have glued the little cut where we fitted implants he will be sore & groggy but we will then use him?
Sure we can do with new content for his only fans account! Has long has he's not going to be hurt after his modification?
No he wil be still under the anesthetic so would make it easier for us?
Carl went for a coffee & a walk! He was clock watching has he wanted to see the modification of his boy. His phone went it's Robert he's up! He's had a water & he looks amazing. With that Carl raced back to the unit to see the results!
After walking the short distance re-entered the unit & entered the back room. Chrissy was sat up no effects from the procedure!
Glad to see your up & ready give daddy a twirl show me how you look.
He got up was a little unsteady on his feet but instead of a flat chested boy. He had a small woman's breasts perfectly formed 30 C cup they looked great. His nipples were also bigger stood out like bullet's!
Robert they are great you have done him proud he Will be the envy of all the girls!
Yes they have turned out well their a little sore but healing perfectly! I also give him better nipples they are more suckable & his only fans will love them!
Yes those nipples do look suckable the tits are just right they are noticeable! But small enough to show his boyish looks a perfect white sissy bimbo!
Then Jake asked Carl he's coming around a bit now can we wake him up our way!
What do you have in mind Jake?
Well if you like you can set up a camera?Record me & Robert waking him? We will go gently with him & our cocks will help to stimulate his senses!
That will be good just go really gentle with him I have lots of plans for him!
They then go to wake up Chrissy & Robert carries him to a bed in another room. Carl is there setting up a camera making sure his only fans get to see his new look!
Robert sets up a pillow on the floor & sits him down with his arse facing the camera.
Carl adjusts the camera & is amazed his Ass was good before but now pops.
It's a round little bubble butt the permanent QOS stands out. He pans down there's a little QOS on his ankle he's also been dressed up! He has pink bows in his long blonde hair making a ponytail! He's been dressed all in pink with little frilly pink socks just below his tattoo. Pink tutu that is just a ruffle above his bubble butt then a pink crop top.
Robert & Jake approach Chrissy he's very sleepy but has woken up horny! Both men sit on the bed in front of him. Chrissy is trying to focus then realises both man are nude! The men who had done the procedure on him. He is devoted to black cocks wakes up to see two! Straight away he strokes both cocks.Roberts smaller cock in one hand but he likes Jake's cock! The young man's cock looks & feels bigger than daddy's!
Jake is first time with a sissy boy he's going to enjoy him! He looks even better than when he arrived. Better than any girl but no girl has given him Anal sex! The two of them are fascinated at his beauty. They both said that fucking him is not gay! As he looks like such a pretty boy! If they don't look between his legs concentrate on his Asshole! He could easily pass has a girl.
Carl then speaks to the men you need to take control of him. He's yours to use boi pussy is so tight! With that they stand next to his face & he stokes their cocks.He needs their cocks so badly! He kisses each cock in turn struggles to fit Jake's cock in his mouth!
He thinks that each black cocks are huge! He is always going to be a black cock whore! He starts to spit on each cock in turn has he's been shown. He kneels up so his enhanced Ass is on show. Then takes Roberts cock into his mouth. He's bobbing up & down the black cock While still stroking Jake's big black cock up & down!
Both men are shocked how obedient he is! Has he now alternates between both cocks. He's struggling with Jake's has he tried to fit more in his mouth. Robert's cock is now in his throat & he starts to fuck his face. While stroking Jake's thick black cock up & down! Both men then get him onto the bed on all fours. Robert stands at his face & fucks his face.
But Jake wants to try his boi pussy! He stands behind him lines his cock up to the white sissy's Asshole! He says to himself it's a boi pussy! That makes him feel like he's not gay! But looking at him from the back he could pass has any girl! Krissy has become so good at giving himself to black cock! He arches his back pushing his Ass to the young black man!
Yeah boy push that Ass in the air arch that fucking back! Your boi pussy is going to be fucked stretched & creamed!
Yeah Jake fuck him good while I fuck his mouth? Make him beg for black cock?
Yeah boy tell me you need your boi pussy stretching? This black cock is going into you sissy boy!
Yes I need cock I need black cock! Jake take my boi pussy breed it full of cum?
Jake is blown away be the boy saying he needs to be bred! He watches Roberts cock fucking his face spit & saliva dripping on to his breasts! Yes his breasts he thought to himself. This now makes him feel he's a girl a sissy girl called Alexa! He then looks down at his Ass it's perfectly formed girl butt!
Then he pushes & his anal ring starts opening up! He has never felt such pleasure his cock was being sucked! Sucked into his tight bowels! He holds his white hips & pushes more into him. This was a new sensation but he's thinking not his last?
Alex is moaning pushing back his boi pussy it's opening up! He's getting used to big black cocks! Jake is now pulling out & pushing back in! In & out harder he's moaning while being fucked!
Robert have you ever been up in boi pussy.
It's great it's better than most the hoes I fuck!
Well Jake has soon has I saw him I knew we would have him! It's not my first time working here! But I knew you would appreciate him!
Well it's not going to be my last sissy boy Robert! Carl if you get tired please send him my way?
Carl nodded has he watches Jake slowly slide in his fourteen inches! Chrissy let out a little cry before pushing back! He was trying to impale his own Ass on the black cock! Jake is so impressed that this sissy boy was trying to fuck his black cock! He's breathing heavily & moaning with black cock buried in him! His boi pussy is so tight & inviting! His white Ass split in two impaled on Jake's big black cock! Fourteen inches of hard black cock in his shit hole. But Jake is thinking he's a girl it makes it easier to fuck him!
Jake is steadily fucking his face! While Jake is buried deep in his boi pussy! He loves being double teamed & loves his new look! He is moaning & sucking while pushing back on cock! Carl is impressed how Chrissy has turned out! His new look is so hot & his love of black cock! Carl then walks up behind him to have his turn! If it wasn't for his modifications he would have given him double Anal!
Him & Jake then both have a few strokes each! When one pulls out the other cock enters his boi pussy! His boi pussy is now a permanent gaping O! He's living his best life a room full of black cocks! He's a total slut for black cocks a Queen of Spades!
All three are building up their orgasms & Robert starts to sweat. Chrissy looks so hot he wants to glaze his face. Without any warning he shoots cum into his mouth! Cum is also glazed across his face! To top it off his tits have cum dripping off them! This starts the other two off!
Chrissy ask Daddy to breed your boi pussy?
Yes black daddy breed my boi pussy!
This makes Carl shoot deeply into his boi pussy his shit hole sucking his cock! All of his cum inside his bowels! Over & over he kept shooting into him! He pulls out & his Asshole cum bubbles out! Jake goes straight into his Asshole & wants to bred!
Chrissy ask Jake sissy boy for my cum?
Please Jake bred my boi pussy!
The very nasty talk takes Jake over the edge has he fires his cum! Pissing his cum into Chrissy's boi pussy! His balls emptying into his Asshole. His bowels bred yet again by potent black seed!
Robert now sits down with his cock in the air! He makes Chrissy jump up onto ot forward cowgirl. His pink tutu around his boyish hips! The pink crop top barley covers hid new tits! Carl & Jake stand either side feeling his new tits. Both then having their cocks stroked up & down. His little white hands look so small on their black cocks! Up & down he strokes his sissy clit leaking cum!
Now Chrissy spits saliva on each cock getting them wet! He's moaning on Roberts cock has he bounces up & down! Spit over the other two big black cocks!
The video is still recording this scene for his only fans! He could pass has any girl if it wasn't for the cock cage on show!
Now he's taking turns sucking both black cocks! Riding the third up & down his boi pussy impaled! Then Robert starts pushing upwards & starts to say I am close sissy slut!
Yes Robert breed my Asshole!
Robert then tenses & cums deep up into his boi pussy thick cum unleashed inside.
Dripping down on to Roberts cock has he milks the last of his cum! His bowels will be shitting cum for weeks! Then Daddy seeing the new body of his white sissy! Cums all over her new tits his cum dripping off her nipples!
Jake then picks up Chrissy & places him on all fours! He wants his Ass again & enters him from behind. His new bubble butt pushes back into his groin! Jake is now really pounding his boi pussy! In & out enjoying the tightness of his Asshole! He looks so pretty in pink with black cock deep in his Arse!
Robert & Carl both stand by watching & waiting for their cocks to recover! Both watching the pretty white sissy boy taking black cock! Carl is so glad that he had him modified he could take him anywhere? No one would know until they put a hand between his legs!
Jake is now rearranging his Asshole his fifteen inches are in so deep! Chrissy is moaning out loud & panting. Loving being a total fuck toy for black cocks! In & out Jake is pushing against his prostate. In & out harder & harder but he has an idea!
He pulls out & after looking at his gaping boi pussy! Sits next to him on the bed.
Chrissy sit across my lap I am going to remove your cock cage?
Chrissy sits across Jake's lap & Jake removes his cage! He then places his big black cock on the sissys cock. The contrast of the huge black cock & the tiny white cock! He then wanks his cock on the sissy boys white cock! Fourteen inches against the white boys barely four inches! The white cock dribbles cum over the bigger dominant black cock! While the black cock shoots stream after stream! Thick potent cum covering his little white boy cock!
It's such a sight his white boy cock covered in thick black mans cum! Jake then puts his cage back on his cum covered cock! All the men are impressed with this act of humiliation!
The rest of the day he's used has their slut!
Lots of costume changes & fucking follows he's bred six more time's! Twice doggy style his boi pussy bred! Twice while riding black cock! Once missionary style bred! The last time pile driver with his legs over his shoulders & cum deep into his boi pussy!
Carl then promised the guys if they ever wanted to come around. His home & his sissy is always open to them! Then orders a cab to take his little pretty white sissy boy home to bed!
To be continued...
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This is a fantasy story of a young white man finding a new sexual awakening.
I am a new writer who's trying to add stories to this great site. If you don't like the story please move on don't leave negative comments and mark's! Just please move on?
There are themes of Sissy Clothing/Butt Plugs/Anal Black Men fucking White Man/Queen of Spades and watersports if none of these interest you please skip this story!
The story carys on from part one Alex is at the will of two black men!
Alex a small boy with long blonde hair.
He's short five foot five slightly built.
With a very small cock less than four inches!
There a two black men with Alex?
Jake is muscular has a twelve inch cock.
Sean muscular with fourteen inch cock.
He's modeled and worn the first outfit pink crop top QOS pink flared skirt with pink frilly socks. The video filmed him in various poses! Using black sex toys while wearing a flat chastity cage on a belt around him?
After Dave the photographer took some photos while videoing him. Then give him Liquid Gold to sniff to relax him! This allows the photographer to add butt Plugs!
This soon followed by two big black men showing him the joy of interracial sex! But both used his boi pussy and fucked his face! They are kean to continue fucking him with black cocks! After his next outfit change they will be using him again!
The second outfit is a black maids outfit with QOS symbol this is also a flared skirt! With hold up stockings and high black heels. He his dressing himself still with the flat cock cage belted around his slim body! He's adding more makeup and lipstick first!
Then he pulls up black hold up stockings and his high heels on! Then pulled the dress over his head. He looks in the mirror and thinks he makes a hot girl!
When the white sissy walks back in the black men are ready! He also noticed there was a toddler paddling pool? The men get him to sit in a chair with a camera pointing at him! Both men stand either side of him with their cocks ready? Jake's twelve inch cock and Sean's fourteen inch cock. He grabs each cock by instinct and strokes both cocks. His little white hands look lost stroking these black cocks.
He's encouraged to spit saliva onto each cock has he stokes. The cocks getting shinny with his spit and saliva! Both cocks start dripping pre cum which he greedily licks up. Then he places little kisses on top of each cock. Then starts to suck the bell ends of each cock in turn. His mouth barely fits their cocks into his mouth.
Sean he's going to struggle getting your length into his mouth?
No Jake he's a natural it will fit?
Alex was just their sex toy to fuck at their leisure! It helps that the agency is making money on him being a sissy slut. The outfit was making both black men horny. Then both men were encouraging him to suck their black cocks. He first took Jake's cock and stretched his mouth around it! He carries on stroking Sean's big cock.
Yeah such Jake sissy boy and keep stroking my black cock your such a slut!
This made Alex shoot cum into his flat sissy cage. Another sissy gasm from his sissy clit? There would be many more has Jake forces his cock in deeper. He's gagging on this big black cock. Still stroking Sean's big black cock. He's got all of Jake's cock into his throat. The sissy boy is getting good at deep throating their cocks. There's now saliva coating Jake's cock and it's all shining with spit!
Now boy move to my cock stroke Jake's and suck mine? We need them all wet and ready for your Asshole boy!
Alex stops sucking Jake's black cock and starts to suck Sean's bigger black cock. He struggles at first but soon is opening to accept his black cock. His little white hand then slowly strokes Jake's cock keeping it hard! Then he alternates back and forth sucking and gagging. Both black cocks are being deep throated in his white mouth. Up and down he sucks then strokes Both black cocks are wet and shining in his spit and saliva.
They are both building an orgasm in their balls. They stand back while he opens his mouth wide. Still stroking their black cocks up and down. They will soon be filling his pretty mouth with cum. His makeup covered in their thick cum. Up and down he grips their cocks harder. Feeling them grow and throb in his white hands.
That's it sissy boy open wide for Sean's cum?
He opens his mouth wider has the first spurt hits his mouth. Thick creamy cum sprays his face mouth and his outfit! This act makes Jake's cock explode covering his black satin maid outfit in cum. They both shoot loads of cum into his mouth. Also his face and pretty maid outfit covering it in spunk. This continues untill they are satisfied. Then Alex licks up any cum from their jap eyes. Then goes to scoop up the mess off his outfit.
No Alex we have plans for that outfit? Leave it covered in cum we will wash it off later. Sean tells him this and he obeyed. He wants nothing more than to serve these big black cocks! They then hand him the bottle of poppers. He sniffs the bottle to relax his muscles again. He feels light headed and his ready for what's next.
Alex come and sit on Sean's cock boy?
Sean is sat now on a chair and Alex has to sit astride him. He's looking into his eyes has he lowers down. He holds Sean's huge black cock and places it against his Asshole!
Yes boy grip my cock and hold it against your boi pussy? Yes just like that your boi pussy is going to be rearranged!
Alex gasps and feels his big head stretch him open. It's sliding into his tight boi pussy has he lowers down. He's sobbing has this big black cock enters him. But he love's these cocks stretching his boi pussy. He groans and moans has more cock enters.
Sean gets impatient and grabs his boy hips then pulls him down. He's has nearly his full fourteen inches inside the sissy boy. But it looks good for the video camera!
His little white Asshole spread open facing the camera. A black cock impaled in his white Asshole the Queen of Spades tattoo on show. This makes great viewing and would sell loads of videos. The Queen of Spades clothing would also sell well. But all these guys wanted was his white body. They both needed his complete obedience to their black cocks.
With one last thrust upwards Sean his now fully embedded. His boi pussy craves his black cock. But there's two black cocks and Jake wants his piece of boi pussy. He added lube onto his cock and handed Alex more Liquid Gold to sniff. It was time for the boy to take two black cocks! It's a sissies role to be able to take two black cocks?
Hey boy Jake's cock is coming in oprn wider slut?
Sean holds his hips tightly and pulls him forward. His Asshole on show and his cheeks parting. He starts to realise that he will soon be double analy penetrated! He starts to buck and panic. Sean holds him tighter and keeps fucking him.
No please my Ass can't take two cocks your to big please no!
Quiet boy your sissy pussy will soon open up to mine and Sean's cock! Your pretty boi pussy is made for black cocks!
Jake then approaches his parted Ass cheeks. He holds his cock in his hand then lines up behind. He waits for the right moment then places his cock along side Sean's. Then slowly pushes the head inside. Two huge black cocks now for the sissy boy. He sobs and moans has the second big black cock enters him.
No please it hurts take it out their too big!
Both men ignored him and carried on fucking him. The white sissy was for their pleasure only. In and out they both work together one stops one pushes. This continues and they are working as one. The boy looks do good with these two black men fucking him. His outfit and body you could just imagine a girl was being fucked! Black frilly dress covered in cum with high heels and black hold ups!
His sissy clit was continually leaking his cum. Has two big black cocks massaged his prostrate. In and out they fucked him both taking their pleasure. Harder and harder they fucked his boi pussy. This is now his life pleasing black cocks. Alex moaning and convulsing with their two cocks inside him! He's like a black mans fuck toy but makes great viewing!
Jake pull out and let him taste his Ass on your cock?
Yes Sean I am so close his Ass is so tight!
Well feed him your cum and I will breed his boi pussy!
Jake then pulls out of his boi pussy. Then stands in front of him and he moans but licks his Ass off Jake's cock. He's soon sucking the black cock. While Sean is fucking his boi pussy. Both ends full of black cock again! They are balls deep taken their pleasure with him. All white sissy's need two black cocks one is never enough! In and out they fuck him both building up to their orgasm's!
Open wide Alexa here comes my cum drunk down your protein!
Jake then shoots a big stream of hot cum into his mouth. Followed quickly by two more streams of his cum. Alex greedily swallows Jake's cum! There's cum flowing out of the sides of his mouth. This goes down his maids costume. He's drinking cum and covered in cum!
Alex do you want your boi pussy bred?
Yes Sean breed my boi pussy!
Sean then holds his hips and floods his bowels with thick cum. Shoot after shoot filling his boi pussy up. It coats his shit hole and the black cock. Sean keeps shooting in him till he's spent. Now they both need to clean the sissy boy up. They both take a minute to recover. Jake wiping his cock over his pretty White face. While Sean stays in his Asshole his cock still hard!
They then place the paddling pool next to the video camera! Jake holds Alex's hand and places him sat down in the pool. Alex is confused but does what they desire. Then both men stand in front of him. Both stroking their black cocks. Both men aiming at his mouth. Alex thinks he will soon be sucking black cock again. But they have other plans for him?
Open wide boy Sean needs a piss and I am sure does Jake open up?
No that's disgusting I can't I won't do that!
Yes you will boy you will do has Sean told you the agency needs this. Now open wide and accept our piss sissy boy!
He reluctantly opens wide and awaits their piss. Jake pisses first a long hot stream into his mouth he holds it in his mouth. Then swallows it's not has bad has he feared and he wants more. Jake aims at his black satin maids dress and pisses over it. Cleaning the dried cum off with his piss! Sean then pisses into his mouth. He greedily swallows and opens up for more. Both guys can see he's enjoying the humiliation and taste of their piss!
Enjoying so much that his sissy clit keeps leaking cum. There's now a puddle in his flat cage of cum. Sean noticed and aims some piss at his cage. Pissing his cum off his flat cage. He's covered in piss and drinking their piss. But they still haven't finished with the sissy boy. They want more depraved acts to do to him!
Boy get on all fours show Jake your boi pussy?
Alex goes on all fours and Sean stands in front still aiming piss at his mouth. He then fucks his mouth with his piss. Then Jake pisses into his Asshole cleaning out their cum! Then he enters his Asshole and fucks him while still pissing! His cock fucking the sissy boy covered in piss. It's going in and out of his boi pussy his piss escaping over his black cock. This goes on for a few minutes until the piss turns into cum!
They are both filling his holes with cum again? He's just a total fuck toy for black cocks a true Queen of Spades. He's leaking cum and piss from his mouth! Also boi pussy it must look so graphic for anyone watching the video. They both leave him in the pool covered in piss and cum. His black lingerie is covered and he will need an outfit change.
But he's in his element both black men are using him at their leisure. He's found what been missing all his life black cocks. That's why his cock was small he had to become a girl? Or a pretty sissy boy who opens his holes for black cocks. His love for pretty clothing and makeup made him ideal for these dominant black bulls! His temporary Queen of Spades tattoo will also become permanent! He will work with this agency and hopefully be supplied by black cocks?
Now boy get changed into something new and come back to show me?
Yes Sean I will put my last outfit on for you both!
His third outfit is a school girl outfit with a white crop top QOS flared check skirt knee high socks and flat shoes. He puts this outfit on and check's himself out in the mirror. He then adds lipstick makeup and ties two white bows in his long hair. He then walks back into the room. Both men are sat on the bed. They're both impressed at his latest outfit!
Come to school little white boy let Sean teach you some more?
Yeah Jake got some lessons for you has well sissy boy!
He goes and sits between these dominant black bulls. He strokes their cocks again without being told. He is getting good at being these black guys slut. He slowly strokes these cocks feeling the veins and the girth of their cocks. His white hands look even smaller next to the Size of these black cocks.
Up and down he strokes awaiting their next order for him. The little white boy desires more cum and dare to say it piss! He is then placed over the cock of Jake.
Yes boy ride Jake's big black cock and suck Sean's cock?
He's reverse sitting over Jake's cock cowgirl style. He slowly feels it enter his Asshole and his boi pussy opens. He leans forward holds Sean's big black balls. Then takes his cock into his mouth. Bobbing up and down while Jake thrusts upwards. His Asshole slowly accepting his black cock. He is now bouncing on his black cock while bobbing up and down on Sean's cock. He's in a position that every white sissy wants to be in. Both holes stretched by black cocks!
He's struggling but his little white school girl body is getting accustomed to black cocks. This little white sissy full of black cocks. Both fucking him in his holes together. Boi pussy stretching on Jake's black cock. While Sean stretches his mouth wide open. In and out the little white sissy is being used like a sex slave for black cocks! They both won't be long till they fill his holes again with cum
The boys moans and cries are getting deeper. Has deep has the black cock in his boi pussy. Only Sean's big black cock muffles his cries of joy! Sean comes first he fills his mouth with cum. He comes so much it's like the piss he drank earlier. He drinks it down like the white sissy slut he's become!
Sissy school girl beg for your boi pussy to be bred?
Yes Jake breed my sissy pussy!
No ask your master to breed your boi pussy?
Black master breed my boi pussy!
This was all Jake needed to hear was this sissy call him master. Also wanting to get his boi pussy bred. He gives him what he wants and fills his Asshole with cum. So much cum it's coating his bowels. It's bubbling out all over his black masters cock. Shot after shot fires into the white sissy's boi pussy.
They then get him back on all fours again!
Sean needs his Ass and gets up behind him. Jake's cock is cleaned of his Ass and cum has he puts it next to his mouth! Sean spits into the gaping boi pussy and slowly inserts his bigger black cock. He then has Jake's cock pushed into his mouth to muffle his cries. He moans on Jake's black cock while Sean's fourteen inches edges inside him. There's no pretence anymore these black men are fucking him for a porn shoot?
The video keeps recording the agency will make big money. The main talking point on porn forums are the Queen of Spades. This boy is definitely dressed and acting like a Queen of Spades? He whimpers on a black cock while backing onto another black cock. Sean pulls out and he tries to push back onto his cock! But Sean only pulls out to look at his boi pussy opening up. Then plunges back inside making Alex cry out again not in pain but pleasure.
Sean is now going deeper be want's his cock balls deep. In and out these little tight boi pussys always open for black cocks. He is now pushing the last four inches into his boi pussy. His bowels sucking his black cock and milking it. Jake is steadily fucking his young face. The pretty little school girl loving being dressed for these black men.
Yes sissy boy suck Jake when Sean fucks your Ass real good and deep?
He then steadily fucks Alex slow then harder building up his orgasm. Jake doing the same fucking his face all sloppy with spit and saliva! They both need to cum soon who will last the longest? But Alex beats both black men and cums in his sissy flat cage again. Dripping cum waiting for more breeding again! This triggers off Jake and he shoots streams of cum into Alex's mouth over and over. Has quickly has he drinks the first loads another fires it's dripping out all over his school girl outfit.
But Sean need to breed his boi pussy. He slows down trying to hold his load back? He is using long steady deep strokes milking the boys prostrate. His big black cock inside his boi pussy touching his prostate. This makes Alex sigh and moan has he dribbles more cum out of his sissy clit. This then makes him cry out loud for the video?
Sean breed my boi pussy please fill me up?
This is what Sean wants to hear has he then erupts deep into his boi pussy. Breeding him again in his little school girl outfit. Feeding his boi pussy with thick cum
from his big black cock. The boy moaning out loud while being filled by superior black cum. He pushes back and milks the last of his cum deep into his bowels.
Sean then pulls out and unexpectedly pisses into his boi pussy. Mixing his cum with his piss it all comes out over his flat sissy cage. This causes Jake to piss over his face and into his mouth. The young sissy boy has never felt so humiliated. But it's so nasty and he wants to be nasty for black cocks!
When he dries off both men are ready to go again. First he sits between these impressive black men. Stroking both black cocks up and down. Feeling their strength and power. He's then encouraged to bob up and down each cock in turn. He cleans off his Ass juices off each cock. Also cum and piss getting them all wet and shiny with his spit and saliva.
Sean then stops little white Alex from sucking his black cock. He lifts him up in his strong arms and he wraps his legs around Sean's waist. His arms around his neck he looks do small and little being carried by the big black man? Sean turns so his Ass and QOS tattoo is on show to the video camera. His little school skirt doesn't hide anything it just shows his gaping boi pussy. His knee high socks and flat shoes look so sexy wrapped around Sean. If it wasn't for the flat cage locking his little white cock away. You would argue he was a girl not a boy?
Then Sean grips his big black cock and holds it at his boi pussy. The little white cheeks spread wide apart for the camera. The cock is wedged between those Ass cheeks and is going inside him. All caught vividly on video camera has it slowly enters him. He's gasping and moaning has it slowly enters his boi pussy. The cock is so big it looks like his Asshole is going to be split in half.
Yes Alexa take my big black cock in your boi pussy? Yes relax let it into you I know you crave big black cock?
With a big sigh he relaxed and it's now balls deep in him. The video shows his Ass resting on the big black balls. Sean now lifts him up and down slowly. He's sobbing and moaning has he's bounced up and down his black cock. His eyes closed in ecstasy has he's fucked up and down Sean's black cock.
Has a result he doesn't see Jake lubing his black cock. He then approaches Alex and places his cock at his boi pussy. He's going to get double anal again. He tenses when he realises but Sean whispers into his ear. Pretty boy it's what people want to see your boi pussy accepting two cocks. Then Jake rubs his cock up against Sean's black cock. Two black cocks wedged into his tight boi pussy. They both wait a few minutes while Alex is moaning out loud.



Then Sean remained still inside his Asshole holding the pretty sissy boy. While Jake moves in and out slowly. Making sure the cocks and his Queen of Spades tattoo are on show to the video. His Ass always being recorded for the agency. In and out Jake fucks while Sean holds him tightly. Alex is wailing and moaning at the top of his lungs. He can scream and shout has much has he likes? He's in a warehouse in the middle of nowhere so the black men just laugh?
The both men are loving how they have turned Alex into their slut. He's gone from a virgin at first to a black cock loving slut. Double Anal piss drinking and breeding he wants everything! They now work together first Jake moves in and out. Following by Sean's cock in and out. Both cocks working together in his boi pussy. His little boi pussy expanding to take all of their cocks.
To anyone watching the video camera they would see a school girl getting fucked by two black cocks. Not a young white boy it looks like a pretty white girl?
Both men needed to cum and breed him again. They were working together in unison to fuck him. Harder and slower they fuck in and out. Alex is bouncing up and down on both cocks. While both cocks fuck in and out of the sissy's Asshole. Alex still bouncing and moaning has he is so full of black cocks. Then while the black men are fucking him starts to whisper something?
Yes Alexa speak up boy tell Jake what you want sissy boy?
Yeah tell Sean school girl slut don't whisper tell us boy?
Please breed my boi pussy please I need to feel your hot cum!
Both men where waiting for the boy to get to this point. They both shoot deep into his boi pussy. Thick cream into his bowels he would be leaking cum for days? His young shit hole costed in two loads of cum. Jake pulls out of his boi pussy and cum floods out. Sean lift's him down to the floor. Both black men stand above him again and he's waiting for what's next?
Alex suck my cock and Jake's cock clean if your Ass and cum boy. Then if you would like we can wash it down with piss again?
There's a silence has Alex just held both cocks and started stroking their cocks. But his sissy clit was leaking in its flat cage. These black men are going to make him drink their piss again?
Alex sissy boy your master Sean asked you a question?
If you both want to yes I will?
Alex you will what you need to speak your on camera?
I will drink your piss again!
See that was easy now start cleaning our cocks boy!
He starts alternating between both black cocks bobbing up and down. Cleaning all the cum and his Ass if each cock. Deep throating both black cocks has he cleans them. Waiting to be hydrated again and drink their nasty piss!
Now sissy boy open wide Sean is going to give you some piss?
He opened wide has both men aim at his mouth. He then feels the first drop of piss has Sean pisses into his open mouth. He stops allowing Alex to gulp his piss and then starts again. More piss into his mouth over and over again. He even pissed over his school girl outfit.
Now boy here comes Jake's piss you are so privileged to drink two lots of piss!
He turned slightly and Jake's piss hits his mouth he greedily drinks it up. This gies on and on until both men can't piss
The rest of the day he was fucked again and again. His boi pussy permanently in the air getting fucked doggy style. Another four breeding loads of cum. Washed down again with their piss they were really nasty to him. But he loves being a black man's plaything!
The men then argued who was going back to his flat. They both wanted to spend the night with him. Sean wins but it's agreed that in a few days time Jake would spend the night at his flat?
To be continued...
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The people in this story=
Jack Harper a twenty year old white boy who was on female hormones and had a small cock!!
Sean Morris a black man who's muscular and likes to break in white boys and has a thirteen inch black cock and Forty years old.
Jack Harper was a normal boy growing up but his parents divorced and his mum took over his upbringing. He was a wimp and his mum protected him and grew his hair long. She always wanted a girl and home schooled him but started giving him female hormone tablets. These tablets made his breasts slightly grow. Also made his voice softer and shrunk his already cock smaller.
His four inch cock ended up has a three inch cock. Not to satisfy any woman but he only liked boys anyway. But since he was old enough to watch porn black men was what he liked but the obvious it was black cocks he dreamt about. They would make him take two cocks in his Ass pussy and shoot loads of spunk into him!!
Now he was twenty and was still dressed has a girl. When he went shopping loads of boys hit on him. But he doesn't want boys he never had a father figure in his life. But he also liked interracial sissy porn no he loved it!! He became fixated on the sites where young pretty white boys wore the 'QOS' symbol which was for Queen of Spades and was a black spade with a 'Q' inside!! It basically says these white boys were exclusive to black men and black cocks!!
Then his mum met a new guy which means Jack has to get bis own place. The new guy didn't want such a hot looking girl around all the time. That's what Jack was thinking and he moved into a flat in the outskirts of Atlanta. He could afford the rent but luxury's were out of the question!! He needed a job to fund his lifestyle twice a week he went to a beauty parlour to have a spray tan and his nails done. He recently had his Asshole bleached to make it more pretty. Then all of his body hair waxed including his public hairs the girl doing it couldn't believe he was a man. Has he had pert little 32 B cup breasts and a peachy Ass these were down to exercises and hormone therapy. He also started a few years ago to wear a flat chastity cage attached around him by a belt. This he believes was easy to hide his useless three inch cock!! If he could he would have the full sex change but after watching sissy porn he believes black men like sissy orgasm's. Where their large black cocks mikk their prostates when they fuck young white boys!!
So getting back to the every day he needs a job to pay for his expensive upkeep. He's pretty limited he can't do physical and he gets bored easily. Then there's his nails and he couldn't stand all day in a shop. But he sees a advert for male Stripper's to work in a local Gay strip bar. The bar is called the bucking bronco and is only two minutes from bis flat it would be perfect just himself shaking hus Ass to music. Hopefully there will be lots of black men and he can get laid for the first time!!
He phoned the advert and the manager George says he can start the following night!! So he went and tried on a lot of his outfits to dance in. He picked out a little pink and white outfit. It had white stockings and suspender belt. A ruffle pink tutu a pair of pink sissy panties. Then a bow to put in his long hair and a tight pink top but no bra he wants his nipple's on show!!
He watched more sissy porn and fell asleep and his little sissy clit dribbled into it's flat cage while watching a sissy boy take a black cock!!
The first night at the bucking bronco club was here he was nervous but he has already given himself a striper name and got his outfit on. His name is going to be Jackie Lust highly original but he wanted to keep his name and he did lust for black cocks. There was two other boys who were already dancing but they weren't a patch on him. One was tall and wore a maid outfit in black and the other boy wore a white angel outfit. They were getting plenty of tips from the drinkers at the bar. There were a few black men which was tipping them. One big muscular black man that Jack liked was spending lots of money!!
So Jack puts on his pink sissy outfit and adds some high heels and dances to some rap music. He twerks his little bubble butt at the group of black men. But to his shock and disappointment they watch the other two boys. The boy in the maid outfit is taken to a private room all on his own. Half hour later he comes back all flushed after dancing for the muscular black man!! All the men which watched Jack dance were older creepy looking white men. One man which offered Jack into a private room. He went because he could earn more money! But other than the man telling him what he was going to do to him when he took him home he wasn't tipped much!!
So he goes back stage and talks to the manager George. He explains that he was hoping to earn more tips and the other two boys were getting more attention and tips especially off the black men!! George then explained that the black men were wealthy and some were ex football players. They liked seeing young white boys dance for them. They liked to mock them and it's all down to humiliation. But a couple of the black men also liked spending time and breaking in the young white stripers!! It was a challenge to turn them gay remember that they were dancing in a gay bar. But some boys looked feminine and found it a good way of making quick money. They were not gay and hadn't slept with men before and that's a challenge to these big black men. To take their Ass pussys and sometimes two black men at a time would take them home. Where they would then really submit to the black men!!
Okay then George why haven't they paid me any attention tonight??
Well boy are you gay and into black men do you want to go back with these men??
I don't know I have watched gay porn and sissy porn and liked the black men but I have never been with a man before?? The club I knew was for gay people so did except to be hit on but no just a few older white men who are not in great shape!! If I was going to lose my virginity to a man it needs to be a fit strong man like some of the black men George where am I going wrong??
Easy boy those two got temporary 'QOS' tattoos on their Ass cheeks it basically says they are open for a relationship with black men??
Okay I see now why the black men were tipping them and paying them attention??
I couldn't believe these men would pick the other boys over me but it now makes sense George!! I have seen some porn with the Queen of Spades tattoos in and looked it up and it says exclusively for black men!!
Could I get some of these tattoos for myself then I could get tipped by these black men?
Tou mean fucked by the black men right boy??
No I am a virgin George it has to be special my first time not with any random man in a gay bar!!
Okay boy if you come back tomorrow night I will get you a temporary tattoo for your Ass!!
Jack went home that night and he looked for sissy porn again he found a site where a pretty white boy called Lola Crystal was exclusively for black men. She had a tattoo on her Ass that was permanent. She had lots of sex with black cocks and wore a chastity cage and was dripping of these strong black mens cum. Jack spent some time watching these videos and hoping that when he lost his virginity it would be with a strong forceful black man. Eventually he got to sleep after watching a video of the sissy's face covered in cum this made his little clit dribble cum into it's flat cage!!
The following night he turned up at the gay bar bucking bronco. He puts the same outfit on and heels. Then George gives him a sheet of temporary Queen of Spades tattoos. He peeled one off and carefully puts it on his Ass. He hears a boy then talking about one of the black men who is there tipping the stripers. He's telling the other boy that last night he took him to a party and five men passed him around like a sex toy. The only guys name he knew was Sean the one who took him to the party. He other men didn't want to give their names out has they were married and didn't want people to find out they were fucking a twenty year old white boy!! But the bit thet loved and he loved was he was on a massive round bed. Then he sat his boi pussy on a black cock and another black cock enters him for double Anal. This was then added to with a cock in his mouth and one in each hand. Looking after five big black men at once. This was rotated so each man had a different role until they were all exhausted with the fucking. He then told the other dancer if you go with Sean mind take lots of lube or drug!! He's got the biggest black cock ever and it's at least thirteen inches!! But he's very gentle and will teach you to take it in your sissy pussy!
Jack sat there listening to this story and he wants to meet a black man. This man Sean sounds great but any black man. He needs to lose his virginity and has made his mind up if he's going to be gay he needs black cocks!!
So it's his turn to go up and dance with the audience tonight. Jack walked out on his heels and with his little pink tutu barely covering his boy bubble butt. He gets onto the stage and dances and twerks at the men in the club. But tonight it's different the black men pay him lots of attention and tip him money. They see the 'QOS' symbol and know he's up for black men and being in a gay bar black cock!! One man asks him to go in a private room where it's one on one and private. He goes for the extra money but this black man is not what he had hoped for. He didn't want to lose his virginity to someone like him he wasn't in the best shapes. But he paid good tips and told him exactly what he was going to do to him and even gave him an address to go to!!
But no there was the man the other boy talked about there. He had a group of friends and they all looked in good shape. Jack could imagine any one of these men taking him home. They all looked like 'NFL' players and he won't mind them using his body. But no other than tips none of these men approached him. He finished his shift and then went to an adult bookstore which sold sex items. He wanted a thirteen inch dildo in black. But the biggest size they had was twelve inches!! He took it home and went to bed with it and it was massive perhaps the boy had Sean's size wrong!!
Then he layed on the bed put on the same sissy site has last night and tried to deep throat his new black dildo. Then he squatted over it and bounced up and down on it this made him have a sissy gasm in his cage. Then he rolled over and went to sleep!!
The following day he was in two minds to go back to work but it had paid him good money and he was hoping Sean would pay him some attention soon!! He went back to the gay bar and started to dance again but there wasn't many people in tonight and not many black men. He was going to call it a night when the door swung open and in walked the bog black man Sean. Straight away he sat next to Jack and threw some money at him. He tried to speak with Sean but the noise was so loud. Then to his big surprise Sean speaks up and says come with me to a private room. Jack went with Sean and there was a big couch and a pole but the music was a lot quieter. He started to dance and shake bis Ass and then he feels a hand stroking his Ass has Sean casually felt his Ass.
Hey boy what's the name I can tell your new to all if this but your the prettiest sissy I have ever seen girl??
Hello my name is Jack but my stage name is Jacky Lust yes it's new to me I needed money and this pays well and thank you for the compliment Sean.??
Hey girl you know my name that's cool but do you know I like to take you dancers to my home boy??
Yes they were talking about you behind the bar where we get changed!!
Well are you used to being with men boy is that why your dancing in a gay bar??
No I am a virgin and haven't been with a man or a woman but from when I was early on I was very feminine and took female hormones and have decided to be with men??
Oh I was going to ask where you wearing a special set of breasts or a special bra but I know where you got hour tits from boy!! But would you like to lose your virginity to a black cock boy??
Yes please I have only ever watched gay porn and sissy porn with big black cocks!!
Oh that is what I needed to hear boy we will have a lot of fun tonight and your Ass pussy is going to be torn open by myself do you understand??
Yes Sean just be gentle with me please??
Then Jacky danced a little more for Sean and twerked right next to his face. Then he was given money and a note that said wait behind tonight and Sean would give him a ride!! He went back into the bar but it went on for hours. It was like time had stood still all he wants is to go with Sean. Then the last orders were called and everyone was drinking up the other sissy boys got changed into more normal clothes but Jack kept his outfit on and went to look for Sean.There was a flash car it was an open topped Porsche and Sean was driving it.
Jack jumped in and he sped away and a short ride he pulled into a gated house. It was like a mansion he walked in and there were pictures of Sean with a woman and kids. There was also pictures of him playing American football. Massive couch was straight in front of him and rooms off everywhere.
Do you like my house boy??
Yes Sean but there's pictures of a woman with you and kids??
Look I was straight and married and have grown up boys but she wanted more and more. When I stopped playing football she still wanted the best of everything it led to arguments and I found out she was with a few mates if mine ex mates now. So off she went and she still tried to take everything but has you can see I still kept a lot of money!! I then dated other women and has soon has they see I have money they want it off me. So I haven't dated women in the past two years. But I am not gay boy but I have needs and when someone I knew introduced me to a sissy. That was me they were there for pleasure not money. Now I take it on myself to help these white boys become the girls they want to be!!
I am a girl Sean brought up has a boy when born but I feel all woman and am ready for you to help me??
Well after tonight boy you Will definitely be black only!!
Then Sean sits on the couch and strips off with Jack watching him. He's taller than Jack but he's only five foot six and Sean looks at least six foot tall. He's got strong arms and chest with a muscular and fit body. His shirt comes off followed by his pants and boxers. His cock is massive and hangs down low to his knees and is not even hard. It's black and Jack thinks it looks better than any porn video he's watched and he's seen a few!! Now Sean starts stroking his cock and smoking some marijuana blowing smoke around the room.
Now boy there's a few rules before I take your sissy pussy. You will be available to me at all times even if I drive past your house you will open up to me. Second if I invite friends you look after them as well sometimes up to five or more they don't need to tell you anything about their lives they just need you to open up to them. Remember some of these friends are married and have successful careers. Also a couple of times a year I bring back large groups of sissy boys to get fucked here you need to come to these party's to look after my guests!! Are you okay with all of that boy??
Yes Sean I will be available to your friends and I will be open always to yourself!!
Good boy now crawl to Black Master Sean on your hands and knees and don't take your eyes off my cock!!
He dropped to the floor and crawled to his masters big black cock not once taking his eyes off it. When he got there he was memorized watching Sean stroke his cock.
It was a thing of beauty and his sissy clit was all ready leaking cum!! He now has one thought on his mind to take this cock into his boi pussy!!
Now boy you take over and stroke masters cock feel it's power??
I instantly held on to his big cock and starts to slowly stroke it but it looks so small in his little white hand. So he places the other white hand on his cock and uses both hands to stroke it up and down his blue eyes staring at Sean smoking his drugs.
Now boy spit on to my cock and make it wet and shinny for me??
Jacky spat and slobbered saliva all over the huge black cock and stroked it up and down in his little white hands. It smelt so good and he hopes it tastes has good has it smelt. It smells if his masters sweat musk and pheromones. Now it's growing with each stroke and is getting blacker and shiny with his spit and saliva!!
Now Jacky boy kiss the head of your masters cock little girly kisses and lick the pre cum from the eye of my bell end??
He starts to place little kisses on the head of his masters cock. Really tickling and girly all over the huge end. Then his tongue darts out and laps up the pre cum from the eye of his bell end. It so tasty and delicious he's hoping he will be able to drink his cum today!! This goes on for a few minutes not once does he take his eyes off his master. His master is moaning at Jacky's little kisses on his bell end!!
Now sissy open really wide and try to take masters black cock into your girly mouth??
Jacky now opens his mouth has wide has it could possibly open. Then he places it over the huge head of the black cock he then bobs up and down. Sean moans out loud and praised him for getting all of his head inside his mouth. This spurred on the sissy to take more into his mouth. He's now gasping and slobbering all over this black cock. Hearing his masters moans and groans pleased him. This then caused his sissy clitoris to leak more cum. Then he opened a little wider and bobbed up and down faster. Taking about seven inches into his greedy young mouth.
Now boy look up at master and open your mouth each time you open your mouth!! I am going to blow marijuana into your mouth then you suck my cock with it in your mouth do you understand??
He stops sucking and opens his mouth and master blows drugs into his mouth. He then bobs up and down his big black cock blowing the smoke all over it. This smokey blow job was really turning Jacky on. It was the drugs he was inhaling or the cock he was inhaling. But he never felt so owned in his life. He does this over and over until master's manjiuna runs out. But he's now so high and would do anything he's told by his black master.
Now we will see how far you can take my cock boy remember to breathe through your nose and relax your throat!! This big black cock is now going to throat fuck you??
Jacky sighed and placed his mouth back over master's cock. While master looks down at him the white skin tones against his black skin. The pretty little tities with the nipple's showing through the crop top and then there's is boyish bubble butt sticking out from under his tutu. All wrapped up in a white suspender belt and stocking with heels to help his Ass stick out more!!
This boy was perfect and would be a great addition to his parties. The last party had four sissy boys all dressed has french maids. There was a biracial boy who was a product of a black man getting a white woman pregnant. A Hispanic boy who had short punky spike hair with attitude that Sean fucked out if him. Then two little blonde white boys. There was ten black men and there wasn't a minute when one of these boys wasn't full of black cock. Sometimes two black cocks at a time and sucking a third black cock. The Hispanic sissy even managed with a lot of patience and lube three black cocks in his Ass pussy he definitely has no attitude now. At the end of the night all four boys were placed in a sunken bath and had cum sprayed all over their maid outfits by the ten black cocks then they were all washed off with their masters hot salty piss. Jacky would be ideal for these parties!!



Now back to the throat fucking he's relaxed enough to take nine inches into his mouth and throat. But sean keeps coaching him to take more black cock!! But the boy is now really struggling has another two inches slip into his throat. He's moaning and groaning all over his master's big black cock!! Eleven inches is not bad Sean thinks but he knows one last push and the other two inches will go into his throat. He will after learn to accept big black cocks in his mouth and throat. But his Ass pussy will be easier when it gets used to black cocks it learns to open and accommodate them. Just like the Hispanic boy was really trying to push Sean off him but when the full cock was inside his boi pussy. He relaxed and pushed back on it and now he's taken three black cocks in his Ass pussy. The biggest being eleven inches and two ten inches along side it!!
Then with a little push Sean's cock was in the sissy's throat the sweaty balls against his chin. He holds him there to get used to it and he's moaning all over it. Smelling his musky and sweaty full balls. Then master slowly pulls out of his mouth and he gasps for air. Before being pushed back down the black shaft. Over and over up and down no gentleness just pure face fucking!! The boy has no say he's being fucked up and down the big black cock. In and out of his little white mouth. His eyes streaming his makeup smudged and moaning while his little white clit kept dripping cum. Then his master fills his throat with thick creamy cum spraying straight into his stomach. This continues for a few minutes until the cock and balls are emptied in the sissy boy.
He pulls out and Jacky licks the last drops off his large bell end.What he could taste was delicious the rest was shoot down his throat into his stomach!!
How was that little boy do you feel a man now you've sucked black cock??
Yes master I loved every minute and will be happy to suck your cock anytime??
What about my friends cocks and what if your in a party full of black cocks boy??
Yes master what ever you command me to do!!
Okay do you want your Ass pussy opened by my big black cock boy?? This is your last chance to say no??
Yes master I want you to be my first and take my virginity??
Good girl I have a collar and lead for you crawl behind me to the bedroom when I put it on you sissy!!
He then pulls some things out a black leather collar with the letters printed on it 'BBC' for big black cock. Then he attached a leash to it then master puts on these leather open harness pants so his Ass and cock is on show. Then he tells him he's putting on a cock ring. It will make his cock harder and delay his orgasm!! Why Jacky thought to himself would I want to make that monster any bigger!!
Then he's lead behind his masters big black Ass and it's framed in the harness and the boy thinks about licking his black Asshole!! He's led all the way to a big room with a en suite bathroom and the biggest bed he's seen it's round and takes up.most of the room. There's mirror's everywhere so master doesn't miss a thing!!
Now boy we need to break in your Ass pussy it will really hurt the first time!! But I will go slow and gentle with plenty of lube!! With each fucking your sissy pussy will learn to accept it's master's big black cock!! Sometimes you will get two black cocks in your boi pussy boy but don't worry they aren't all thirteen inches like this one??
Yes master I have been dreaming about this very day when a black man makes me a woman!!
Well get up on the bed on all fours and arch your back?? It will allow your cheeks to part for my black snake!! It will be lubed and slowly take your Ass pussy. Scream and bite the pillow or bedding but the initial pain will be replaced by pleasure!!
Jacky got up on the bed in position he arched his back to push out his little white butt. When he arched this made his Ass part for the black snake. Master then got up behind him and was rubbing lube into his massive black cock. He looks at this boys Ass and thinks why did I ever get married when I could be fucking a white obedient sissy boy. Then he drops some lube on to his Ass pussy. Then he goes between bis stockinged white thighs and aims his black snake at his boi pussy!!
Boy tell master where his cock belongs??
Master your black cock belongs in my tight Ass pussy please master I need it!!
That's what he needs to hear and pushes against his anal ring. His little bum hole opened up to the huge black snake. It wants this Ass pussy and is not stopping now!! The boy screams in pain and pleasure and only the head is inside his boi pussy!! Another push and he screams out loud has there's now four inches inside him that's bigger than his sissy clit. Then a big push and now there's seven inches inside his Ass pussy. He's coming and moaning while trying to get accustomed to this big black cock!! Master rests then pushed a few more inches inside his sissy hole. Then another few inches that's eleven inside his shit hole!! Then has the boy moans and relaxed he pushes their full thirteen inches into his Ass pussy. He waits and lets the boy get used to the snake deep inside his boi pussy.
Then he withdrew all the way to look at the gaping boi pussy it's a perfect wide 'O' and is open for the black cock to go back in!!
Master please I need your cock and your cum please fuck your sissy boy??
It's okay was just checking your little bum hole out boy I haven't finished with it yet!!
Then he enters again pushing against the boys prostate. Making his cock explode into it's cage. In and out he fucks holding on to his hips occasionally pinching his nipple's and feeding his breasts!! Harder and faster the boy moaning and cursing his love for all things black. Then in and out again has the boy pushed back. It won't be long his shit hole and bowels will be bred by his masters big black snake!! In and out harder and harder. Till even with the cock ring his balls needed emptying!!
Boy do you want to be bred by masters cum??
Yes master breed by boi pussy claim it has yours!!
With that his master filled his bowels up for the first of four loads shot in him that first night. With a roar he fired more cum then he could ever imagine into his sissy pussy if he could get pregnant then this would be it!! Over and over he fires has Jacky's cock drips cum into his own cage. Master pulls out and looks at his gaping Ass pussy a perfect wife opened 'O' with a cum glaze all over it and inside it!!
The rest of the night was like some porn movie the next fuck he bounced up and down his masters snake like he was riding a bull until the cream filled his hole. Then he was fucked missionary with his legs and stockings over his master's shoulders till his boi pussy was cream pied again. Then the fourth fuck his favourite position with him on all fours being fucked by masters huge black cock till it flooded his Ass pussy with more cum!!
But the thing he enjoyed was the nasty things!! He had watched masters Ass in the harness when he crawled behind it and he wanted to taste his sweaty dirty Asshole so after the first fuck he casually asked master if he could rim his black Ass. Master was thrilled and bent over and put his Ass in his face. Jacky eat his Ass crack and stuck his tongue into his Asshole. All the while he was stroking the big black cock hard again! Then he rides him to another orgasm and wanted to eat his Ass again master got on all fours and the boy got behind him and licked his Ass crack and Asshole again while stroking his huge black snake hard again!! Then after the last doggy fuck in his Ass pussy he turned around and asked his master to taste his piss. Master obliged him and pissed into his girly mouth over and over again. Then the sissy boy sucked the remaining piss off his cock and head!!
He has now been told he's done so good his next meeting will be two cocks or a room full of black cocks. He can't wait had he's been dropped off home his sissy clit is still dripping cum!!
To be continued...
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This is a fantasy story and no part is based on real events. If you don't like the story please move on and no negative comments and marks There are themes of young sissy twink and black men with interracial anal and double anal!! If these themes don't interest you please move on!
The people in this story=
Jack Harper a twenty year old white boy who was on female hormones and has a four inch cock!!
Ashley Baker a twenty one year old white boy who's very feminine and dances with Jack at the same club he has a five inch cock.
Sean Morris a black man who's muscular and likes to break in white boys and has a thirteen inch black cock and Forty years old.
Jake Brown a black man muscular ex football player who's thirty nine and a friend of Sean's he has a ten inch cock.
A week has past since Sean has broken in the young Jacky and he hasn't been to see him or in the bucking bronco. Jack wished he had taken his number but he hadn't. So he's now bought himself a very large selection of butt plugs!! Since the first time he danced at the club he's now met a boy who's a dancer like him!! The boy is called Ashley but he's a virgin has well and can't make his mind up if he wants a girl to lose his virginity or boy??
But Jack has told Ashley all about Sean and how he helped him lose his virginity!! As a result he's now black cock only and is going to take Ashley to his flat so they can swap beauty tips and outfits. They both end up in Jacky's flat and after trying a few outfits out. Jack explained to Ash about the different chastity cages. Now Ashley wants to wear a flat cage because it keeps his cock softer and he can hide it under his sissy panties. Then Jack shows him the range of different butt plugs and the big black dildo he has bought. Ashley holds the dildo and says they can't possibly be this big!! So Jack says the cock I had in my Ass pussy was bigger. So Ashley says slow down what's the fuck is an Ass pussy??
Well Ash the black men call our Assholes by different names?? They say they stretch to take different size cocks?? So they call it a pussy but they will add Ass or Sissy in front but they like to call it the boi pussy??
They also like to breed these pussys with their cum!!
Well that's really interesting and I should learn this if I am dancing in a gay bar!! But they can't breed us has we are men??
No it's just a nasty word to say but it does feel good when their warm cum is shot into our boi pussys Ash!!
Well it sounds cool and I might lose my virginity yet to a black man!!
With that Jack put on some sissy videos and they both watched them together!! Ashley was amazed that such small boys could take such huge black cocks!! They both took their cages off and wanked to the action on screen. Then Jack showed Ash is big black butt plug in his Ass.
Jack does that hurt it looks huge??
No I am training my Ass for when Sean decides he wants my boi pussy again!! He has said that next time there will be two cocks or more??
Will you be able to take two cocks Jack??
Yeah I think so there's a couple of videos where it goes in easily the guy's find it harder because they have to be patient and work together?? But has Sean said the boy pussy will learn to take the cocks!!
Then on the screen there was a young white boy licking a black mans Asshole!! Then the black man pissed into bis mouth and the white boy swallows it all!!
That's sick Jack this last video imagine licking a black man's arse and then also drinking his piss!!
No Ashley I have done both I asked Sean if I could lick his Asshole and ot was great is sweat and pheromones!! Then he needed a piss so I was happy to swallow it and it was hot and salty I would do it again!!
Wow you really did enjoy Sean I hope he comes into the club??
The rest of the day they talked about black cocks and sissy clothing. Jack gives a tip to Ashley you should wear this Queen of Spades temporary tattoo!! It would make the black men went to tip you and go into a private room with them!!
That night the sissy boys start their shift at the bucking bronco. Both boys have got the same outfits sluty angel!! One black and one white angel outfits. Jack wears the black which consists of black hold up stockings and black high heels. With a little black tutu and his butt plug and 'QOS' on show. Then a little black crop top with black wings and a black halo around his head. Ashley's outfit is the same but in white and Jack puts a tattoo like his on his Ass 'QOS'. Then offers a tiny butt plug to go into his Ass pussy!! First he declined but said okay we are dancing together it's only small!!
They went through their first routine on the club dance floor. The club was empty than usual and their tips were low but the other dancers came back in and said some more guys have turned up. There's two big fit black men heavy tipping them. Jack looks and comes back to Ashley and says Sean is in the club??
Look at you Jack your like a love struck teenager??
Ashley he is really good and takes control of you and makes you submit to him!! You should see his place it's probably got ten bedrooms god only knows how many bathrooms!! His car was a Porsche and he does party's where groups of black men fuck young boys like us!! I won't be upset if he takes your virginity Ash??
Well I haven't decided to lose my virginity and he sounds huge so you can have him??
Well when you see him in the buff you will be like me Ashley and coming into your sissy cage!!
They then went out to do their routine and Sean was tipping them a lot. His friend has well but then Jack is asked by Sean to go with him to the private room. While Ashley goes back to the dressing room. When they got into the room Sean kissed Jacky. Then inside the room they could talk with out the music drowning them out!!
Missed me Jacky sorry I haven't had time to come to your flat or the club!! But the ex wife is making trouble for me she wants more money off me!! She's threatened to tell everyone that I am gay but a lot of close friends have got her off my back?? So I was telling my friend Jake about you and the club and he's up for having a sissy boy it's his first time call him a virgin??
Well Master the boy who's dancing with me is a virgin to?? He doesn't know if he needs a man or girl to do it with??
Well I like taken boys virginitys but Jake would be ideal for your friend he has a ten inch cock compared to my thirteen!! We don't need to scare him off do we has it's great to get new boys for my parties!! Now try to ask your friend if he wants to come back and after it closes in an hour we will go back to mine??
Jacky goes back to the changing room and tells Ashley about the end of shift. Ashley is hesitant but admits both men were good looking and fit. He also said to Jacky those videos we watched were hot and my cock was leaking watching them boys get black cocks!!
But I am a virgin how would Sean's cock fit inside me Jack??
Well so was I and we are similar size and he got his thirteen inches in my Ass pussy!!
But his friend Jake is smaller he's only ten inches he will be able to take your virginity??
Well ten inches is still massive and will tear my Ass apart it's a bit better than Sean's thirteen?? But his friend is hot and if I am going to lose my virginity it would be good with Jake!!
So it was agreed both boys were going back to Sean's for drinks!! But both knew what drinks actually meant!! The next hour drag for the boys they had a few more tips and proposals from gay men. But they both wanted to be taken to Sean's house to get some drinks. Jacky was hoping for more of the same but Ashley was panicking what if Jake didn't want him!! Would he be able to take a ten inch black cock. Was he really now gay or would he meet a girl. But those videos the boys really loved taken those big black cocks!! He imagined himself taking Jake's black cock while watching Jack with Sean's bigger black cock!! But the hour was up he would soon find out if it's true once you go black you won't go back??
They both waited outside the bucking bronco in the car lot. When a big luxury humvee flashed it's lights at them. It was Sean and Jake to take them back to Sean's place. Both boys stayed in their outfits and Jack joked with Ash that is outfit was correct white for a virgin. But hewas no angel or Jack for dancing like this in front of gay men!! The ride was short with Jack sat in the front with Sean and Ashley and Jake in the back. Jack goes to talk to the two of them and they are making out like teenagers in the back!! Ashley was already stroking Jake's black cock. So Jack puts his hand down Sean's trousers to feel his snake again. It's like he remembers large and waiting for attention the snake loves young white boys!! Then they pull up at Sean's place and Ashley is very impressed!
All four walk in and Sean gets two sets of collars and leashes for the boys. He puts Jacky's collar on with 'BBC' written on it. Then Jake puts on Ashley's it has more written on it 'white sissy slave'!! Then Jake leads Ashley to a spare room while Sean strips off again he has the leather harness on but he's now wearing a collar it says 'black master '!! When he turns around he's still got the cock ring on. His huge black cock throbbing erect and Jacky thinks it's like his huge black snake!! Sean then leads Jacky to the master bedroom on all fours. They walk in and there's a television showing the bedroom that Jake and his slut Ashley are in!! So Jacky starts to kiss and stroke Sean's big black cock while he turns up the volume and says watch your friend lose his virginity??
In the bedroom the both of them kissing passionately. Then Jake strip's off all his clothing and he's in good shape like Sean!!
He's also got a cock ring on and his cock is already leaking pre cum!!
Ashley stroke Daddy's big cock tonight you will call me Daddy do you understand??
Yes Daddy but what if I can't go along with it I am a virgin??
Good boy but you came back willingly and are dressed like a sissy slut boy!! But don't worry I have plenty of women but you are my first boy?? Also the first white slut I have bed but Sean says you white boys love black cocks?? Now stroke my cock boy!!
The other bedroom Jacky is on all fours looking up at the screen. While her master is giving him long slow deep stokes in his Ass pussy. They were both waiting for the action to heat up. While Jacky's sissy clit explodes when master finds his prostate.
Now in the other bedroom Ash was happily stroking Jake's cock hard. Jake was sat on the bed with Ashley between his large black thighs. Then Jake lifted his legs on to the bed with this position his knees where now either side of the sissy. Both balls and his Asshole was on view. Ashley was now looking up at his balls and Asshole while stroking his black cock!!
Now I need you to lick my Ass crack and balls boy?? Then suck each ball before tonguing my black Asshole boy??
What daddy I seen that on video that's disgusting I won't do it??
You will boy or you will get punished and won't lose your virginity!! Now start at my sweaty crack and balls then suck the balls and suck my Asshole for Daddy boy??
He complied has if he didn't have a choice but he went at his Daddy with gusto!! First he licked up and down his nasty sweaty crack. Smelling the musk and sweat then he reaches his balls!! These he licks all over while still stroking the black cock hard!! Then he sucks each of Daddy's black balls in turn. Before dropping back down into his Asshole. His tongue flicked all over it and then in and out. He was still stroking the big black cock!! Then he stuck his tongue in like a cock in and out. Jake then starts to sweat and moan out loud. But when he sucked his Asshole he shot his cum all over the boys little white hand. Also it rained down all over Ashley has he was eating his Asshole!!
In the other bedroom this causes Sean to cream pie Jacky. He shoot's straight into his Ass pussy felling his bowels milking his cock of all it's cum. He then pulled out to watch his cum deep inside her wide gaping Asshole!!
Wow your friend Ashley is nasty like you Jacky did you see him eat Jake's Asshole!!
He watched that earlier with me and said he wouldn't do anything like that what's the odds he will drink Jake's piss as well!!
Back in the other bedroom Jake was stood up while Ash was licking up all of his cum!! Then he starts to bob up and down Jake's cock. Taken it deeply into his mouth and throat he was a natural. He could probably have been taken by Sean's bigger black cock!! This goes on and Jake's cock is rock hard again all wet with spit. Now Jake is ready to break in his first boy and take the boys virginity!!
Look up at Daddy with your blue eyes boy yes like that slut!! Look at you all in white ready to lose your virginity?? Do you want Daddy's black cock in you boy??
Yes Daddy please fuck my Ass pussy it needs to be bred!!
Fuck me you are a slut boy yes Ass pussy that sounds great don't worry I will bred your pussy boy!! Now onto the bed on all fours arch that back?? Yes boy that's what I need to see your Ass pussy opening in your Ass crack for cock?? Now don't go tense relax and let Daddy take that Ass pussy??
Ashley got into position on the bed on sll fours back arched. Jake stands behind he's stroking his cock looking at the young white sissy boy. His legs spread wide with silky white hold ups and white heels on his little feet. Then he sees the little plug still in has Ass pussy. His tiny white tutu over his Ass cheeks not covering anything!! His hair in a ponytail and wings across his back his little white Anal angel!! Jake's first time to but Sean's been telling him how good it is and he is the hardest he's ever been. Fuck women from now on he's taking Sean's advice!!
Back in the other bedroom Sean has Jacky riding him up and down. They are both watching the screen has Jacky rides his thirteen inch black cock up and down. He's sat astride his master forward cowgirl and bouncing up and down on her big black bull!! Wailing and moaning out loud the other couple could probably hear them!! But he slows down his bouncing has they get ready to watch Ashley lose his virginity!!
Jake has now jumped up behind the young white boy. His cock is at the entrance of the boys bum hole and he pulls the plug out and hands it to him to suck clean!! Then he grips his hips and slowly pushes the head of his cock into his little boi pussy.
Ashley screams out in joy and his sissy clit explodes cum. Jake is in a rush this is the first boy he's fucked!! So two virgin's both fucking each other. The boy pushes back at the cock entering his Ass pussy moans fill the bedroom. Soon filled with lots of obscenities has he tells Jake to fuck the shit out of him!! He's Jake's fuck toy and Daddy can have him any time he wants!! Jake's loving how easy this white boy is taking his black cock. It's now almost all the way in and his farting over his cock has it pushes in and out of the boy. He pulls out to look at his gaping Ass pussy and Ashley begs for his cock back in his sissy pussy!!
This is to much for the boy fucking virgin Jake he needs to cum!!
Slut ask your Daddy for his cum boy!!
Daddy fill me up with your potent cum breed my Ass pussy!! Please Daddy I have been good and have even licked your shit hole and sweaty balls!! Please breed my boi pussy Daddy??
Hearing the young white sissy boy begging like he was made Jake empty into his boi pussy. His first time of coming in a boys bowels and Ashley's first cream pie!! Both would experience so much more over the coming night and days!! The amount of cum that Jake was shooting into his boi pussy gives him such a warm feeling. This boy now only wants this black man to be his lover. But he will soon see that is holes will be open for many black cocks!! Jake fires the last cum into the boys deep shit hole the bowels splashed with cum. Has he pulls out the young white boy farts all of the cum over his gaping Asshole. This Ass is now opened has it should be the Ass pussy a perfect 'O'!! Jake is pleased with his first white boy. Then he gets the boy to suck his cock clean. He sucks trying to keep Daddy happy all of daddy's cum and his own Ass juices!!
Now Daddy's boy needs to drink my piss if you want to be my exclusive sissy boy??
Yes Daddy please piss in my mouth!!
Then Jake starts to piss straight into his young mouth. So much piss the boy was struggling to drink it down. But he needed to please his Daddy. So he was gulping down hot salty piss. Then he sprays piss over his angel outfit and Ashley sucks any remaining piss off Daddy's cock!!
In the master bedroom Sean had cum again in Jacky's Ass pussy while he was riding his black cock. They both cum when watching the other couple lose their sissy virginity. Jacky was sucking masters cock hard when they seen Ashley drinking her Daddy's piss. Jacky stops and says he's such a slut everything he said he wouldn't do he's lovingly done. Eating Ass and also drinking piss!!
Now master was hard after watching Ash drinking her Daddy's piss. He now had is own plans for Jacky and Jake was a big part of it. He sits on the end of the bed and Jacky sits her little white Ass pussy on her masters cock. Riding him reverse cowgirl with his Ass in front of the door. Bouncing up and down his big black cock. Moans and groans could be heard throughout the house again. Then the door opens and in walks Jake holding Ashley's hand his cock ready to go again. He has already been told what to do. He walks up behind the Ass of Jacky and aims his cock at his boi pussy!!
Now the young boy was going to have two black cocks double Anal. Before Jacky could say no master held him down and Jake's cock slips in along side her masters. The sissy screams out in a bit of pain and pleasure!! But both cocks were pushing up against his prostrate. This was causing his sissy clit to leak cum everywhere. Ashley didn't want to be left out so went behind her Daddy's Ass and licked up and down his sweaty Ass crack. This makes Daddy moan out loud his young white boy was so nasty!! This sissy boy was no angel has he carried on eating his Asshole and balls. The room was so full of sex there was deep moans and groans. The both men were working together to fuck Jacky's Ass pussy in and out in unison. Then with his Ass being eat he shoots cum into young Jacky. Soon followed by master shooting cum into his young white sissy slut!!
They all layed around trying to recover from their fucking. Then both swapped the boys Daddy fucking Jacky and Master fucking Ashley. Both little angels on all fours on the bed. Both arching their backs to show the black men their tight bum holes had their cheeks part open. Ashley was in for a big surprise another three inches in his Ass pussy. Masters cock lines up to his boi pussy and he gasps out loud has the black snake enters his sissy pussy. Next to them Daddy is already balls deep and is fucking young Jacky's Ass pussy in and out. Both boys are now being fucked by the big black cocks. In and out cries of joy and moans of pleasure. These boys were being impaled with black snakes in and out of their Ass pussys Then both boys are cream pied has they shared a deep moaning kiss together.
The rest of the night was a great for both boys. They both eat their partners black Assholes while stroking their cocks until they shoot their cum. They both got Anal in different positions and had multiple cream pies. The favourite position was on their hands and knees with their Ass pussys full of big black cocks. They were cream pies three times each on their hands and knees.
The next position was riding black cocks this happened twice with another two cream pies. Ashley tried double Anal but Sean's cock was to big so they said one if their party's he could have two smaller black cocks which would be ten inches!!



They both sat next to each swallowing the black mens piss also sharing a kiss with the black mens piss. Before they went home they were taken to the sunken bath. With their Ass pussys on all fours in the bath and they were fucked by the black snakes again!! But this time no cream pies for the sissy boys they were having their bowels full of piss. Yes the black men were both fucking their Ass pussys with piss!!
Then they were both dropped home with the knowledge that soon they would be picked up from the club and along with another three sissy boys were going to party and fuck ten black cocks!!
To be continued...
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The people in this story=
Jack Harper a twenty year old white boy who was on female hormones and has a four inch cock!
Ashley Baker a twenty one year old white boy who's very feminine and dances with Jack at the same club he has a five inch cock.
Sean Morris a black man who's muscular and likes to break in white boys and has a thirteen inch black cock and Forty years old.
Jake Brown a black man muscular ex football player who's thirty nine and a friend of Sean's he has a ten inch cock.
The story continues and it's now the next morning after the two boys went back to Sean's house. Both boys were in a state of shock and bliss. They were going over last night's events and Ashley was telling Jacky that she's now black only. Jacky laughed and said black cocks only. Then Ashley asks Jacky for a bigger butt plug has his Ass pussy felt so empty. Jacky was that's why I went out and bought different butt plugs my pussy craved cock. I think it will help when we see them again Jacky then adds. So Ashley ends up with quite a large opened butt plug has he wanted to see his boi pussy open again!
Ash that looks so fucking hot it looks like when Jake pulled out of your Ass pussy last night?
Yeah Jack he was nasty for his first white boy he kept saying we were both virgin's!
But he didn't act like a virgin boy fucker he was ordering me to do nasty things and call him Daddy?
Yeah Ash what nasty things me and master were shocked watching you! Remember we watched videos in the day and the two things you said you wouldn't do you done with no hesitation?
Well Jack when he made me lick his Ass and balls the smell of his pheromones hit me and I needed to eat his Ass! After he filled my Ass pussy with his cum I would have done anything so drinking his piss was like rewarding him for taking my boi pussys virginity?
Yeah told you it comes natural all of their sweat and musk his intoxicating it only seems natural drinking their piss as well!
Then they started talking about the party and there would be ten blank cocks in total. Jacky said we wouldn't even know all their names Sean says a lot of them are big businesses owners and are married. They wouldn't want it known they were fucking a group of white boys! Ashley then replied we can pass has girls easily but I know what your saying. No Ashley we are sissy boys with little sissy clits and Ass pussys!
Then Jacky tells Ash about the Hispanic boy he was really rebellious and was sent to the party because he was trouble. Sean and the others trained him to be their total slut. He has a little tiny body with a punk hair style and used to swear at these black men. So they drugged him dressed him has a sissy maid. Then they fucked the bad attitude out of him. One part of the night three cocks had been in his Ass pussy. No was Jack I couldn't fit two you couldn't get three in there!! Yeah I took two easy last night because my Ass pussy had already been trained. Well hopefully soon Sean will take us to his sissy boy party's Jack and then maybe I will get two black cocks in my Ass pussy!
Sean has been phoned by Jake and they are reliving last night's events!
Sean did you see the boy he loved eating my Ass and drinking my piss!
Jake these white boys are all the same some pretty outfits and makeup and they become such nasty sluts! The party's we have there's groups of sissy boys and they are fucked all night long! They don't even know the names of the guys fucking them!! One guy is a retired judge very well to do church gower and well respected! He's married with his second wife who's twenty years younger than him? He's seventy but you wouldn't believe it and he really likes the shy sissy boys!! But I would be ruined if these parties were ever found out so no names just sex?
Well Sean that's good by me I still half and half last night was the best sex in ages! But I am not gay and have never been before don't find men attractive and have only dated women?
Well your not gay these boys are prettier than half the women! They also accept the fact their cocks are just little clitoris and lock them away! Then when we fuck them they ask for black cocks in their pussys!
There's nothing like a young white boy with his Ass in the air wearing a girly outfit and begging to be fucked in his Ass pussy?
Well now you put it that way Sean it sounds less gay! Your slut even has breasts you should get them pierced?
Yeah was thinking that and a few tattoos on his little white body! What you reckon he has his nipple's and naval pierced then a few tattoos? I am thinking the Queen of Spades on his Ass and 'BBC' 'ONLY' above his sissy clitoris?
Yeah Jacky will rock like that Sean perhaps we can get Ashley same tattoos as well?
Then the guys go back to planning the evening of the party. There's going to be five white boys Ashley and Jacky. Then there's two regular boys which Sean has been fucking on and off. Then a boy who's not like the others he's being drugged!
The other two sissy boys are=
Lacy a nineteen year old pretty boy who ended up on the streets so to earn money becomes a rent boy for wealthy men and is slim with a real big fat Ass which sean likes and a little tiny clit of a cock. Sean met him the one night dressed him has a girl got him a flat and now Lacy is black cock only!
Charlie who was working in the bucking bronco club was tall twenty one year old with a tight Ass and was already black only.
He had run away from his parents home because they found out he was gay and there was a big argument. He was seeing a white guy but this man was married so when Charlie came to him he refused to help him. Charlie liked to dress has he felt comfortable so often dressed like a little girl. He had a Queen of Spades tattoo added to his Ass! So Sean was happy taking him back to his house has he's black only and street nasty! Meaning that he was willing to lick Ass and drink black piss!
Now the last boy=
Nineteen year old Alex doon to be Alexa!!
This boy doesn't know it yet but when he wakes up at the party after his drugging. He will be shaved and his cock in a cock cage and will be wearing a sissy maids outfit with his hair and makeup done. This boys dad has taken money off one of Sean's party guest's a rich banker and the dad hasn't the money. But his son his what the banker likes pretty blue eyes blonde long hair and could easily pass has a woman. So the banker wants to breed the boy has a punishment to his dad. The dad agreed has it will save him going to jail. So the boy doesn't know it but his Ass pussy is going to pay his dad's debt off!
Then there's ten black bulls=
Seen and Jake thirteen and ten inch cocks.
all other men will not be named because of their different reasons. Has six a respected married men and two are just finishing their pro football careers
So the two footballers are thirty two one with nine Inch black cock the other ten.
There are two judges one who's seventy the other fifty six both with eleven inch black cocks.
Then four business men who have done regular business with Sean.
Two are fifty with ten inch cocks then theres a forty one year old with a twelve inch cock. Then the last business owner a thirty four year old with a ten inch black cock!
So the party guests were all picked up by Sean he just needed to get a date pick up each boy and take them to his house. He starts phoning around most of the guys are happy the following night. Jake wanted it tonight but Sean said no get some rest and tomorrow you can get to fuck five Ass pussys. Jacky and Ashley we're none the wiser but they would have gone back anytime or place to get those big black cocks snaking into their sissy pussys.
The following night Sean pick up Jake and went to get the first boy it was Lacy and he was close by in a flat provided by Sean. He got in the back with Jake they both started making out.He's wearing a crop top with the 'QOS' symbol on it and skin tight black leggings with ankle boots. The leggings showed off his real big fat Ass and Jake's hands were all over it. They then dropped him at Sean's and went to collect Charlie he's a little taller with tight little Ass even after all the black cocks. He's dressed in hot pants and a crop top with 'BBC' on it and has soon has they drove off he was deep throating Jake's black cock! Then they picked up Ashley and Jacky both dressed already in black maid outfits. Jacky sat in the front and sucked on Sean's cock while he drove and Ashley was stroking Jake's cock while licking his balls. This was something that Jake wanted yesterday so he wanted to please him again. They were then dropped outside Sean's while they went for the last boy!
So they went to a quiet part of Atlanta to fetch this boy. When they got to his home he was alone his parents had known what they agreed to and he was going to pay their bills. They knock the door and he comes out and says we don't want blacks around here this time at night so go away.
They both stand there and are not going anywhere without him!!
Look Alex or is it Alexa your dad has sent us your going to come to a party?
What party and like fuck my dad didn't tell you to come and get me! There's no way am I going anywhere with two black men?
Well boy there's going to be ten black men in total and five little white boys! Your job is to keep us black men happy all night till we send you home full and contented?
What the actual fuck is this some sort of sick twisted joke!! Next you will be saying the black men will be fucking me to make me full and contend??
Yes exactly your a pretty White boy who's been very lucky and been selected!! There are lots of boys who would love to be in your place and full of black cocks??
Now you don't seem to be joking but I can get a gun and I have already phoned the police you better leave now??
No your dad owes lots of money and your Ass is paying it back!! Do we have to drug you or knock you out but you are coming with us boy!! Now Jake cuffs his hands and I will gag him let's get him into the car??
Both ex football stars easily over powered the little boy. He was put in cuffs and hsd a ball gag in his mouth. In the back of the car Jake was taking off his clothes and to his surprise he had no body hair and no pubic hair he was baby smooth. Jake then fits a chastity cage on his erect cock. Cocks will always let people down he was crying and complaining into his ball gag. But really he was excited at what was in store for him!!
Sean the little boy is completely bald and his little cock was hard when I caged it!!
Yes Jake their all the same but deep down they desire strong black men. Their women and has I have been finding out the young white fem boys love black cock. He looks like a little twink and later he will be like the other sissy boys eating black Ass and on all fours giving up his Ass pussy??
Alex hearing all this sobs into his mouth gag but what they were saying was partly true he liked watching interracial porn. This led to him watching young boys like him getting black cock. He loved seeing these boys crying when the black cocks were in them!! Now it could be him this makes his cock strain in it's cage!! They then pulled up at Sean's and just in time four other car's all carrying the other eight black men.
All five sissy boys were sat on a couch the men standing over them. Each young boy has been dressed in a satin black maid's outfits. Consisting of black satin mini dress no panties and black hold up stockings.
All had black little flat shoes has this would make it easier for them to hop on the bed over the black cocks. Then they were all placed in a collar with 'BBC SLUT' written on each collar. They all then turned except Alex to show their Asses to the black men. They all had a 'QOS' tattoo but Charlie's tattoo was permanent. Then Alex was lifted up by two of the black businessmen one was fifty the other was the youngest business owner thirty four year old. This was the man which Alex's father owes a lot of money to!! Then the thirty four year old puts a 'QOS' temporary tattoo on his Ass then says from now he's black cock only!!
Later he will beg to be with black men and will dress for them.
Alex was led away by these two men to a bedroom to receive two ten inch black cocks.
Then Charlie was led to another bedroom by the two thirty two year old football players to receive a ten inch and nine inch cocks.
Now Lacy was led away by Jake and another business owner who's forty one year old to receive a ten inch and twelve inch black cocks
Then Ashley disappointed that he hadn't gone with Jake but later has they will all be swapped. Now he was led away by the two old judges a seventy year old and fifty six both older than his grandpa and he would receive two eleven inch black cock.
Then Jacky was taken to the master bedroom by Sean and the last business man a fifty year old and Jacky would get a thirteen inch and ten inch black cocks.
The first sissy boy Alex was led by a leash into a big bedroom. He had to be broken and his ball gag remains in no Ass licking or cock sucking till he's black owned. They cuff him to each corner of the bed. Then put some booster cushions under him it raises his Ass and gets him in position they then tighten the cuffs. He's exactly has they need him then his view is a television on the wall. They then start a sissy training video on a loop that Keeps saying give in to the black cock. While showing black cocks in sissy boys mouths then their Ass pussys. Then it flashes back and forth the black new world order you will give up your boi pussys. You are here to serve black cocks!! Then he gasps and moans into the gag. These men are dripping oil into his Asshole then the thirty four year old wants to be first has he's owed money.
This boys Ass pussy is for the payment!!
He slowly starts to push the large head of his cock into the sissy boys backdoor but he closes his Asshole and tried to buck off the black man. This infuriated the black man and he starts to spank him hard. This leaves red hand prints all over his Ass cheeks.
Alex is now resigned to the fact the cock is going into his Ass pussy. He sighs and stops fighting off the black man. Then he moans into the gag has the head enters his bum hole. He looks up at the screen has another sissy boy is getting the same treatment but he's not tied down and his pushing back like a slut. Another push and
Alex has five inches in his boi pussy. Then another push and eight inches are inside his virgin Ass pussy. Alex is now starting to respond instead of being tense he starts to go floppy. His moaning gets deeper and with the black cock in his sissy pussy and the sissy video he's starting to give in.
The next push and he got ten inches into his Ass pussy and when the cum fills him up he's no virgin.
Now in the nextdoor bedroom Charlie is with the black football players. Charlie was tall and slim with a real nasty attitude and little tight butt. The sissy boy gets behind the men and eats one Asshole after the other always with a cock in his hands. He then asks to be double penetrated the boy mounts the ten inch cock cowgirl and rides up and down. Then behind Charlie the other black man. He pushes his nine inch black cock inside and the sissy boy has two black cocks in his Ass pussy. He talks so nasty saying later he will drink their cum washed down with their piss. The men won't be long until they come but she's cum twice already into his sissy cage!! Then he starts to beg to be bred and wants to feel cum deep in his tight Ass pussy. This makes both men fill up his gaping Ass pussy with cum dripping out everywhere.
Another bedroom and another white little sissy boy Lacy with the big fat boys Ass. Jake gets the boy on to all fours with his Ass in the air and it's already winking for Jake's cock to enter him. So with a push his backdoor opens up to a ten inch black cock!! Lacy's big bum pushes back onto Jake's black cock. Her tight Ass pussy is now loving the fucking. The white sissy is moaning out loud so the other ten inch black cock shuts the boy up. They are working the sissy maid over in both holes taken their pleasure. While her big butt is full of black cock. Causing his sissy clit to keep leaking cum!!
The other bedroom Ashley is surrounded by old black me. They are both old than her grandfather at seventy and fifty six but they don't look like old men. They both have eleven inch black cocks. Ash is stroking them up and down while they say he's so young and needs black cock. He is then on his hands and knees with the older judge going into his boi pussy. The white boy starts to bob up and down on the cock in his mouth. Both cocks are now fucking the boy. He feels such a slut being fucked by these grandpa's. They both fill him up at both ends the seventy year old filling his Ass pussy with cum and the fifty six year old emptying down his little throat!!
The master bedroom Jacky is on her knees stroking masters black thirteen inch cock!! While sucking a fifty year old ten inch black cock. Then the older man gets the sissy boy on all fours and enters his Ass pussy. Sean bends over in front of Jacky and he knows what master wants. The young boy reached between his thick thighs and strokes his big black cock still with a cock ring. Then licked up and down the Ass crack licking the sweat before tonguing his Asshole while stroking the black cock. All the time whimpering and moaning while getting his prostrate miked!!
Back to the first bedroom the thirty four year old was picking up.his pace. Fucking Alex in his Ass pussy his moans now sound like joy. Then the cock hits his prostate and he cried out into his gag. Then erupts his cum into the chastity cage. This sets off the man in his Ass pussy and he cums deep into his gaping backdoor. The white sissy boy is no longer a virgin. But has he now accepted he's these black mans sissy slave. The black cock moves out of his boi pussy and it's gaping wide full of cum. The fifty year old looks into the gaping wide 'O' before giving him another ten inches.
Look Alexa I will remove your gag while your taking a black cock! But will you now behave and do all the nasty things we tell you and be our total white slut boy?
He couldn't talk but with tears in his eyes he nodded at the thirty four year old black man!! His gag is removed and to the both black mens surprise. The first words he said was please fuck my Ass pussy hard and breed me!! The black thirty four year old then placed his cock into his mouth and he sucked any cum left on it and his Ass juices. The black man then wanted to see if he was converted to black cock. He went in front of his face and pushed his Ass back and parted the cheeks. Alexa knew what he was to do he licked up and down his smelly sweaty crack and licked at his sweaty black balls. Then he asked could he be uncuffed so they left the legs cuffed has he was still being fucked. But has soon has his hands were free he put them between the black mans thighs first fondling his balls. Then stroking his ten inch black cock up and down while placing his tongue in the black shit hole! He has now been turned black only or black cocks only!
The whole house was a massive sissy boy orgy with black cocks going from room to room. Sometimes there would be up to five with one sissy boy? At this very moment Lacy was with five black men in with her they all wanted his fat white Ass! Two ten inches in his Ass pussy a nine inch cock in one hand and another ten inch cock in the other hand while being face fucked by another eleven inch cock. Jacky was with her master riding his black snake with her Ass pussy. Jake has Alex now to himself he needs to break him completely.



Now boy drink daddy's hot piss open your mouth wide for me boy?
Yes Daddy anything you command!
This was the boy who was forced to come to the house was then cuffed and gagged.
Now Alex had been fucked over four times in his Ass pussy. His sissy pussy dripping cum gaping open. He's no longer gagged and he's eat two Assholes and when he eat Jake's Ass he stroked him till he cum with his tongue deep in his Ass. Now he was lovingly looking up at his black Daddy Jake mouth opened wide waiting for his piss. Then his mouth was full has Jake starts to piss long streams into his mouth.
Charlie was her usual nasty self has she was getting fucked she asked one of the businesses men to piss into his Ass pussy! Charlie was stretched wide open by a ten inch black cock and then felt his boi pussy get warm has the black man fucking his Ass pussy started to piss with each fuck. She was moaning and telling the black man he has some good skills to be able to fuck and piss at the same time. Then she was yelling for his cum to breed her Ass pussy! So has the black man cum she was full of a cum and piss enema which she squirted out of his sissy pussy!
Ashley was with another black man whose
went for a piss. She's went to find him and has he pissed she was eating his Asshole and directing his piss into the toilet with his other hand. This was how these parties went down. and they were hard to get invited has the black man all want to be invited back. Sean was thinking of making them bigger but ten cocks was the limit and he normally had four sissy boys but this time five. Perhaps next party will be ten black cocks and two or maybe three pretty white sissy boys!
The five sissy boys were all brought back and put into the lounge. Then each boy was taken by two black men and were fucked all on a couch together. Ashley was riding when football player then the other slipped inside two black cocks in unison in his boy pussy. The rebellious Alexa has now accepted his fate and he is bouncing on one old judges black cock while the other judge was being put into his two big black cocks in his Ass pussy! Charlie was taking Jake and Sean both cocks wedged in his sissy pussy. Then big bummed Lacy was being stretched by two businesses men double anal white sluts! Then young Jacky wanted two black cocks in his Ass pussy! The room was full of the sounds of sex and the musk of their fucking. If any one was in hearing shot they would think people were getting murdered. The wails and crys out loud and the constant groans and moaning. Also cocks slapping along side each other in unison. Then you had the nasty Charlie screaming over and over fuck the shit out of me with you big black cocks. Then crys and moans has the black cock fills up the Ass pussys of the five young sissy boys! Ten deep loads into their bowels!
All the men wanted to recharge so each sissy changed partners and sucked Ass juices and cum off two black cocks at a time. One sissy sucking cock and with their little white hands stroking the next big black cock! Then each sissy cleaned all ten black Assholes and Ass cracks with their tongue! But the last big highlight was big assed Lacy with six black cocks! She started to ride a black cock with her boi pussy then she started stroking two in his little white hands! Then a fourth was face fucking her face. Then Sean and Jake go behind his phat Ass. Then with a bit of adjusting they entered Lacy's Ass pussy three cocks working together to resize his boi pussy? Then there was sighs and moans has all six cocks exploded cum!
Then the party highlight the five sissy's were taken to a big bathroom with sunken bath. All five white sissy boys were being fucked by five black cocks deep throating five more black cocks. Five Ass pussys being stretched and five white sissy sluts bobbing up and down a black cock each! Then thety were swallowing cum and being cream pied together. Before each black pissed over then five inside their Ass pussys and five into their slutty lipstick red mouths!
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Wife's Revenge

She lost track of how many times she actually caught Bill cheating. Never mind all the times she suspected he was out with another woman. How many times had she walked in his office at work only to catch him fucking his secretary. Yeah, the one that was supposed to be outside his office door controlling who entered and who had to wait. And here we were once again, pants around his ankles and his secretary bent over yet again. She turned, without saying a word and walked right back out. He actually did not mind getting caught at his office like this, it was the perfect excuse to get a new secretary.
"I'm sorry Brenda / Janet / Peggy / Sarah the list was long. But my wife says if I don't let you go she is going to divorce me. I hope you understand." And Bill fucked her one more time as she is on her last day.
Well, it was last straw time, after she left his office with him apologizing profusely and the girl bent over the desk, cum pouring out of her gaping hole. She went downstairs to the shipping department. The shipping manager knew who she was and immediately was there asking what she needed.
She took a look around and said, "Don't worry about me, I see exactly what I need." She strutted over to a mountain of a man that was the color of chocolate. He heard her stilettos on the concrete as did all the other men working. Well work stopped and all eyes were upon her. The manager was hot on her heels.
"Miss Johnson I don't know what Mike did but he is fired!"
Rebecca turned around to face this little runt of a man. "Tony, that is your name, right?"
"Yes ma'am, Tony replied"
"Give this man a raise, make it one and a half his current wages. Now leave me the fuck alone!" She turned back and took the few steps to put herself in front of this mountain. "Hello sir, my name is Rebecca, what's yours?"
"I'm Mike, is there something I can do for you, Mrs. Johnson?"
"You know who I am? I like that, Mike. And yes, I believe there is something you can do for me but first I have a question for you."
"Ask away ma'am, I will do my best to answer it."
"Mike, First my name is Rebecca, not Ma'am. Ma'am is for someone you do not know. We now know each other, don't we?"
"Yes, Miss Rebecca, we do I suppose."
"Just Rebecca please Mike. "
"Ok Ma... um Rebecca"
"Better, ok Mike tell me, are all black men hung like I've heard?"
"Oh, no Rebecca, that's a lot of hype but I'm not exactly sure who is more responsible for spreading it, the brothers or the white women."
"Why would women be telling stories about men's size?"
"Well ma'am, er sorry, force of habit. Women are just like men when they are talking to their girlfriends. You think some girl that left the club with a black man when all their friends see her leaving want to be honest about the sex they had with the brother?"
"I see your point, well some of you men are bigger than most white men?"
"Oh absolutely, most of us are and well, some of us have some really big equipment. Sometimes it scares away some women."
"Has that ever happened to you Mike?"
"Unfortunately it has, but I understand. Sometimes I can talk a woman into helping me out in other ways, so she doesn't get ummm"
"Penetrated? Fucked?"
"Yes, I was trying to be polite."
"You are doing well Mike. So, um you have a big cock then?"
"So I have been told"
"Walk with me Mike." The two of them started walking and Rebecca asked, "Mike, is there a place here in the warehouse that is not covered by the cameras?"
"Yes, by law the restrooms can't have cameras."
"Really? Let's go there."
"Excuse me ma'am?"
"REBECCA! Not ma'am please"
"Excuse me Rebecca? Why do you want to go there? Oh, yes stupid me I thought."
"You thought correct Mike, I want to see if your cock really is as big as you say."
They entered the men's room and Rebecca immediately dropped to her knees and struggled to extract the stiffening member from Mike's pants, after a little help from Mike she had it out and held it in her hands, she marveled at it.
"Mike! Your cock is gorgeous!" She leaned forward and licked the precum from the tip, then a second and third lick and then she just took him into her mouth and began sucking him hard. He quickly grew and she once again sat back and marveled at it.
"OH MY GOD MIKE! This is amazing! I simply must have it."
Her dress hit the floor as she stood up and she was about to bend over the sink but Mike stopped her.
"Mike, why are you stopping me? I want that gorgeous cock. OH, I'm sorry! Are you married Mike, and you don't want to cheat on your wife? I'm here today because I am tired of my husband cheating on me."
"Oh that's not it Rebecca, well actually yes I am married, but my wife understands that well."
"Just say it Mike"
"Well, she understands a lot of white women, especially married white women sometimes see a lump in my trousers and well one thing leads to another."
"So why did you stop me Mike? I want that hunk of love you got there buried in me as deep as it will go!"
"You're not ready Rebecca, just come here for a minute."
Mike backed her to the sinks and laid her down on them. And just as she thought he was going missionary, he went down on her, kissing her pussy and clit. Licking and sucking at the center of her womanhood while his hands went up and began fondling her breasts. As the licking and sucking increased in intensity so did his hands.
He began groping of her tits. He was pulling and twisting her nipples hard and it hurt at first, but he kept at her and she began to enjoy the rougher treatment he was delivering.
Rebecca was responding as she was moaning in pleasure, it seemed his big lips did wonders on her lips as well and the tongue lashing her clit was receiving was spot on and within just a few minutes he had her cumming.
Mike stood up,
"Now you are ready for me Rebecca." She didn
t need to put her hand down to her pussy to know she was soaking wet, and she knew, this man wants her as bad as she wants him, that's why he prepped her she thought.
"Mike, I only ask one thing"
"What's that Rebecca? "
"No matter what I say, don't stop!"
"Yes Ma'am! Shhhhh you just lie back for a minute."
He stepped back up to her mouth and offered her his cock to get hard again which she readily did and when it was, he moved back down and lifted her leg nearest him and pulled her to the edge of the sink and slid his now engorged cock up and down her wet slit getting himself lubed. Once he was satisfied, he placed the head at the entrance to her pussy. He looked her in the eye and said, "From this moment on Rebecca you are about to become a Queen of Spades."
"What is that? "
"I will tell you later." And he began working his monstrous cock into the brunette that had enough of the cheating husband and was now going to have her fun whenever, wherever and with whoever she pleased. Or so she thought.
Mike quickly worked himself deep inside the new white slut that he was impaling and soon she was moaning loudly which told him she is ready for the full Mike. He took both her legs into his arms as he spread her wide and began and intense assault on the voluptuous wife spread in front of him, he pounded her cunt fast, hard and mercilessly. Rebecca had never known such a rough animalistic mating in all her years, but she knew instinctively.
This is what she has been missing all her life and now that she had found it she realized she no longer has any use for her husband's puny penis. And to think Bill told her his was a cock!
It was laughable and then Mike reached down and picked her up and let her slide all the way down onto his very swollen member, he grabbed both her legs and began lifting her up and down on his cock faster and faster she was now on her third orgasm. One more he thought, he took her off his cock and turned her towards the sinks and pushed her in the back to bend her over. He immediately slid back inside until his balls were loudly slapping her now dripping with her own cum covered cunt.
Now the machine began, he was pounding her mercilessly and right on que she had her fourth orgasm. He too was ready, he pulled out of her and spun her back around gently pushing her shoulder down. Once on her knees she saw his now dripping with cum cock zeroing in on her mouth, she opened and he began shooting rope after rope of cum into her mouth, some hitting her face and dripping down onto those super tits of hers. He was halfway through when he told her to swallow which she promptly did. "Open bitch," he roared. She obeyed, she knew by now she was here to serve him, not the other way around as she had envisioned.
She was now his toy and she could tell, he liked to play and she was surprised to find, she liked to play this too.
He shoved his cock down her throat ignoring her gaging and proceeded to fuck her throat, mouth and face all in one motion. By his twitching she knew he was still cumming, pumping his cum directly into her stomach. She could not believe a man could cum so much. It was then she realized, this is no mere man, this is a machine designed to enslave women to black cock. He finished the last of it back in her mouth and made her show him his cum before she swallowed. He offered her a hand to help her up. After she arose he asked her.
"Was that what you were hoping for?"
"OH MY GOD YES! And so much more even Mike! That, that was amazing! We have to keep in touch because I am going to want to do that again and again."
"Funny you should say that bitch cuz we ain't done yet"
"No?"
"Nooooo not by a long shot. Now bend the fuck over and suck my dick some more. You need to learn to suck cock when you are bent over, it will be a very important position for you. One of many you will soon learn about. So you want to get back at your husband huh?"
"Yes, yes I do"
"Well I know just the thing." He said as he grabbed her hair and collected it behind her head and then grabbed all of it in his giant hand at the back of her head. As he began feeding her his cock once more, she came to realize the position she was in as his cock made it's way way down her throat once more. And another round of face fucking ensued.
He did this for a while and then had her stand up again, he lifted her from the ground and held her over his swollen member. "Put me in bitch." He said to her. As she slipped his cock into her now gaping cunt, she wrapped her legs around him as best she could, he was just so big she could not lock her ankles but it did not matter as he grabbed her legs to hold her in place as he started walking to the door.
"Wait! Where are we going?"
"I told you I had a plan to get back at your husband. Now open the door." Rebecca leaned over and pulled the handle and opened the door and Mike stepped thru the doorway with the boss's naked wife impaled on his cock. A roar went up from the gathered men that were outside the room as they heard all the moaning coming from. Tony was there as well, and he began to speak.
"Hey! You can't do that to her! She's the boss's wife you idiot! You are gonna be so fired when he hears about this."
"Tony, shut the fuck up! Her husband is NOT going to hear about this. He is going to watch it! Now go call him in his office and tell him to watch camera 12."
"Why? What are you gonna do?"
"Shut up and go make the call before I shove this cock up your ass Tony!"
Tony left hastily and made the call and Mr. Johnson answered. Tony told him as he was instructed and told him to turn on camera 12 and he hung up as he did not want to hear his boss explode.
When Bill turned on camera 12 it showed nothing, where it should have been showing men working. But then a group of men entered the frame. And the biggest man seemed to be wearing a woman around his waist. The man walked right into the pool of light and turned around. Wait, Bill thought she looks somewhat familiar even though all he could see at the moment was her back and with the exception of her fishnets and heels she was naked.
OH MY GOD! Rebecca was wearing fishnets and heals today," he thought to himself. "No, it must be a coincidence."
Mike lifted Rebecca off his cock and turned her around. Bill saw his wife! Mike picked the shapely brunette wife back up to impale her once more and as he lowered her he said, "No Rebecca, put me in your ass this time."
Bill watched in horror as his wife was lowered onto 11 inches of thick black cock into her back door. He also could not help but notice her cunt was gaping wider than he had ever seen from his pathetic penis. And yet she did not scream, she was moaning. My wife is taking that cock up her ass and is loving it!
Mike whispered into Rebecca's ear, "Spread your pussy wide for him."
"For him? What do you mean?"
"Your husband is watching on the cctv, now spread it baby." An evil grin came over Rebecca's face as she realized what Mike was doing.
She turned her head and said "Kiss me for the camera as I do whatever you tell me to do."
Mike kissed her and was lifting the slut wife up and down on her impalement and did not stop until he filled her bowles with his seed. When he was done he lifted her off his cock, but still held her up with her legs still spread. He wanted Mr. Johnson to see his sperm dripping from his wife's ass and that's what he got.
"Rebecca how many women has your husband cheated on you with?"
"Oh, I have no idea hundreds to be sure"
"Well, we don't have hundreds here, but we can start helping you get even and do it in his face if you like."
"Mike, that sounds like a marvelous idea, what did you have in mind?"
"Just look around Rebecca. Guys get ready, Mrs. Johnson is on a revenge mission." Work clothes were coming off faster than the cum dripping on the floor. Rebecca could not help herself looking around at all the big beautiful black cock that now formed a semi-circle around her.
"How come nobody is in front of me feeding me their cock?" She asked
Mike replied, "We have to keep the shot free of obstructions to the camera or else your husband doesn't see you getting gangbanged next."
"Gangbanged? By all these guys? Looks like I am in for a fun afternoon!"
She dropped to her knees and sucked off the first two cocks presented to her, they came so much they overwhelmed her swallow capabilities and she was wearing some of it. But that just added to the fun, a beautiful woman with cum on her sucking more cocks is a beautiful sight! She was halfway through the next pair when she saw Bill ten feet in front of her.
"Baby, please stop! Don't do this! I swear I will stop! I promise! Don't go through with this please baby, I'm begging you!"
"And just how many times did I beg and plead with you to stop? And you promised you would. Only to break your promise the very next day! And now you want to deny me this?" As she waved a 9 inch cock at him, the precum was on the tip and she saw it.
She looked at her cheating spouse as she licked the tip and showed him the man's precum on her tongue, she looked, there was more so she licked again. She stroked him a couple times to encourage more and she was rewarded for her efforts. She did the same for the 10 inch cock in her other hand, flagrantly licking his cock in front of Bill. A few more strokes and she had his precum in her mouth to show him. She was in revenge heaven but decided it was time to escalate. She stood up, looked at the ten inch man. "FUCK ME GOOD!" And she turned to face the other man and bent over to receive his cock in her mouth.
"Her throat is also available Leon." Mike said.
Bill watched in disbelief as the ten inches disappeared into his wife, and the nine disappeared down her throat and they began rocking her back and forth on their cocks. Occasionally they would take over and just fuck her holes viciously and independently.
But it didn't matter to Rebecca she was having orgasm after orgasm with her lousy lover of a husband standing there mortified watching his wife become a BBC Whore. After they both came inside her Mike removed his clothes and spoke up.
"Rebecca could you move for a minute please." As she did Mike laid down in the pool of light, he was sideways to the camera but knew they would reposition later for more angles of what they were about to do to the woman they were having. "Rebecca come mount me, guys fill the rest of her holes and enjoy." Just before her mouth was filled, she saw Bill had his penis out and was stroking all fully hard four and a half inches of it.
Rebecca just could not help herself from humiliating him. "See this is why from now on I come find BLACK MEAT to fuck me, I will never be able to fuck that shrimp again. Actually, I have had bigger shrimp at a restaurant than that! ' She said as she pointed and the men there all laughed. But Bill didn't care now, he was thrilled watching his wife getting fucked.
Another man stepped over Mike and Rebecca and slid his member up the brunette's hot ass as another man filled her mouth and throat with his. And so went the afternoon. Rebecca was used in many different positions as the afternoon wore on, but her favorite was that first position. The one they called airtight when Mike was in her cunt and other men filled her other holes. It was a frequent position, and she loved all the men as they fucked her like that as well as all the other positions.
Rebecca lost count of how many men had fucked her or how many orgasms she had but it didn't matter to her. All that really mattered to her was those BIG BLACK COCKS and humiliating her husband.
She found her new calling in life, she was to become a Queen of Spades.
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It was the Friday from hell, and I kept checking my watch as the hands turned to 2pm. My boss had been on my ass all day and I had a splitting headache and just wanted to get out of there, go home and relax for the weekend. Email after email filled my inbox from my boss as fast as I could delete them. And then my phone sounded its familiar text tone signaling it was from my domineering wife Deidre. The text tone she had chosen was called Duck and quacked like a duck whenever she sent me a text, but the real reason she chose it was because it sounded like cuck which is what I was, her loving cuckold.
I tapped my phone and read the message: pinky, my hunny bunny got back from his Texas business trip early and surprised me by stopping by to see me! He's going to stay the weekend, so on your way home, stop and pick up some steaks for us and those scallops wrapped in bacon we love! I hated reading messages like those, it only reinforced my lowly station in life as Deidre's cuckold. Her hunny bunny as she referred to him was her lover, Marcus. Quack, quack, my phone sounded again, and I glanced down at it as my head pulsed. Oh, yea and don't forget to stop and get some Hennessy for Marcus and Tito's for me, we're running low! Now I my head pounded even more with this headache I could not shake. My inbox exploded again with yet another email from my boss. I wanted to cry and then, quack, quack again! I picked up my phone and looked at it, the message read: Oh, and pick up some fresh cut flowers! I'm so excited!!!
My cuckolding officially began when after 10 years of marriage I had one small indiscretion in our marriage. Deidre and I were on vacation in the Bahamas, and we had all had a little too much to drink and an engaging black man joined us in the hot tub at our resort and with the drinks flowing we all got to know each other a little better. My cock was aroused as I watched this large black man eye my wife's cleavage in her skimpy bikini. Deidre is what most would consider a MILF or trophy wife, bleached blonde hair, big tits, full hips and thighs and an ass that never went anywhere without a male somewhere staring at it. She resembled Ice-T's wife, Coco and I felt blessed to have married her. When we first married, I had just inherited a successful business from an aging uncle of mine. The business flourished for the first ten years of our marriage and right before the trip to the Bahamas things started going south. We still had millions in the bank and Deidre had plenty of money from her daddy who was in oil during the boom years. But the business was going south, and I was trying to save it and feeling the pressure the situation reared its ugly head in our bedroom. I had trouble getting it up and when I did, I seemed to ejaculate much quicker than I ever had before. I thought the trip to the Bahamas would reinvigorate our relationship.
Deidre, feeling the effects of the liquor and the day we spent in the sun excused herself and went back to our room. I stayed in the hot tub with Andre the black man who had joined us. Once he saw my wife leave, he slipped off his bathing trunks and stood throwing them on the ground. My eyes widened and my mouth gaped. He had the biggest cock I had ever seen in my life, hanging limp he was at least three times the size of mine erect and was so thick I gasped. He smiled down at me. "I thought your wife might like this, but I see you're hungry for it." Before I could utter a word, he made his way towards me holding the long, black snake in his hand shoving it in my mouth. I didn't know what was happening but for some reason began to suck furiously on his cock. I could feel him growing harder in my mouth and as he pumped it in and out, I began massaging his balls. Suddenly, I heard a click behind me and turned around to see Deidre standing there iPhone in hand snapping a picture of me sucking this huge black man's cock. I jumped up and ran after her, pleading for her to wait and to let me explain. Needless to say, the rest of the night was not pleasant as it involved a large argument and resulted with me sleeping on the sofa in our suite.
The next morning at breakfast Deidre seemed strangely resolved. She spread jam on her toast like a queen, took a bite, sipped her coffee and spoke. "I want you to sit there and listen to me. Do not interrupt and do not speak until I have finished. You can blame what happened last night on the alcohol, the fact that your business is going downhill, or the fact that you've been experiencing difficulties in the bedroom. I've come to realize, none of that matters. What matters to me from this moment out is my happiness. I spent a great deal of time last night thinking this matter over and I've come to a conclusion. There are two ways we can handle this; one is to divorce which would be messy for you as you would end up penniless.
The second, is for us to stay married, but our relationship will dramatically change. By that I mean what's good for the goose is good for the gander. I've decided I'm going to take a lover. You on the other hand will not. You will accept my terms and support me and the minute you don't I will file for divorce and send that lovely photo of you sucking a black man's cock to your family and shareholders. Your choice. So, we are going to have a good time on the rest of this vacation and pretend nothing happened. Sex between us as you know it is over. From now on your sexual release will come only with my permission and you will be my sexual slave. You now have the rest of breakfast to think it over and give me an answer; divorce and defeat or continuing our marriage on my terms."
I bowed my head and drank my coffee, my stomach, churning acid up into my throat. I tried to envision both scenarios and which I should choose. Deidre was correct that divorce would ruin me. She would get everything once she showed a judge that photo and with my business on the verge of dissolving, I would have no source of income. I wasn't sure what she meant by her taking on a lover, but I thought it might be cool if it aroused me like the thought of Andre and her aroused me the prior evening. I cleared my throat and spoke in a hoarse whisper. "I would like to say I am extremely sorry for what happened last night." She held up her hand for me to stop. "I don't want a sob sister story, I want an answer divorce or marriage, which is it?" Tears filled my eyes, "marriage."
And so started our road to cuckolding. My business did indeed go under. I was forced to take a mid-level job in a company owned by a friend of Deidre's father. Deidre transferred all our assets into her name. And then, Marcus appeared on the scene. Marcus is a corporate lawyer who worked for another of Deidre's father's companies. He was tall, masculine, alpha, well hung, and black. Everything I was not. They began with phone calls, texts, chats and before long, Marcus was coming over to our house to fuck Deidre whenever the two of them were in the mood. It was during this time Deidre asserted more and more dominance over me forcing me shave my body, dress in ridiculous outfits depending on her mood and clean her pussy out after Marcus left his gooey deposit there. She made all the decisions, period. Next, she instituted what would become my de rigueur outfit whenever I am home; pink flip flops with big plastic sunflowers between the big toe and middle toe, pink satin women's gym shorts which are way too short and barely cover my ass cheeks, and a pink t-shirt emblazoned with my wife is the Queen of Spades across the front.
I shut the screen off on my phone, responded to my boss's latest email and took two more Excedrin for my splitting headache. Finally, four o'clock arrived and I exited the building raced to the supermarket, florist, and liquor store. Trudging into the house which used to belong to me, but which now belongs to Deidre I put all the bags on the island counter in the kitchen and immediately caught sight of Deidre and Marcus sitting on the couch in the living room. She wore black sheer thigh highs, with knee high leather boots, a sheer purple top through which Marcus was pawing her big tits. He was naked except for his leather briefs which I had become accustomed to kneeling before when I released his magnificent cock. His tongue darted in and out of my wife's mouth like a python. They ignored me.
I scurried into bathroom and changed into my outfit, hurried back to the kitchen began to prepare dinner, put the flowers in a vase and poured them both a drink and reported to them in the living room. I stood there with the silver tray with their drinks on it waiting for them to break their embrace. Both Deidre and Marcus like to imbibe with high quality cannabis to relax and I could tell they had more than their fair share. Finally, they came up for air and took their drinks. Clinking their glasses, they cheered each other and drank.
"Isn't it wonderful pinky that hunny bunny came home early and decided to come stay for the weekend?" My heart sank. I hated the nickname, pinky they had given me. It was not because I always dressed in pink but rather because Marcus remarked once that my cock was almost as big as my pinky, and bingo, it stuck. I cleared my throat and responded. "Yes dear, it is wonderful. If you'll excuse me now, I need to go look after dinner." They both laughed and Marcus said in his arrogant lawyer tone, "Pinky you go do that, and I'll attend to your wife!" They embraced and engaged in a deep romantic kiss.
As the two lovers feasted on the delicious dinner I made, I scampered off to the bedroom to make sure things were in order. I lit scented candles, put fresh silk sheets on the bed, laid out the assortment of lubes and toys they like to have at the bedside, put on some low romantic music and sighed as I took in the sight in front of me. I remembered the last time I had been in that bed making a futile attempt to make love to my wife, my business burdens crushing my psyche and unable to get an erection, her cajoling me and finally giving up in frustration and offering me a solicitous hand job. I went back to the kitchen, my tiny cock straining against the tight pink fabric of my shorts a wet spot growing in an ever widening circle.
"Awe look! Pinky's all excited and his little pinky is leaking all over his shorts," Deidre said, pointing to me and they both burst into laughter as my face turned crimson. Dutifully, I refilled their glasses and began clearing away plates. I knew from past experience they both had enough alcohol and cannabis in them that it would be a very long night of sex play coupled with lovemaking. When this first started I didn't mind the sex so much, but the intimacy ripped my heart out; watching my wife romantically kiss Marcus and fawn over him like a school girl in heat was torture.
Marcus stood and took my wife by the hand. They kissed, a deep romantic kiss, him running his hands all over her body and she running hers down his black back and over his perfect ass cheeks with the wedding ring emblazoned with a huge diamond on it I had given her. It was torture, but what choice did I have. "Finish the dishes and meet us in the bedroom pinky," Marcus commanded. I wiped my eyes and retorted, "Yes, Sir." That was another thing that burned me, having to address Marcus as Sir in my own home and even when we were in public. It was humiliating, degrading, emasculating, and I must admit somewhere deep down inside a huge turn on for me.
Upon entering the bedroom, I saw Marcus sprawled out on his back on the king-sized bed which used to belong to me, his massive cock standing upright on its own and Deidre feasting on it like a chocolate ice cream cone. Marcus motioned toward the iPad laying on the table without saying a word to me and I knew this was my cue. My job is to always film their encounters, never showing their faces and at the same time they always film me sucking cock in my outfit and cleaning out Deidre's pussy with my face in full view. It's their way of keeping me right where they want me, in their servitude.
I picked up the iPad and began filming and taking pictures. Marcus and Deidre suck his cock and lick his balls and then he had her sit on the edge of the bed while he stood in front of her sliding his huge cock into my wife's pretty white mouth with bright red lipstick. As always, I was required to lay on my back on the floor and film it all. As he slid his cock in and out of her mouth she moaned in ecstasy, and Marcus moaned, "that's it, take it all bitch!" Every now and then he would pull out of her lily white mouth and a long drip of saliva and precum would cascade its way down onto my face where I was required to leave it.
Marcus, ever the king of the castle, had Deidre mount his magnificent cock and ride it. As I filmed from behind, I was amazed that she could accommodate such a big cock and watched it as it slid in and out of my wife's pussy with ease sadly realizing she most likely could never have felt mine or that I could give her that much pleasure. While she rode his cock looking at herself in the full-length mirror, her head tilted back and she moaned with pleasure. Marcus reached up manhandled her beautiful white tits with his big, black hands looking over at me filming, a wet bump in my pink shorts. "Pinky, you like watching me fuck your wife like you never could and getting to play with these big, beautiful tits you never get to touch?" Watching the scene unfold in front of me on the iPad I muttered, "Yes Sir." Inside, I was dying.
She bent over and they kissed. My heart was crushed. I heard them whispering to each other and giggling in the inebriated state. She climbed off his and lay next to him on the bed, kissing him and rubbing her hand over his massive black chest. Marcus patted the bed next to him signaling for me to put the iPad down and sit next to him on the bed. I did as instructed. "Since you like to suck black cock so much, why don't you suck mine." My wife and her lover roared with gaiety. I bowed my head to his massive black shaft covered in their coital love juices. Gently I kissed the tip circling my tongue around the massive mushroom head and darting my tongue in and out of the slit. Finally, I took a deep breath and impaled my mouth and throat on his huge, black truncheon. Marcus placed his massive black hand on my bald white head and coaxed me on. "That's it pinky, take it all the way down. Right down to the root. Come on, I know you can do it. After all, if your wife can do it, you can too!" They both giggled and I could hear a deep kiss manifesting itself above me. I choked on his cock, gagging and fighting the need to spit up. I widened my mouth trying to relax my throat and take as much of his cock as I could. I licked, sucked, kissed, teased and praised his cock all the time my eyes watering and nose running from gagging so much. Finally, having had me suffer enough emasculation at their expense, Marcus pushed me away and knelt on the bed as Deidre lay on her back, he took his cock and jerked it hard running his had up and down the long, sleek shaft and she lay with her mouth open. I was once again filming and saw his ass cheeks tighten and immediately moved around to the front where I caught him shooting a massive load all over Deidre's tits and face.
Marcus lay back on the bed exhausted and Deidre told me to clean her up. I immediately began licking her lover's cum off her tits and throat while she wiped the cum from her face as I'm not allowed to lick or kiss her face. When she was adequately satisfied, she snuggled up next to Marcus nesting her head in the crook of his neck. He again patted the bed next to him and I crawled between his legs and began the laborious process of cleaning his cock. The two lovers drifted off to sleep in each other's arms while I slithered off the bed, retreated to my tiny bathroom in the basement which has only a toilet and sink and masturbated furiously at what had just transpired. Release was sweet and swift, but alas, the love life of a cuckold!
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This story is fictional and doesn't represent any true events. It's about a white man in a new college who's learning about a new world order this leads to more. Themes of sissy clothing and interracial Anal between older black man younger white boy over the age of consent! If this doesn't interest yourself please refrain from bad comments and marks!
The story is about two people who live in Miami Florida.
The first person a black man Jake Davies who's fifty years old and a college lecturer he's in good shape and regularly goes to the gym and is six foot tall. His cock is very large at twelve inches!
The second person a white boy Andy John who's just nineteen he's a fem boy looking boy with long blonde hair blue eyes and could pass has a girl. He's five foot seven and his cock is tiny four inches.
The story starts when Andy starts a new course at college. Andy is what you would today describe has a fem boy! He's like many other young boys decides to wear more feminine clothes it's upset his family. He wants to be different and he's a girly looking boy. So he wears little crop tops and booty shorts. He's not gay he's slept with a girl before she said he wasn't able to satisfy her so they broke up. But he was proud to say he was no virgin. But the reason they broke up was his small cock.
There was a class which was cultural one was a mixture of history and events. This class was run by black man Jake Davies a tall muscular black man. The last lecture of the day was with Jake he was talking to the class explaining about slavery. This turned to how black people became slaves they then end up in America. Started saying about a big change in attitude with white people now paying for mistakes from the past. He explained that it become quite sexual with a wave of sex. Where young whites of today were sleeping with blacks to make up for past mistakes?
Then he talked about different sex holidays around the world. There were couples going to Jamaica and the wives sleeping with black men and the husband's were watching. Then he said about a place in Africa where men and women were both sleeping with black men and women. So someone asked in class were they couples and Jake answered shocked. No he said it was a mixture of people but the men were mainly young white men and even boys has young has eighteen. Another student then says the must be lots of black women for them.
Jake then told the class not always women a lot are young white men and boys and were meeting men. Another question they are all gay men then sir? No they are very curious and confused about their sexuality explains Jake. Then talked about the shift in attitude with young white boys. They are openly wearing ladies clothing and also makeup. This leads to them preferring to sleep with men or become bi sexual. The young whites all want to pay back for past wrongs. Then there's the real reason class that they choose black men!
Andy then puts his hand up asks what's the real reason sir? Well aren't you a pretty boy Jake replied the other students all laughed. The real reason is the cock size they are all pretty young boys like your self. They want to see if the black men are better at sex. If they are curious what better way than to sleep with a black man? Repaying the past wrongs then find out at the same time?
Another student then says find out about the cock size by sleeping with black men? Yes it's not just the size it's also the stamina class. A black man will fuck and cum over a longer time than a while man. Then a white student said prove it then. Well boy have you watched interracial porn and the white woman is being fucked by a black man! He always fucks with more energy and goes again and again. These wives also find out they can have a squirting orgasm. They can't with husbands or fellow white porn stars class! A boy in class admits it's true has he's watched lots. Now class I am not suggesting your gay but black men fuck white boys and men the same on video?
Then he talked about sissy boys that wore clothing for black men. They were like girls and black men treated them like girls. The boys wore a Queen of Spades symbol to show they like black men. Another student said he seen that symbol always wanted to know what it was. Well it's worn by both men and women to signal they are black men exclusively class. Or has black men say black cock only students. It can be a little anklet or symbol on a necklace. Then a temporary tattoo mostly hidden on a Ass cheek or above the pussy of a woman. But some wear it on show on their ankles or tits. But these are temporary but some get them made permanently.
Then he shows slides to the class it starts with a few pictures of Queen of Spades. Then they show women wearing them on different parts of the body. Then there was boys and men with the symbol on their Ass cheeks. They all were curious and looked on at the various tattoos and body parts on show.
Then Jake mentioned it was a very new movement that now replacing black lives matter. The movement called Black New World Order it's normally printed B.N.W.O. Like the Queen of Spades whites worship blacks sexualy.Thiscreates sex tourism they want to be part of the B.N.W.O. Then he pulls out some slides of white people with black men and women. This turns graphic with black cock photos and comparisons. All black cocks looked huge when placed next to white cocks! There was big white cocks they were small compared to black cocks? There were also pictures of black women next to white women. Their Asses were double the size of the white women but were not fat they were firm!
So has you can see there's a reason for the B.N.W.O class? Then a slide explained the cock differences average white cock was five to seven inches and the average black cock was staring at seven going up to nine inches. Then Jake adds to the class the black cocks are normally averaging the higher end and lots are bigger than nine inches. But the whites its the opposite most are five inches some were smaller.
Everyone then started packing up and Jake was taken items into a store room at the back of the class.
Andy goes to the front of the class to help carry stuff to the store room. Then Jake brushes up to Andy and he feels his cock. Andy was shocked it felt so big so again he feels it but now blatantly. The door is ajar and slightly open. But they are both hidden from the rest of the students. Jake puts his hands to his lips to make Andy quiet then pushes him down. He's now level to Jakes groin and now he drops his pants. He's now only wearing black satin jockstrap and he pulls it to one side. Andy gasps out loud hopefully the other students didn't hear him.
But Jake's cock is not the average nine inch of black cock! It's massive must be three times the size of Andy's cock. He grips it in his little white hand strokes it up and down. Anyone could walk in but both are consenting adults and don't care. Nothing is spoken but Andy bobs up and down trying to fit it into his mouth. He's moaning his cock cums inon his pants.
But he keeps sucking Jake's cock the pretty white boy sucking on the tutors big black cock. Up and down properly half inside his mouth and he cums. Loads of thick cum into his mouth and throat. He wipes his black cock over the boys face and puts it away. Leaving Andy drinking his cum and wiping cum off his face. He turns around hands Andy a note and goes about his job.
Andy cleans up and gets to his feet and walks out of the room then the college. Now he reads the note it says if you want to learn more about today's lesson B.N.W.O come to 12 phoenix terrace tonight?
Andy was in a tizz dors he go to Jake's the lecturers house? Does he report it but they were both adults and he didn't stop any of it? But he likes girly clothes and makeup but he's not gay? He's been with lots of girls never ever a man even slept with his girlfriend? But in his own mind his first only fuck was a complete disaster. He barely entered the girl and when he was just an inch in he came. She was telling him never again your cock is way to small! pp So that's his sex life complete non event. Now the tutor was the only time he's ever seen a cock other than photos. They could be also photoshopped his cock was all that people have said about black men!
So his mind was made up he needed to see that big black cock again. He jumped into the shower and even though he was always shaved bare. Shaved again leaving no body hair or pubes. He then does an enema wash making sure is Ass is clean. Has only done this once before what if it then leads to something more than a blow job? Then he applied makeup some blush then eye liner and mascara and bright red lipstick. His long blonde hair was parted and looked like a girls hairstyle. Then he puts on his pink jockstrap he loves how they hold his little cock and frame is tight white little butt. Then a pink crop top a pair of black booty shorts which are very small. When he wears them it's always the men that look at his Ass. Then a black baggy hoody and plain black trainers. He is very much the fem boy and straight men check him out.
He then doesn't risk the bus ride but books a cab. The cab driver was even checking him out. After a short drive he reached the lecturer's home 12 Phoenix Terrace. He is greeted straight away by the handsome older lecturer Jake.
Come in it's Andy yes we got quite the first introduction in the store cupboard?
He walks in and looks around it's a nice home but there's no family photos but lots of white boys in various outfits. Were these left for him to see? Jake is just wearing a silk robe and is very well built man. He tells Andy to sit down. Then starts saying about the lesson from today. Hoping that young white boys were having a correct lesson and education. Then he says over the last ten years he's been busy. Between college lectures he's been a trainer of White's. It all started when he was with a married white woman. She wanted her husband more involved first he eat his cum from his own wife's pussy. Then off his cock and they were drunk one night and the wife dared him to take the husband's Anal virginity! He then joined a site for swinger's and got to go with many couples. Always ends with him taking the husband's virginity. But four years ago he was with a couple and was fucking both of them over time. The one night he's there and a fem boy turns up he was their son. He was twenty and prettier than his mum. He left things in their home came to collect them. This is when he saw their son wanking to sissy porn with big black cocks. So I showed him mine and he was fucked regularly this led to his friends getting my cock?
Now it's my new role teaching these boys to take care of big black cocks. There's been so many and some have permanent tattoos and black older partners. This has led me to your college apparently your head of college Mr Barnes has told me that there's plenty of confused fem boys. My role is to teach has many about the Queen of Spades lifestyle. Also the Black New World Order boy where you will learn the future is black cocks and Ass!
This was so much for Andy to take in but he wants to explore. This older black man was a teacher and lecturer!
Now boy lets take you to your training room and make a proper girl of you?
He's led to a room at the back of the house it's a soundproofed room. The main thing was a huge bed with cuffs to restrain. This was if boys have second thoughts try to chicken out of his cock. But once the boys lose their Anal virginities their boi Pussys want more. No more restraints for the boys round two! On every wall hangs televisions all playing the same type of clips. They are showing boys dressed has pretty girls all with older black men. Some old enough to
be their grandfather most their fathers. All have one thing in common cocks over ten inches long. Then he sees lots of sex toys and pretty clothing.
Jake leads him and picks out some white long socks with "BBC" on them. Then white jockstrap with a "QOS" symbol on the front. Then a white crop top with writing on the front"Black Cocks Only". Then white flared micro mini skirt with a pair of shiny white flat shoes.
Then the kinkier items all layed out on a tray. There was three temporary tattoos for him to wear! The first a small "QOS" for his ankle a larger "QOS" for his Ass cheek. Then he seen the last tattoo was " B.N.W.O inside the black spade symbol this will sit above his cock.
Then the sex toy selection a medium sized butt plug with the "QOS" symbol on the end to be seen. Then a white flat chastity cage with a white leather belt to hold it in place. The belt has the words all around it repeating "Black Cock Sissy Slut". Then a slave collar in white with black writing on it "Black Cock Slut". Then an item he's never seen it's a stainless steel probe with a type of ratchet? It's explained it's a medical item a Anal Speculum that opens your Asshole up to be viewed into!
He's then told to change into all his new items. First he puts on the collar then Jake spits on his Asshole then slides in the butt plug it's a little struggle but it sits tightly and leaves him feeling full. Then Jake puts his white chastity cage and the holding belt. Then his long socks and jockstrap and his flat shoes. Then his flared white skirt and then his white crop top. To finish his outfit his sock is pulled down the "QOS" is put on his ankle. Then " QOS" on his Ass cheek and last of all the "B.N.W.O" above his cock cage. Then he places a white alice band to keep his hair off his face. He is now unrecognisable to the fem boy who arrived at the house.
Now Jake removed his silk robe his cock is hard and erect. With a cock ring around it has a black leather harness around himself that frames his Ass leaves his cock free. He also wears a leather collar with the word written on it "SIR"!
Now boy you will be filmed today we can't let your virginity go without recording it?
But what if people see it Jake I look stupid and I don't want everyone knowing I am Gay?
Silence slut you look like all the white boys will dress soon your not gay? Your are now embracing your new role in the Black New World Order all white boys will be breed by superior big black cocks and they will be dripping in their cum? Now my name is not Jake either what do you call me in college boy?
I call you Sir is that what you are to be called Sir?
Yes slut now come to teacher and stroke Sirs big black cock?
The fem sissy boy is soon stroking the big black cock of her lecturer. His sissy outfit on show white QOS to indicate he's a little virgin boy. The video cameras are filming everything this lots of cameras catching all the sounds and angles. His Ass in the air has he stokes Sirs big black cock one hand is not enough to hold it. He's now stroking with two little white hands.A camera looks at his Asshole with a butt plug with the QOS on show in the middle. His pert tight Ass cheeks also with the QOS symbol.
The lecturer had a nasty thought he was going to get the young boy to eat his Ass for the camera. He needs to find out if he will submit and obey black men? He turns around and sticks his Ass into the white boys face! The white little boy is hesitant and pulls back from his Ass.This angers his trainer he will be punish for disobedience! He grabs his face and holds it in-between his black Ass cheeks. He then farts in his face he tries to get away! But the lecturer holds him in between his cheeks firmly.
Little Andy if you don't lick your teachers Asshole I will keep keep farting in your face until you eat Sirs Asshole?
This was leaving Andy no choice he timidly licks his teachers Ass crack.Then deeper licks and he moans out loud. This allows the lecturer to stop holding his face. The boy then licks the Ass crack of the teacher. Then he latches onto the tight Anal ring and starts to rim it deeply. The lecturer is happy and glad he's accepted his role of looking after black men.
Now boy reach around and stoke your teachers black cock?
The boy rimming tutor's tight Asshole now he strokes the cock up and down. Moaning has he was licking the sweat and farts from teacher's Asshole. Loving the feeling of his big black cock on his little white hand. Up and down the black cock while his tongue darts in and out of his lectures Asshole! Teacher then cums shooting all over the boys hands.
Lucky little white boy there's some cum for you to clean up?
He then stops eating the lectures Asshole and licks the cum off his hand. Then licks and sucks the cum off the teachers black cock. Then looks up at the teacher and is waiting is next order?
Now boy stroke my big black cock and suck it at the same time?
Andy holds his huge cock strokes it while sucking on the bell end. The boy becoming such a slut licking the big black cock of his lecturer. After eating out his Ass something that Jake makes all these white boys do! But he wants to show the boy the recovery of black cocks.They will cum then get hard then fuck again. The boy wears white sissy "QOS"outfit next time he will wear pink or baby blue. But Jake is going to take lots of the fem boy students to his home! Regular supply of college boys to teach all about the Black New World Order! The boy was moaning he tried to take more of teachers black cock. The more he bobbed up and down can't get all his twelve inches. Theres ten inches next to his hand still stroking his cock at the base! Up then down lectures black cock.Jake getting close to another orgasm. He was going to flood his mouth with cum soon. Then he would fuck the boy taken his Anal virginity!
Bobbing up and down he feels teachers balls tighten. Then Sir sighs and floods his mouth and throat with cum. Shooting so much cum it was like pissing into his young mouth and throat. He pulls out to spray his outfit with cum! Covering his mouth face and "QOS" crop top. Then young Andy is licking and sucking the cum off the tip and length of his black cock! He's a boy with the best present ever a big black cock. The life he's going to live after today's fucking like mind control he will live to serve big black cocks. He looks around the room and every video is playing different boys getting fucked. All wearing pretty Queen of Spades outfits. Then he realised the black cock in every video was his tutors. It was a different boy in each video. How many so many young white boys? Now he's a tutor at the college he will have so many more boys to train. A conveyor belt of white boys to train about the Black New World Order!
Now little Andrea your tutor is going to take your Anal virginity?
Andrea Sir why my name change?
Because after my cock enters your little boi pussy you will no longer be a boy you will be a little girl Andrea? Now onto the bed at get up on all fours and ask Sir to take your virginity boy?
He does has told straight away and gets up onto the bed. Then he goes onto his hands and knees spreads his legs wide. Then he arches his back and his little cheeks part for his black cock. The black cock is going to split him wide open. Like a black snake working it's way home. He looks such a nasty slut wearing white Queen of Spades outfit. His white skirt over his Ass the open backed jockstrap. The "QOS" on his Ass and on his long white socks. Sirs cock drips in anticipation of claiming another white boi pussy! Perhaps he can bring hime two or three a night and show them the joys of black cock. The head of college Mr Barnes
has encouraged Jake to teach has many white boys has possible. Perhaps old big Mr Barnes will add his black cock he's sixty but in good shape! The boy then looks back at his tutor and asks what he's been waiting for!
Please Sir can you take my boi pussys Anal virginity it needs you Sir so badly?
To emphasize the fact his boi pussy winks has it opens and closes. A little gape soon to be made bigger a lot bigger! Jake will not have to cuff this boy down on the bed. He's begging for his big black cock inside his Ass pussy! The tutor gets up onto the bed places his cock against the winking boi pussy. Then with a little push his big bell end enters the boy. Another push and the teacher is now six inches inside his Ass pussy! The boy tried to push him off has he's bitten off more than he realised! But he's not strong enough to push him off. His lecturer not going to stop now he's inside



his boi pussy. He will soon learn to relax and take big black cocks. This cock is not the usual black cock he will take! Most of the black cocks will be ten inches. But now he will learn to take twelve inches. Just like all the boys in the videos playing all around the room. They all resisted at first but soon relaxed and became size queens!
He holds the boy down and pushes three more inches inside his boi pussy. The boy is still screaming and trying to push the tutor off him. But he holds him firmly and lets him get used to the nine inches! Then another little push and now he's got ten inches in his Ass pussy. Then he stops and waits the screaming dies down and he can just hear a faint moan? Another push and eleven inches are inside his boi pussy. He again waits while the boy starts sobbing again and trying to push him off. Then one push and his balls hit his Ass cheeks now he has twelve inches inside his boi pussy.
He hears a deep moaning and the boy is convulsion under him. He is having a sissy orgasm his little boy clit his coming in it's cage. He waits then withdraws before he goes back in he lets the white boy catch his breath!
Then goes back in slowly the boy slightly wiggles his butt. Sir then goes back then back in leaving more than half inside him. Now a little groan push back the little slut is starting to enjoy. Then another in and out boy pushes back to meet the cock. Then he does it again the boys moans become deeper. Then he goes all the way out looks at the boys Ass pussy. Wide open and on display the pussy has been resized for Sirs black cock! It's a perfect gaping wide"O" it wants is black cock! Twelve inches of black pleasure for the young white boy.
Please Sir put it back inside my Ass pussy?
Who was tutor to prevent his happiness? He then slowly enters his boi pussy now he doesn't need to be held down. He groans out loud is clearly coming in his cage. This black cock is doing this to him. Moaning so loudly any one who watches the video of
Andy losing his Anal virginity! Will know he enjoyed his tutor's big black cock! Then he goes in out faster and harder. The tutors balls slapping against upturned tight Ass cheeks. The boy now chanting over and over bred me! The big black cock was now going in and out of his tight boi pussy. The tutor floods his boi pussy the boy no longer a virgin! Rest of the day will be then spent taking his Ass pussy over and over!
The boy is then instructed to suck his Ass off his teacher's cock. He leaned over Sir and cleaned his Ass and cum off the big black cock. But teacher needs to show the video the cum deep inside the boy. Then picks up the Anal Speculum places the boys gaping Ass pussy to the camera. The Anal Speculum is then slowly pushed into his boi pussy. The boy gasps has it entered but he loves things now in his Ass. Then Sir ratchets the Speculum open to the camera. You can see the cum deep inside the boys boi pussy!
Tutor then sits on the end of the bed while the boy kneels between his black thighs. The boys Ass now on all fours facing the camera. The Ass pussy opened up by the Anal Speculum. This hole faces the camera has young student sucks the lecturers big black cock! Up and down while the tutor now moans with his cock being sucked back to full hardness. Up and down the boy bobs taking his twelve inches deeply. Moaning like a little nasty slut his open boi pussy on show. Gagging saliva and spit all over his lecturer black cock. This time he gets eleven inches in and next time the boy will manage twelve? All white boys he's fucked take his cock after training!
Now Andy sit on Sirs lap you need to feel my cock again?
He sits a stride his tutor on the end of the bed dropping down. His lecturers cock slides back into his boi pussy with ease this time! The large cock is resized to take his Ass pussy now. He moaned but bounced up and down. So many boys have been trained by this tutor. He looks around the room and sees happy white sissy boys. All riding the lecturers cock up and down just like he was! The cock soon firing his cum again. The sissy boy has now joined the Black New World Order.
The rest of the night he got bent over the bed got boi his pussy cream pied. Twice more in doggy style both times shows his gaping Ass pussy to the video. One more time riding his tutor to orgasm then fucked missionary with legs over tutor's shoulder's then filled again. Then twice more rimmed his black Asshole! This was tutor's favourite thing for white boys to do!
Then promised Jake he will help him and Mr Barnes train boys. Helping the Black New World Order to grow!
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This is the first of a string of stories and series, both loosely and tightly connected together and all dealing with strong Asian women who are or end up in control of their own sexuality and sexual needs. It will also be an unapologetic stream of filth with some extreme fetishes and the constant fetishization of race.
There is a little shop back in my ancestral home-town where they make the most wonderful custom dresses. You wouldn't think it from the outside, wedged as it is between a dumpling seller and a butchers, but the family has been working there and abouts for more than a hundred-and-fifty years, way back to when we still had emperors. When I say family, its now just an old grandfatherly guy and his wife. The son has started a his own mobile phone business in another province, so when the old folks pass on, so will the old traditions. It's a sad really, but that doesn't mean I'm not going to take advantage of their remarkably craftsmanship now. I've wanted to do this for years, but what with one thing and another, I've not been able to get back home for ages.
The craftsman, naturally, doesn't speak a word of English and has no idea of the cultural significance of what I'm asking for. There is no way this would be possible otherwise. He is bemused by my ideas, and I explain, in the broadest terms, that I'm taking part in a special cultural even themed around Alice in Wonderland.
It's not exactly untrue. I did fall down a snowbunny hole years ago.
I spent almost an hour working with the old fellow to get exactly what I wanted and it took a week to make, expedited because that's all the time we had for this trip. I picked it up on the evening the day before we were due to leave. I could go into the details of these negotiations, but probably the best way to present the dress to you, the reader, is the same way I did to my husband.
I return from collecting the dress and enter our hotel room. David is sitting on the bed with his laptop on his knees. He doesn't flinch or try to shut anything down, so I suppose he's doing something innocent enough with it. Instead, he looks over casually and sees the bag I'm carrying.
"Something expensive?" he asks.
"Annoyingly reasonable for how great it is," I tell. "I will have to max out your credit card at the duty free tomorrow. What have you been up to?" I ask. "Something naughty?"
"Of course not," he replies. "I'm just checking the flight details back home."
"So you finished the naughty stuff early?" I purr. He shakes his head. My policy with my husband has always beenguilty, whether proved innocent or not. "Strip for me." I order.
He's only wearing shorts and a T-shirt in this weather, so it doesn't take long. His cock wasn't hard when we started, but it is by the time he's naked.
I reach over to the bedside table and take a pair of free disposable chopsticks out of their packet. I use them to inspect his tiny little member moving it left and then right, scanning for any lingering signs of self-abuse. I lean in to get a closer look.
There's a scent. Fortunately for him, it's chlorine.
"I used the hotel pool just now," he explains. "I thought it would be nicer to shower back in this room, but then got distracted."
"Do it now," I tell him.
He goes into the bathroom and I use the bedroom to change into my new outfit. I start with my long silk stockings and crotch-less lingerie. David is unlikely to see them this evening, but it feels wrong to have this new dress over ordinary underwear. I pull it on over my head and reach round to do the zip. I slip on my long black stilettos and go to the mirror. I give my hair a good brush and then tie it in a high bun. I put on just the slightest amount of blush and eye-shadow but then go with a strong red lipstick. By the time I hear the shower stop and the hair-dryer start, I'm just about ready.
"Crawl out," I instruct when the hair-dyer stops. He does so, a big hairy bear on his hands and knees. I've trained him never to look up without permission. This time I want him too. "Observe."
When his eyes come up, he lets out a gasp.
It's what I would call qipao. You might know it better as a cheongsam and David's mother calls it a Suzy Wong dress. It's jet black with gold trim and it hugs my figure while leaving my forearms and legs bare from just above the knees.
On the front of the dress, in a perfect embroidered outline is the playing card symbol for spades and above that is a delicate crown. The borders of the skirt are patterned with appropriately regal flourishes. He studies it from his position on the floor. It takes him a while to take it all in, but then he focuses on the initials on the left breast.
"Q.o.Q?" he asks. "Is that a misprint? Shouldn't it be Q.o.S.?"
I laugh. "No, it stands for Queen of Queens."
"Ah, I see," he replies. "So I guess that means you're serious about this?"
"Was there every any doubt?" I laugh as I answer. I stick out a heal and he starts to suck on it. His hand starts to reach back between his legs and I rotate my heel so I'm kicking him gently in the face with the body of the shoe even as he sucks on the end. "Just because we've not been able to bring your cage, doesn't mean you can take liberties."
One of these days, I'll make him go through Shanghai airport security in a cock-cage. Till that day, he gets a week's freedom from our usual routine. I've been so busy with both family and shopping that hope he isn't developing bad habits left on his own for so long.
"Turn," I say. Slowly he obeys. Instinctively he raises his arse as he reaches one-hundred and eighty degrees.
I take out a few tissues from the box the hotel has provided and make a little mat directly underneath him. Then I reach into my bag and pull out my little bottle of lube. I rub a couple of drops on my fingers and then shove them up his bum. As always, his hole is remarkably quick to accommodate.
Then I pick up the chopsticks with my left hand and use them to wank his cock. It is, naturally, impossible to give a good handjob this way, but then my total disinterest in his pleasure gets him off more than any physical sensation. His orgasm, which arrives quickly, comes from his prostate rather than his dick. As he tenses, I make sure his spunk goes on the paper instead of the carpet.
I pick the wodge up with the chopsticks and toss it under his nose. "Does this look like a week's worth to you? You've been playing with yourself while I've been out."
"I haven't..."
I slap him hard on the cheek. "Don't lie to me! I will leave you."
He looks resolutely at the floor, silent.
"What?" I say irritably.
"Yes, Mistress."
"Yes, Mistress what? Yes to what? What does that even mean?" I roll my eyes. "You know what, forget it! I'm going to the gym. I expect you to be in the same position when I get back."
"Don't you want me to..." he starts to say, obviously wanting to attend to his mistress' pleasure but I've already grabbed my sports bag and am out of the door.
It's only when I'm in the elevator that I realize I'm still wearing my Queen of Spades outfit, but there's no way I'm going back after making the perfect exit.

* * *
The gym helps me work out some of my tension. I go straight for the punching bag and alternate between that and the weights for an hour.
My hometown is a small city which means there are virtually no foreigners, but equally the best hotel in town is the only one that is allowed to accept foreign guests. I'm not surprised, therefore, when halfway through my session, I'm approached by a tallish blonde guy with some kind of European accent.
"Hey, there. I saw you come in," he says, in a way that suggests he thinks he has game.
"So?" I reply.
"I just wanted to say I loved what you were wearing when you came in. Exquisite. Such a lovely design."
I look him up and down. I've been in China now for a week with only my sad-sack husband for company and God help me the muscles on this guy are starting to look good.
"Do you know the symbolism of the queen of spades design?" I ask, not quite licking my lips.
He looks me up and down, very clearly taking in the whole of my figure. "As a matter of fact I do."
"Then why in the hell do you think I would be in any way attracted to you? If you try to talk to me again, I'll consider it harassment and contact the hotel management."
To make my point I go back to throwing punches at my bag. He stands there for a second as if he's trying to think of something else to say and then wanders off.
The incident has tested my resolve though. For a second there, I nearly weakened and gave him the time of day. I'm been so horny cut off from my usual stable. I don't shower on leaving the gym and stay in my sweats. Next to the gym reception is the entrance to a spa. I sit and watch for ten minutes to get the measure of the place. Then I go and ask to speak to the manager. We talk in code. He's hesitant at first as he thinks I'm going to make a fuss. Eventually, I persuade him that I just want the same treatment as the men.
I'm show past bonsai trees and delicate wooden flooring to a private room. I'm offered a choice of tea or hot water and a plate of sunflower seeds. I crack some between my teeth as I wait for the masseuse to arrive. It takes ages, to be expected as this is hardly a standard request and they need to find a girl willing to oblige. Still, when the first arrives I send her back as too ugly. The second one, ten minutes later, is nicer but nervous.
I let her do my feet, they need it after the week I've had. She brings in the usual enormous tub of hot water and herbs and let's my feet soak there for ten minutes. When they're done she delicately wraps them with two small towels, lets them dry and then rubs lotion all over my soles. It's only when she moves round to massage my shoulders that I go in for a kiss.
"I don't..." she starts to say in locally-accented Mandarin.
I reach into my handbag, pull out a roll that I know has exactly twenty red notes in it and set it neatly on her plastic box of massage tools. "I don't want to hear any more about what you don't do," I tell her firmly. Then I stick my tongue down her throat.
The girl is young and however many male customers she's had, I can tell she's still green. Getting her to service me properly is going to be a chore, but I can have fun making her cum and that might loosen her up. I quickly pull off her shirt and bra and attack her breasts. Then, I grab her hand and thrust it down and inside my sweat pants and then my underwear. I want her to feel how wet I am.
"Dog style," I order. She looks at me confused. "You. On the bed. Dog style. Now." I repeat.
She hesitantly obeys. I pull down her tights and then her knickers and bury my head in her snatch. It taste divine and it's only after I've eaten her delicate little folds for a little while that I stop to wonder how many pathetic little pricks she's had up there today. Or this week. Or this month.
"You fuck without a condom?" I ask. Again, she's confused. "You fuck men without?" I clarify.
"No, never," she says quickly.
I pull out my phone and open up a photo of David. "My husband," I tell her. "Would you fuck him? Without a condom?"
"That's an extra three hundred on top of the usual rate," she says immediately. "Now?"
"Later," I lie. I just wanted it confirmed. I'm not fazed. I like my whores dirty, but I give my mouth a rest and shove my fingers inside her instead. I search for her g-spot and her sudden scream tells me I've found it. The way she suddenly clams up afterwards tells me there is a noise policy at that is establishment. She struggles to keep her moans down as I attack her insides. The way her cunt spasms against my palm tells me when she reaches her end.
"Lie down," I order. She rolls onto her back and struggles for breath. Her head is now where my feet started their massage. I pull her down so her head is over the tub of water. It's cooler now, but still fragrant. "Open your mouth. Close your eyes." I trace a finger around her lips.
I climb onto the bed and squat over her face in the Asian style. "I'll pay you another thousand if you stay exactly where you are and don't close your mouth. And remember, there is nothing that you don't do."
She opens her eyes long enough to see me holding my pussy lips apart and then closes them immediately. She maybe realizes what is about to happen as she doesn't flinch as my golden stream hits her face a moment later. I adjust my angle sightly so she can drink, and, bless her, she tries. Eventually the volume is too much for her and it leaks out and spills down into the tub. As I feel my pressure waning, I take the last opportunity to make sure her whole face is covered in it. Her hair is soon soaked with my piss. As my flow ends with a trickle, she reaches over for a towel. She picks up one of the ones that was just wrapped around my feet, but she doesn't care how it's been used previously.
I pull it out of her hand. "Not yet," I tell her. I put the foot towel on the bed so she can rest her head on it. Then I squat over her bringing my pussy onto her face. "You can only wash once you've made me cum," I tell her as I sit on her.
As I say, I like my whores dirty.

* * *
When I get back to my room, David is still in a kneeling position on the floor.
"You were a long time," he remarks.
"I need a drink," I tell him. I grab a miniature bottle of baijiu and a tiny glass from the mini-bar. I rest the bottle on his back as I take a shot.

* * *
We spend so long shopping in Swarovski at Pudong Airport that we end up rushing to board and don't go through the business class lounge but straight through the main gate instead. It's one of those annoying flights where you have to sit on a little bus and they drive you out to the plane on the tarmac a mile away. It's the final run and we're practically the only people on it. Just as it's about to drive off, a youngish girl gets on. She has first-time international student written all over her, especially as she seems to have not even the slightest clue how airports work. She's not so much cute as she is virginal, although those two are much the same in my book.
We climb the mobile stairs onto the aircraft at about the same time, but of course, she turns right into economy and we are shown through to business class. Our section is only about half-full. David is by the window and I'm by the aisle and the seats opposite in the middle of the plane remains tantalizingly empty. There's no way it's going to get filled now.
I call over a stewardess. "If you have empty seats, do you upgrade people from the other sections?" I ask.
She shakes her head. "That's not this airline's policy."
I discretely reach into my bag and pass over a few notes, British ones this time. We go to stand at the curtain to economy class and I scan the seats trying to pick out the girl I'm interest in. I indicate her to the hostess. "Don't tell that I'm arranging this."
The hostess is clearly now well out of her comfort zone but also too far along, and too interesting in the money, to back out now.
I return to take my seat and sure enough a few minutes later the girl is shown through. She puts her bags in the overhead locker and makes herself comfortable in her new seat, clearly unable to believe her luck. I don't rush. I have twelve hours. But Chinese people are much more comfortable making conversation with strangers than the British ever are and shortly before take off I say hi and get some basic information from her. She gives me a Chinese name, but when she's in the UK she's going to be going by Anna so that's what I use. It is, indeed, her first time traveling abroad on her own although she went to Australia when she was seven. She is going to be studying Chemistry in Warwick but doing a pre-sessional English course first in Cambridge. We take off and I leave it there. Once we're at altitude she watches a movie, I watch a different movie and, as the first meal of the flight comes round we compare notes.
A little while later I ask her the time as a prelude to another information session and when she pulls out her phone to check, I can see she's got a photograph of her and a guy. It's kind of a candid shot where they're doing a goofy hand-holding thing but are still a mile apart. It screams that they haven't fucked yet.
"A special guy?" I ask and she blushes. "It's okay, I won't judge," I tell her. I'm old enough that theoretically I'm supposed to be against relationships during the student years.
"Oh, no," she replies. "He's just...we're just...my parents introduced us..."
So it's like that. Sneaky. Traditionally university wasn't a time for dating, but hooking her up with an arrangement before sending her off thousands of miles is probably better, in their minds, than having her on her own and trusting her to be good. "Long-term relationships can be tricky," I say.
"We've promised to make a video call every night," Anna says, firmly.
"That's nice," I say. "Still you can only be so intimate over the Internet."
I've though I'm only twenty-seven, I'm still playing in respectable big-sister mode, but the way she hesitates and then brushes over my comment tells me she's definitely still pure. Video calls or not, she's going to be swarmed by young, attractive white guys from freshers week on. And unattractive ones as well. Still, she's only going to be able to hold out so long. The question is how long. I decide to tease her.
I tell her about a friend of mine who married a guy she met over here while studying. I play up the whirlwind romance and then fairy-tale wedding aspect. I can tell, from about two sentences in that she's genuinely interested.
"I've got some photos here on my phone, I think," I tell her, knowing damn well I do. "Let me see if I can find them."
I flick through and decide to lead with my favourite. It's pose photo, but it still feels natural. She's sitting on a chair, beautiful in a white-wedding dress. He is in a neat suit and tie, kneeling putting a hand on her belly. A black hand, of course. On a belly that is clearly seven months along.
"Oh, he is...she is..." I smile as Anna becomes tongue-tied. She's surprised, shocked even, but she's still not quite horrified.
"As I say, they did things fast," I tell her. "Motherhood really suited Amy though. And she's absolutely devoted to him, of course."
I talk her through some of the other pictures. Before we get off the plane we exchange WeChat numbers and I tell her to contact me if she ever needs any help.

* * *
It's already dark and cold when we land at Heathrow. Once we've grabbed our bags and are through customs, I start to head towards the car park. David touches me on the shoulder and starts to guide me in the other direction.
"I have surprise. You've had a long flight," he tells me, "I thought this might be nice."
I soon realize that we are headed towards one of the more luxurious airport hotels. "You didn't have to," I tell him.
"I wanted to," he affirms.
We check in and are shown to a nice room. We've been fed multiple times on the plane, so after a shower and a change of clothes there doesn't seem to be much more else to do. David, however, is not terrible subtle. Our room is a double with an extra single. I know what that means and it's not much surprise when ten minutes later there is a knock on the door.
Martin has escort written all over him, however covert David is at slipping him the payment. Something like six-foot four and a physique that only comes from living in the gym. He's dressed the part - Armani, Rolex and cologne, he's as obviously top end as his attire.
"Look what I got you," David says proudly once our guest is fully in the room.



"You shouldn't have," I tell him.
"I wanted to," David repeats.
"No," I yawn. "You really shouldn't have. I've just had a twelve hour flight. I'm exhausted."
David looks crestfallen.
"If you don't want the booking..." Martin begins.
"Just wait a moment," David says. He looks at me with a pleading.
"How long have you arranged with him?" I ask.
"Two hours," David replies.
"Are you available longer?" I ask Martin directly.
"Of course," Martin says. "I only take one booking a day for obvious reasons."
"In which case," I pause as though I'm thinking. "It would be nice to have someone hold me as I sleep. You can undress and get into bed."
I watch him so intently that he gets embarrassed as he is pulling his clothes off. Which is pretty funny considering how many women he must have slept with. As he pulls off his boxer shorts, it is confirmed that, yes, he is enormous. David would hardly have booked him if he weren't. I pay it no mind, but only once Martin is firmly under the covers do I strip myself. Martin makes an appreciative comment once I'm half-way done, but I ignore him and slide into bed next to him when I'm fully naked.
"What would you like to...?"
"I sleep like this," I tell him, rolling onto one side. "Put you arms around me and we can spoon."
It feels nice being held by big strong arms. He smells great as well. A hand slides down to my arse, but doesn't do any more then rest there. I do feel his massive hardness press against my thighs. I reach up and turn the lights out.
David undresses to his own underwear and gets in the spare bed.
Honestly, I do need a really good fucking, but tripling the price of this, already expensive, rent-boy just for a cuddle? This is going to be one of David's greatest pay-pig moments.

* * *
I could have started this story at the beginning. I may still flit back that, though honestly, I was less fun when I was just fumbling around, and before I'd developed a coherent philosophy. You've just seen a fairly regular, if admittedly eventful, forty-eight hours in my life. Now is probably a good time to slow down for a minute and let everyone get their bearings.
My Chinese name is Li Caihong, though I try to use it as little as humanly possible these days. I do though also make it a policy to change my English name every few years, but never to Rainbow, which is the literal meaning of my birth name. I have a bachelors degree in Finance from Birmingham University and a masters degree from Nottingham. I nominally worked as an accountant for a stock brokers in Oxford for five years for visa purposes, but rarely turned up at the office.
I'm currently twenty-seven and a recent trophy wife. I never saw myself marrying, and especially never saw myself marrying a white guy, but David was too wealthy to turn down, particularly as many of his proclivities dovetail nicely with my own. If you are expecting me to say I love him, then sorry. He loves me though.
I have had sex, by which I mean full vaginal sex, with eighty six men in my life. The first three of them were Chinese. The last sixty three of them were black. David is not one of those eighty-six and hopefully will never again ask to be. Lesbian sex is a little more difficult to formally count. Girls, I've had a few, but then again, not too few to mention.
There's one more thing that you should know about me in case you think it is relevant. We'll do it as a lightning-fast flashback to last year. It's the week after David took me to seeLa Traviata at Covent Garden. I'm having a conversation about it with Roger.
"I don't get why Violetta would leave Alfredo," I am saying.
"Well, his father asks her to because their scandalous relationship is damaging the marriage prospects of Alfredo's sister." Roger replies.
"So?" I reply. "She gets a man or the sister gets a man. What difference does it make?"
"Well perhaps she wants to be nice?" Roger replies.
"Why doesn't the sister want to be nice to her instead?" I reply.
"It is kind of Violetta's fault. She has been a courtesan and so the fact that the relationship is so controversial is kind of the result of her previous actions."
"So the moral of the story is that there's not a lot of point in behaving well if you've behaved badly before because it'll all turn out the same in the end anyway? Just keep on straight down that road to hell?"
"Violetta is dying from TB. She probably feels that a few months of her own happiness is worth less than the sister being happy for her own long life."
"So, your argument is, people who are fatally ill are less worthy of happiness than those who are perfectly healthy?"
Roger, and he insists I call him that, is my psychologist and four weeks after this conversation he will officially declare that I suffer from psychopathy. I've largely taken this diagnosis in my stride.

* * *
My dress goes down a storm at the meeting. I'm hosting, so I do all the set-up and initial hosting in an ordinary black number. Then, just before the I need to call things to order, I slip out and change into my Queen of Queens qipao. As I walk back in, all heads turn and the room goes quiet.
And then someone starts to applaud. I'm not even sure who it was and for once I haven't prearranged it. It's glorious. I make my way to the head table and tap a glass.
"Welcome and thank you for coming to the first official meeting of the Asian Queen's Network," I say. A few cheers go up and I wait again for silence. "Now, if you are looking around the room and thinking there are not many people here, then I would remind you that this is the inner circle. We will be going increasingly public as the months go by, but for the moment, discretion is still our watchword. We are still growing, but we're deliberately keeping these meetings small and 'for the faithful'"
I scan the piece of paper in front of me on the table before continuing. "A couple of small items before we get down to the meat of tonight's agenda. There was a lot of discussion and not a little bit of confusion about tattoos that I'd like to clear up. Firstly, I want to say that you absolutely should not pressure any new members into getting tattoos until they feel absolutely ready and it can be a deal breaker. However, tattoos are required for all Inner Circle members as it shows their dedication to the cause. Now, Lucy has done sterling work on a special Asian Queen design, and I believe that Melissa...yes, are you prepared to model?"
Melissa stands up, drops her skirts and bends over just a little to display her new tattoo on her bum. A few members crowd in for a closer look. Once they've had a reasonable shot at inspecting, I draw their attention back. "Now, Melissa was one of the last hold-outs on a tattoo, so she got the full clean design. I want to stress that any reasonable QoS design is fine. It doesn't have to be this one, although as new members come through we'd like to encourage them to fly the official flag. If you already have the classic spade symbol, that's fine, although they way Lucy has done the design, it's should be easy enough to add the A and Q around what you already have if you want to. But it's your decision."
"Secondly, we're going to be narrowing down exactly what we think the aims of the Network should be tonight. I just want to clarify a few key points. The first and for many of you, the most important goal is to maintain a good, up-to-date list of bulls -- emphasizing quality over quantity." This gets a cheer. "Now please pay attention to the terms 'recommended' and 'banned,' the conflicting ways people were using the word 'blacklisted' in the e-mail chain was not helpful." This gets a laugh.
"We'll circle back to this later. Next, the Network believes passionately that sex work is valid work for both men and women. To that end, we will provide be providing all kinds of support and training and events to raise public awareness and will support those of our members who are involved in sex work. We cannot, however, profit in anyway from any sex works. Linda's husband is a lawyer in this area, and he will be working with us to make absolutely sure our books are clean."
"Next, stories people. We've had some, but keep them coming. Not everyone is going to have their own fans site or social media accounts, but even if your shy, we want stories of how you all became Queens and some of your more memorable encounters. If anyone wants me to proof-read anything, especially those of you whose first language isn't English, I'm happy to help and I'm sure there will be other volunteers as well."
"Finally for the small line items, and because I know none of you are going to focus on the task in hand until we've done this, I'd like to get the party stuff out of the way. Now, we've booked the house for the fifteenth, which is a Friday night. Now, the rules state one cuck and as many bulls as you like for each lady. Now, in the future, all bulls will need to be on the approved list, but we're probably still going to be putting the finishing touches to that, so for the first one just try to keep it to people who many of us know. There won't be any shortage of good guys, I promise. We will work out a way to have events with new potential bulls, but we've got too much on today's agenda to discuss that now. The first hour of the party will be devoted to two greedy girls. I've got ten guys lined up and the expectation will be that the pair will taken on all of those. After than any other bulls can join up, but at that point the girls can tap out any time they like. Now, as part of your new membership, everyone will get their own special black ball for the draw. Meiling is handing those out now, they should have your name and membership number on it. Now, I've got mine here, but I'm not going to put it in the bag today, much as I'd like to, because the President winning on the first draw would be a bad look. I'll definitely put in at all the subsequent events. Now, if anyone else doesn't want to be included, just keep hold of your ball. Otherwise drop it in the bag...Thanks...Don't be shy...No, not this time, Lina, not to worry...okay, good. Now, let me see. The first greedy girl is...Hannah...and the second is...Noriko. Okay, wow, I may need more bulls."
With that settled, we really get down to business.

* * *
This gym is the dirtiest and most run-down in the city and isn't exactly the place for the average women to tone, so, as usual, I have the female changing rooms to myself. It's the perfectly place to meet with Charles and not just because he's always here keeping in shape. He enters with his 'friend.'
"This the guy?" I ask. I'm not hopeful at first glance but it's also not like Charles to waste my time. His contact though has to be less than five foot six and is standing next to him wearing the goofy smile of an eighteen-year old who can't believe his luck.
"This is Omondi," he says. "A distant cousin come to study here." Charles is third generation but still has family back in Kenya.
"Good morning, Omondi," I say and wait. I want to see if and how he takes charge of a conversation.
"It is a good morning, a beautiful morning, praise the Lord!" he replies.
"Sorry," Charles says. "We're trying to train him out of that."
"Let me see," I say. Omondi exchanges a worried look with Charles and Charles says something in Swahili. Before they start a conversation, I interrupt. "I haven't got all day."
The joke length for a big penis is twelve inches. That's comically long. Eight inches is large as long as it's always thick. Ten is a good two-hander and vanishingly rare.
Omondi's has to be fourteen, flaccid.
It's absolutely ludicrous. It's hanging down practically to his knees. Charles has done well, though it's not my style to be too effusive with praise.
"Does he have a lot of experience?" I ask Charles. Omondi opens his mouth. "I'm asking Charles."
"He's a virgin.
"Oh, brother," I sigh.
"I still got him a full check-up," Charles says quickly, reaching into his pocket for the mandatory paperwork.
"That can wait. Go and do some reps or something for ten minutes or so."
He hesitates for a second.
"Don't worry, he'll still be a virgin when you come back."
Charles grabs his gym bag and leaves. I reach into my handbag and get out my little bottle of lube, some tissues and my phone. I navigate to the timer app and start the stopwatch. I squeeze some of the lube out onto my palm and them put my hand flat on his dick. Omondi moves back a little bit in shock but then stays put.
"I'm guessing Charles has told you all about me?" I ask.
"He says you can help me make some money," he replies.
"And have some fun doing it," I tell him. I'm now working my hand up and down his shaft. I'm still nominally just applying the oil, but that isn't stopping his cock getting hard from the wank.
The thing about being a size queen is that it's not just the feeling of being fucked that gets me off. The size is, in itself, a kink. So, as I start to go to town on his shaft, rubbing both hands up and down it, I'm incredibly turned on. I find it difficult to maintain my dominant composure and my underwear is completely soaked through. This is the biggest best, black cock I've ever encountered. It's a pity it's not attached to a better specimen. Omondi is short and scrawny and all-round a bit pathetic, except where it really counts. This cock, though, I still have to fight the urge to lick it as I massage. Hell, I'm fighting back the urge to let him fuck me here and now. But if there's one thing I'm not, it's easy and, however horny I am, he needs to prove himself.
This policy is entirely justified a moment later when Omondi leans his head back, moans and his cock explodes, sending a gush of cum over the other side of the room, followed by a few leaking drops onto my thumb and forefinger. I reach over and hit pause on the stopwatch app. It says one-minute and five seconds. I wipe my hand and pass the packet of tissues up to him. He does his best to get his massive oily cock clean again.
"Go and shower in the men's," I order. "And send Charles back in here."
"Did I...?"
"Run along, there's a good boy," I insist. "I'm going to talk to Charles first."
He gets his dick back into his trousers and takes his own sports bag out with him, using it to mask his still fading erection. A moment later Charles comes back in.
"Well?" he asks.
"He's needs work," I tell him. "Get him in here regularly and teach him how to talk to women."
"But...?" Charles prompts.
"We'll see," I say. Then a though occurs to me. "Oh, his English needs work. I'm going to send him down to Cambridge and do a little pre-sessional English course. We'll fund it, of course. He doesn't seem like the type, but let him know his cock is now under retainer. He doesn't fuck anyone unless I say so."
Omondi's English is fine, but Charles is also bright enough not to argue. I'm thinking of my recent flight buddy and her hymen. There's this whole thing lesbians have about having a gold star -- women who have only ever slept with other women. I'm suddenly thinking about instituting a black star award. How fun would it be starting adorable little Anna on a path whereby she only ever takes big black cocks her whole life?
That's a thought for the future. I have a better thought right now, one both you and I have been waiting for since this story began. Without saying a word, I drop my knickers, bend over the dressing room bench and let Charlie just fuckingtake me hard.
After my experience just now, I'm initially slightly disappointed by his 'only' nine inches. I'm a lot more happy by his thirty-six minutes and leave the gym with my cunt leaking.
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Sharing Gina Chapter 15
The Watch
About six months after they were married, he came home one day with a new Rolex watch. He earned a six-figure salary and felt he deserved it. He showed his wife the new watch he had purchased on sale; it was a steal at twelve thousand dollars.
She went ape shit ballistic, "I'm trying to arrange it so we can retire early and you squander our money on shiny babbles like this?" she screamed at him, "Return it right now!" she ordered him.
"I can't, because it was a special deal, it's not returnable," he told her meekly.
"She grabbed it out of his hands. How did you pay for it? All our money is tied up in the stock market?" she said.
"I charged it," he mumbled.
He could see the rage on her face; she stormed out of the room, taking his new watch with her. She didn't talk to him for the next three days, nor did she give him sex. After having sex several times a day, for almost a year, going cold turkey for a few days, he was virtually climbing the walls.
He attempted to apologize to her, but she walked out of the room whenever he opened his mouth. He would have to wait it out until she calmed down and it blew over.
He arrived home from work Friday night; she was calmly waiting for him in the living room.
"Want to make it up to me?" she asked him calmly.
"Yes, please, anything," he said.
"Take your clothes off and put this on," she said, handing him a stainless steel object. He had no idea what it was.
"This is?" he questioned.
"It's a cock cage, you will wear this tonight and watch other men fuck me," she told him. "If you keep your mouth shut all night, I'll forgive you by tomorrow morning."
"But.." he began.
"Not a Fucking Word!" she threatened him.
If this were what it took to get back in her good graces, he would do it, he thought. He undressed and put the contraption on himself; he had to figure it out, which took a few minutes. She didn't offer to assist him at all.
Once it was in place she took out a small lock, she twisted it so his dick, was pointing up instead of down and locked the cock cage in place.
"Hold out your arm," she demanded
He held out his arm, and she latched the Rolex watch onto his wrist.
"Put your hands behind your back," she ordered him.
He looked at her questioningly, but did as instructed.
She took out handcuffs and locked his wrists behind his back. She then grabbed his arm and guided him to their bedroom. A mesh metal chair was set up facing their bed, with a wide tub under it, a trash can behind it, and two cases of water next to the chair. He wondered what she had in mind.
She sat him down on the chair and wrapped his arms around the back of the chair. Next she attached another chain to the chain that held his hand cuffs together and attached the other end to an eye bolt that was screwed into the floor. She then put on two leather ankle cuffs on him and chained them to the floor to two more eye blots she had screwed into the floor earlier in the day.
He was utterly helpless; the chains kept him securely in place. She showed him a long riding crop and traced his face with the one end of it.
"I don't want to have to use this, but you will receive one strike for every word you say tonight. Understand?" she said.
He replied "Yes," before he could stop himself. She didn't hesitate; she hit him on his right thigh with such force that he struggled not to cry out. He feared she would strike him again.
"Not one word," she threatened him again. She ripped open the plastic on the water case and removed a bottle of water. She opened it and put it up to his mouth.
"Drink," she ordered, as she held the bottle. He drained the bottle, swallowing all of it. Once it was empty, she tossed the empty bottle in the trash can behind him. After that, she left the room. Left him wondering what she was planning.
A short time later, the doorbell rang, he heard some muffled talking, and he saw her lead a man into the room; she was already naked.
"Who is this?" the man asked. Chained to the chair, he was embarrassed that a stranger saw him in this state.
"This is my cuckold husband," she said. "He enjoys spending money we don't have and forcing me to sell my body to pay for his toys."
He wanted to protest, but he didn't dare to open his mouth.
"Payment?" she said.
He handed her an envelope, and she opened it, counting a number of one-hundred-dollar bills in front of him as he was secured to the chair.
She turned to him as he was secured to the chair, "Hope your happily I have to whore myself out to pay for your luxuries."
Again, he wanted to say something, but she held the riding crop in her hands. She looked at him with a hard stare, daring him to say something. With effort, he held his tongue.
Next, she opened another bottle of water.
"Drink," she ordered him, holding the riding crop threateningly in her other hand. He didn't dare refuse. When it was empty, she threw the bottle into the trash and returned her focus to the man she escorted into their bedroom.
She removed the man's clothes and she allowed him to fuck her on their bed Missionary style, after they switched to doggie style, with her facing him as the man fucked her from behind. Despite the scene before him, his dick swelled painfully in his cock cage, he was so turned on watching another man fuck his wife in front of him. He couldn't achieve a full erection, because the cage was preventing his dick from growing to it full glory, but it filled the cage as much as it was possible. After thirty minutes or so, he heard the man groan in pleasure as he came in his Wife.
She waited for a minute before getting out of bed. She removed a condom from the man and held it up for her husband to see, it was full of cum, and she tossed into the trash behind him. He was relieved to see at least she at least used a condom. She opened another bottle of water and ordered him to drink again; he did so without question. Once he was finished, she tossed the empty into the trash can behind him. She led the man out of the room.
She was only gone a few minutes before she returned with another man. The scene repeated. He was forced to drink another bottle of water, as the man questioned why her husband was there, she took payment, counted it out in front of him, and had sex with the next guy while he watched. He again was getting a hard-on watching his wife, but another feeling was screaming for his attention. He needed to pee badly. He wanted to ask his wife if he could use the bathroom. But he didn't dare say anything. Then it dawned on him why he was chained to a mesh metal chair with a tub under it. He held out as long as he could, but as she was finishing with her second customer, he could hold it no more. He pissed himself, because his dick was pointed up, he pissed all over his crotch and stomach, the piss flowed around his ass and into the tub below. He could heard the piss striking the bottom of the empty tub. He was embarrassed; he could see that she was looking at him as she was getting plowed from behind.
She laughed at him and so did the guy fucking her, he was so embarrassed he wanted to crawl under the bed, not that he was going anywhere. The night was pure hell for him, she forced him to drink one bottle of water after another, and she fucked one customer after another, counting payment in front of him each time. He lost count of the number of times he pissed himself. At some point, he noticed the first case of water was gone, and she was opening the second case.
The Rolex whore.
She was so pissed at him went he showed up with a new Rolex watch, and to charge it no less! It wasn't that they couldn't afford it; he made great money, and her careful management of the household finances where really beginning to pay dividends. Her husband was twenty-five now, and they were well on track for them to retire before he turned thirty. If he had just come to her and asked, there was a good chance she would have said, "Yes, honey, you deserve it." But to impulse buy? Especially something so expensive. She knew she had to nip this in the butt, or he might come home with a midlife crisis corvette or something much more costly.
She thought about it for the rest of that day, came up with a plan not only to pay off the watch and teach her husband a powerful lesson, but also to make a little money. She was all in on building a future for them; maybe she needed to think more about herself. Men were not only untrustworthy but also impulsive.
She opened her little black book and contacted all of her former clients. She was off the market for almost a year, and she knew more than a few of them would jump at the chance to have sex with her again, especially kinky sex. For fifteen hundred dollars they could have sex with her in front of her husband, naked, chained and pissing on himself.
Several bulked at this price for just one fuck, after all before she changed a grand for all night with her, but she sweetened the deal. They would be first in line when she started escorting again full-time. She could now see that she couldn't rely on her husband to ensure her financial future, as she was in her prime earning years. At twenty-three, she only had a few outstanding earning years left; once women hit twenty-five or so, men who paid top dollar for sex wanted younger girls. She might be able to stretch it a few years, given that she was a vegan and exercised daily, but not much longer. Of course she could continue to whore herself out as her youth faded, but she couldn't demand top dollar and would be up against heavy competition with other providers. She would be reduced to a two hundred dollar a fuck whore and be forced to accept fat, overweight, bald men as customers. She cringed at the very thought.
By the end of the night, she had fifteen customers pay her what she demanded, and she didn't even come once. It was real work for her; she didn't enjoy it at all, but she cleared enough to pay off the watch and had almost ten thousand dollars left over. She would open her own bank and investment account with this. It was time for her to grow up and take ownership of her financial future, rather than relying on a man to do it for her.
When her last customer left, it was morning; she was exhausted. Her husband was passed out in the chair, she almost felt sorry for him, there was only a few bottles of water left and the tub was nearly filled to the top with his piss. She would see to it tomorrow; she needed to get some sleep. She collapsed in bed and was fast asleep.
The allowance
He woke up the next day, the smell of cum and piss was overpowering in the room. He was still secured to the chair; he ached all over. He could see his Wife sleeping alone on their bed, he didn't dare to make a sound. It seemed like hours before she woke up. When she did, she looked at him in disgust. He looked at her with pleading eyes.
She crawled out of bed, naked, kicked the few bottles remaining on the floor out of the way with her foot, and left the room without a word. She returned a few minutes later, wheeling a small hand truck that held three cases of water. He looked at it and her in horror, but didn't dare to say a word.
She set the three cases of water next to him. She picked up the riding crop and touched his face with it.
"Did you learn your lesson, or do I need to whore myself out to more men for another day?" she asked.
He shook his head up and down vigorously. "Yes! Yes! I learned my lesson!" he wanted to say, but didn't open his mouth, looking at the riding crop fearfully.
"You can speak now," she said.
"Yes! Yes! I learned my lesson!" he pleaded, "Please!"
"You sure now? If you want a motorcycle, say so. I'm sure I make enough to buy you one if I whore myself out for a few more days," she said.
"No, no, I don't want a motorcycle!" he pleaded.
"You sure now, what about a Corvette? It will take me two weeks on my back to get you that, but if that's what you really want?"
"No, no, I don't want anything, please forgive me," he begged.
She leaned close to him, "I forgive you, but next time..." she left the rest unsaid.
She unchained his feet, removed the shackles on his feet, unlocked and removed his cock cage. She began to stoke his dick, he was rock hard in only moments, "Reclaim you pussy," he order him.
He wasted no time; he was on top of her, banging away, and they changed positions several times. He denied himself release until he could hear his Wife cry out in pleasure as she had a powerful orgasm. He came inside her shortly after. They lay in bed, in each other's arms, exhausted, covered in sweat, the stench of the dried piss from his body was overpowering. It was several minutes before she got out of bed. "I'm taking a shower. Clean this mess up. I want it spotless," she said.
It took him several hours to empty the piss from the tub, removed the chair, trash can, remove the eye bolts from the floor, clean and get the room smelling pleasant again. After he showered and dressed, she was waiting for him in the living room.
"Where's your watch?" she asked him.
"On the dresser, I think, I don't want it anymore, I'll throw it out if you want," he said.
"I sold my body to fifteen men to buy you that watch. You will wear it every day from now on. I never want to see you without that watch on, unless you're taking a shower, in a hot tub, or a pool, understand?" she said. "I want it to remind you every day what you forced me to do."
"Ok," he said, feeling horrible.
"Well?"
"Well, what?" he asked, confused.
"Put on your fucking watch!" she screamed to him in rage.
He scurried out of the room, into the bedroom, and put the watch on his wrist. He hated the watch. It turned his stomach just looking at it. He returned to the living room a few minutes later, wearing the watch.
"Good," she said.
"From now on, I'm giving you an allowance, and I want receipts for everything you buy, fuel, lunch, coffee. At least until I feel I can trust you to spend money wisely," she said.
"Ok," he replied submissively with lowered eyes.
Overtime
Over the next few weeks, he sensed a shift in their relationship; she worked more hours at the coffee shop, often late, even on weekends. Their swinging lifestyle dropped off significantly; her friends came over less frequently, they attended fewer parties, and what was most distressing to him, she wasn't interested in sex as much when she came home late from work. It was uncharacteristic of her.
He was somewhat resentful of having to submit receipts to her on a weekly basis and to justify every purchase. She even scrutinized the coffee he purchased one morning on his way to work. Why can't you make coffee at home before going to work? She would lecture to him. It was one of the last vises he had left, and she was taking it away.
One day, after a particularly stressful day at work, he decided to surprise his Wife at work; after all, she couldn't complain about him spending money on coffee when she often gave him a cup for free on the few occasions he dropped by her shop to see her.
When he arrived at the shop where she worked, he didn't see her; she was probably in the back, either restocking or taking out the trash. When it was his turn in line, the girl behind the counter recognized him. Sarah was her name, he recalled.
"How's your Wife?" Sarah asked.
The question surprised him. "Ok, I guess," he said, confused.
"The place isn't the same without her around. Our customers miss her too; she was always a hit with the guys who came into the shop. I think half the men who purchased coffee came in to see her. She is somewhat of a legend around her; business is noticeably off since she left. Our manager has been struggling to find someone to replace her, and no one wants to work anymore," Sarah said.
"I guess not," he replied in a daze, if she wasn't working at the coffee shop all those evenings and Saturdays. Where was she? He already knew the answer; he felt his stomach tighten, and suddenly he wasn't in the mood for coffee anymore. He left the shop without making a purchase. Sarah gave him a puzzled look as he left the shop.
The following day, he left for work before she left for the coffee shop as he usually did. Instead of driving to work, he called out sick and parked his BMW down the street, and watched his house. For several hours, nothing happened, and he was growing increasingly bored; he wasn't suited for undercover surveillance. Then about 11 am, his phone dinged. It was a text from his wife.
"My first client will be here soon. Why don't you come back to the house, and I'll let you watch?" the text read.
Confused, he started to type "What do you mean, I'm at work", but before he could complete the sentence and click send, another text dinged on his phone.
"I can see you from our living room window. You've been sitting in the car in the summer heat, bet you didn't remember to bring a drink with you. Bet you're thirsty," the text read.
He did, in fact, neglect to bring a drink and was very thirsty.
"Leave your car where it is and come here now!" the following text read.
He got out of his car, locked it, and walked the two blocks back to his house. He was both fearful and aroused at the same time at what he would discover. She opened the door before he could put his key in, and she was wearing a skimpy black-and-white maid outfit. She pulled him in before he could say anything.
"What a surprise," she said with a smile.
"Are you whoring again," he said. He asked, despite knowing what the answer would be.
"Only doing what I do best," she said with a smile.
"Why?" he asked.
"I have you to thank, I forgot how much money I can make just lying on my back while horny guys thrusted themselves inside me," she said. "I've been clearing six grand a week, that's almost twenty-five thousand a month."
"You don't have to do this," he said. But she grabbed his groan just then.
"No?" She asked, "Then why is you dick rock hard? You love this, don't you, you pervert," she said, grinning at him.
He had to admit he was, in fact, turned on; he couldn't help himself. She had a profound impact on him.
"Well, I think this is a good thing, the 'cats out of the bag' as they say," she said. "Now I don't have to waste money on motels for evenings and weekend appointments. All my clients can come here. Fuck me in our bed."
He was speechless.
"Tell you what, if you a good boy and behave yourself, I'll let you be my last fuck of the day, to reclaim my pussy, just like we did when we swing, only this time I will get compensated for my efforts," she said with a smile.
"This feels like cheating," he said without much conviction.
"Tell you what, I'll triple your allowance and not audit your every expense, provided you don't exceed your daily allotment," she said with a smile.
His face brightened at the thought. "Ok," he said.
She gave him a big smile; she had him so completely under her control, even this tiny concession appeased him. She was sure she could completely cuckold him if she wanted to, without much effort, keep him in a lock cock cage and forced him to watch as one man after another fucked her. She, however, didn't have a cruel streak; she genuinely loved her husband, and eventually things would return to the way they were before, after she had ensured she didn't need to be reliant on him for her future financial security.



Going Pro
After the Rolex fiasco, she quit her job at the coffee shop the next day. Not only did she set up an online profile advertising her sexual services, but she also became an online webcam girl. She masturbated in front of a camera for the pleasure of men watching her. While you wouldn't think that morning would be the ideal time to offer such services, the nice thing about the internet, it's a global platform. There were guys in South African or Germany willing to pay to watch her masturbating. This provided her another source of income, a modest one, but it kept her busy until the lunch and early afternoon appointments she scheduled.
While she entertained dates for regular clients at the convenience of the home she shared with her husband during the day, new or evening clients were serviced at a local motel, to ensure that her Husband didn't unexpectedly walk in while she was earning, she planted a tracking device in his car. She always knew exact where he was.
She didn't enjoy sex as much as she did when she was swinging. And it wasn't just the fact that she required all her dates to wear condoms, which she always hated. Getting paid for sex was a job; for the first time in her life, it wasn't all about her pleasure, but the clients. She still tended to dominate in the bedroom, but it was to maximize her client's pleasure, not hers. She even allowed multiple shots on goal, as they would say, since sessions were generally one hour long, she was usually able to get a guy to shoot his load in fifteen or twenty minutes.
Most girls would clean them up and show them the door. Not her, she sucked their dicks after, teased there balls, more often than not she was able to get a guy hard again and ready for another round of fucking in less than thirty minutes, giving him the opportunity to cum inside her again before his time was up. This made her a very popular provider, and she was able to charge a premium price for premium service. She had more bookings than she could accommodate.
As for the sex, it wasn't that she didn't enjoy the feeling of a man's dick inside her, sex still felt good, well as good as it could be with condoms, it just that she never came when having sex with paying clients. She would occasionally allow some of her regular, trustworthy clients to go bareback, but this wasn't the norm. She would almost orgasm in these rare encounters, but still, it wasn't the same. Getting paid for sex was hard work, which offered her little joy.
After her husband left for work every morning, she would wait thirty minutes or so to verify he was at work. One morning, she was surprised to see his car was only a few blocks away. Spying on him from the living room window, she could see his car in the distance. She considered her options; she had an appointment at noon, and her client wanted the maid's routine fantasy.
How did he find out? She thought about it for a minute, then called her friend at the coffee shop. After some catching-up chit-chat, she asked if her Husband had recently visited. He had, in fact, visited the day before, and left before buying any coffee. She had her answer. Now, how to handle it.
She was sure she would not have trouble manipulating him any way she wanted. He was a typical man, motivated by sex, so long as he was promised a piece of the action, he would do anything she wanted. She was sure she could turn him into a cockold if she wanted, but deep down she still loved her husband and love his dick. Control him, yes, but not castrate him.
Over the next few weeks, they fell into a routine; she would get up, make a quick breakfast, and immediately get on her webcam and entertain for the morning. Sometimes she would ask him to fuck her when she was online in front of her webcam before he left work. She took clients from noon until around 4 pm. After her last client left, she would have dinner ready for him when he arrived home just after five. He would have a nice dinner together, talk about their day, he would talk about work, she would speak of what men asked her to do on her webcam, and what kinky things her clients asked her to do during the day.
New beginnings
A few weeks later, on Friday morning, as he was about to leave for work, his Wife was waiting for him. She handed him a small suitcase and held another one.
"We have to go if we are going to make our flight," she said.
"Flight? I can't go anywhere, I have work today," he said
"I already called your work, you're sick today," she replied.
"Where are we going?" he asked
"It's a surprised," she said.
It wasn't until they were in line for security that he had any idea what their destination was as she handed the TSA officer their tickets; they were going to New York City. They arrived at John F. Kennedy International Airport in New York City. He had family back east, but he didn't even want to bother calling; how could he explain to them that he couldn't get off work for months to see them, then visit at the last minute, show up unexpectedly? It was simpler if they didn't know about this trip at all.
After they checked into their hotel that evening, she took him to a club she heard about and wanted to see if it was bullshit or not. They had some trouble getting in since they didn't know any members and didn't have the proper referrals, but after his wife took off her top, showing off her tits and offered to give Todd the doorman a blowjob he allowed them to enter.
After Todd explained the rules to them, His Wife eagerly proceeded to the locker room door, where she was to disrobe, and he was given a mask to wear. She tugged on the door, but it didn't open. She looked back at Todd, her expression questioning.
"I'll be collecting on that blowjob before you leave," Todd told her. He then pressed a button. The door buzzed, and she pulled it open and stepped inside.
After which, he proceeded through the door that the male customers used. Once inside, a naked young redhead behind the counter explained the rules to him after listening to the instructions. He wandered around for a few minutes until he ran into his wife; she already had a collar with a number on it.
"That was quick," he said to her.
"I'm here to fuck, not browse," she said with a smile. "You can keep the mask on if you want, but I want you out of those clothes. And have some fun, feel free to spend a little money. The next time I see you I want pussy juices from two woman on your dick, understand," she said with a smile.
He wasn't one to argue; he found the men's locker room and got naked, and he even removed his mask. No one would know him in the city anyway. Shortly after, he walked around in amazement; it was a Friday, and the place was packed, wall-to-wall naked women, most of them wearing collars. Some of the men were nude like him, but most preferred to wear something; those with masks and those without were a mixed bag as well.
He had a raging hard-on watching horny men fuck women in public; it was the most erotic thing he ever saw. There were so many women to pick from that he couldn't decide. Usually, his Wife selected someone for him, it no thought involved on his part.
Across the room, he thought he recognized a face, but it was probably just a coincidence. Still, his curiosity got the better of him, and he walked over to her to get a better look. Her back was to him as he approached. When he was within a few feet of her, she turned around. One look left no doubt in his mind who it was. Without thinking, he said it.
"Mom?" Anthony said, shocked.
"Anthony?" she said, just as surprised. She is looking at her son, with a hard-on, standing at attention right in front of her.
"Mom. You're a slut?" he said loudly without thinking. Both her breasts were pierced, as well as her navel and pussy, just like his Wife Emily was. There was a black spade symbol just above her smoothly shaven pussy with the letter 'C' in the middle. He could see she also had a spade symbol with a 'Q' on her right breast.
She thankfully ignored his question, "What are you doing here?" she asked, her face turning beet red.
"I'm here with my Wife, Emily," he said. Right on cue, he could hear her having a very vocal orgasm. He looked over at a buck-naked guy was fucking her from behind; she was on her hands and knees and looked to be having a good time. He had seen her get fucked so many times before by so many different men that it didn't even phase him anymore. He didn't think twice about pointing her out.
"That's her there," he said, pointing her out as casually as giving directions and pointing that way to a stranger.
His Mom looked over at the woman he was pointing to. She should have been shocked, but so much had happened over the last six months or so that it didn't even raise her eyebrow.
Marty set this up, she thought; he was testing her to see if she would follow through with her promise to seduce her son.
Before they could say anything else, a man walked over to his Mom and showed her a computer tablet he was holding. "See, all paid up. Now get on your knees slut, and start with a blowjob."
His Mom only hesitated for a second; she obediently got on her knees, took the stranger's dick into her mouth, and began the bob her head back and forth. There were tears in her eyes as she knew her son was watching her give a stranger a blowjob right in front of him.
Anthony stood there transfixed for a few minutes, watching his naked Mom give a blowjob to a stranger. He could now see her tramp stamp that she was on her knees sucking away. He never imagined he would see his Mother this way. He noticed he still had his hard-on, embarrassed that someone might see him seemly turned on watching his mother; he wandered away through the crowd. He could not believe what he had just seen.
He was still trying to get his head around what he had just witnessed when he ran right into his Sister literally. He walked right into her, "Hey, watch where you're going!" she said.
"Gina?" he said without thinking again.
"Anthony?" Gina said. Before he could react, she threw her arms around him, their naked bodies touching. This turned him on more despite himself.
She pulled back and looked him in the face. "Marty didn't say anything about this. What a surprise; I love surprises!" Gina said. Looking down, she could see how big his cock was; he attempted to cover himself from his sister in embarrassment.
"Don't be embarrassed; your cock looks great! Bigger than Daddy's even!" Gina said.
Did she say what he thought she said? She must be referring to her husband, Marty, he thought. He was a few years older than her, and he knew some couples were into calling older partners Daddy.
"Here, let me take care of that for you," Gina said.
She got on her knees in front of him. Is she going to do what I think she is? He thought.
"Wait.." was all he could say.
"Don't worry about it, we're family, this one is on the house," was the last thing she said before she took his cock into her mouth and began to give him a vicious blowjob.
Oh god, what is happening was the last thing he thought before lust overtook him,
"Oh god, yes!" he groaned.
After a few minutes, his sister stopped sucking his dick.
"This is hard as it's going to get," she said.
"Put it in me," she ordered, as he bent over a padded bench, it was the ideal height for fucking he sister from behind.
He didn't need to be asked twice; he lined up his member to her hole and pushed it in. It slid in with surprising resistance. It should have slid in easily given how wet she was, but her pussy was unnaturally tight. After a few thrusts, if he didn't know better, he would swear he was taking her virginity. She had the tightest pussy he ever had the pleasure of enjoying and it felt amazing. At first, he eagerly pumped away, hard and fast, but realized he wasn't going to last long if he kept this up.
How many brothers get the opportunity to fuck their sister? He thought. Not many. How many get to fuck her more than once? Far fewer. He didn't know what stars aligned to give him this pleasure, but he was sure it would never happen again. He was going to make this last as long as possible, relishing every moment. She would not soon forget her time with her brother. He employed every trick and technique he had learned from his Wife Emily to prolong the experience. He made his sister come not once, or twice, but three powerful orgasms as he fucked her in various positions for over an hour. When he was about to pop, he wanted one final conquest to complete their time together. He forced her into a bent-over position to fuck her from behind again, applied a generous amount of lube from a nearby container, and forced his dick into her ass.
She screamed out in surprise and pain, but he didn't stop; it took him a few thrusts to push deeper and deeper inside her ass, but it wasn't long before he was all the way in enjoying her fine ass. As he pounded away, she moaned in pleasure. In less than a minute he could not deny himself any longer, he shot his load deep into her ass. Moaning with pleasure, collapsing on top of her, exhausted.
They both lay there for a minute, covered in sweat, breathing heavily, his dick was still inside his sister's ass.
Once wasn't going to be enough; he had to have her again. He didn't think of himself as a religious man, but he was sure he found heaven, well pussy heaven anyway.
She was the first to speak.
"That was amazing. I never knew you were so good in the sack. You fuck better than my Black boyfriend." Gina said with awe.
Black boyfriend? What the fuck was going on? The last time he saw his sister and mother, everything seemed normal. How could he miss the signs that his sister and mother were prostitutes in a brothel? What were the signs? He felt so naive. He wondered if there was a book that could have helped him spot the warning signs. 'How to know you Mother and Sister are sluts in brothel for Dummies.'
Did Dad know? How would he go about broaching the subject?
'Dad, by the way, I found out that Mom and Gina were working girls in a brothel'
No, he would keep his mouth shut, not a conversation he ever wanted to have with his father.
She stood up, his dick slipped out of her. She took his hand, "Come on, I have to thank my Master, this is the best surprise ever."
Holding on to his hand, she pulled him along through the crowd of debauchery all around them. He was in awe, not for just having fucked his sister and she loved it, but things in the club seemed to get wilder as the evening progressed. They walked past dozens of naked oiled and sweaty bodies fucking, in another area a man was paddling a woman who was screaming in pain and pleasure, nearby was a woman on her knees and three men where pissing into her open mouth, the piss washed down her naked body.
Finally, they came to a nondescript door on the far end of the open space. She pressed a button on the wall and looked up at a camera on the wall. After a moment, he heard a buzzing sound, and she pulled the door open.
She pulled him through and up a set of stairs. The stairs continued up, but she exited the stairwell, opened the door on the second level, and led him across the hall to another door. A keypad was next to the door, she punched in some numbers, and pulled the door open.
Beyond was a large office, looking around it had several padded chairs and a couch, a king-size bed along one wall. A large flat screen monitor was on the opposite wall, next to a window looking out to orgy ongoing below. In the center was a large office desk, which was made out of glass or plastic; he couldn't tell what. What he could tell was that he could see right through it, behind it was seated a naked man on a chair, she could see a naked woman was giving the man a blowjob on the other side of the desk, as he looked at a computer monitor on the desk. I only took a moment, but he recognized the man; it was Marty, Gina's Husband.
The Surprise Visit
Marty was again too busy to enjoy the festivities tonight. Running a successful illegal enterprise was more work than he realized. Pam, of course, was a big help, but she was busy managing the front-of-house operations that customers interacted with. Marty needed to hire more help him manage the back-of-the-house operations, as it was becoming too much for him to manage alone. It wasn't exactly the position he could list on a job website; hiring trustworthy help for an illegal operation was somewhat more complicated than a legitimate business hiring process. Tai recommended Jada, and he was considering her. She gave great head, but he wasn't sure she had the business sense to help him with his operations.
While he didn't have enough time tonight to join in on the fun downstairs, he wouldn't go without. Susan was giving him a night slow blowjob at the moment, as he was finishing up some last minute work. He would have her give him a nice slow cowgirl fuck after, than depending on how he was feeling he might get back to work or call it a night, he didn't decided yet.
Someone entered his office; he barely glanced up to see who it was, as only a few people had access codes to enter his office. He noticed it was Gina in the nude, with a man naked he didn't know. Or did he, he did a double-take, he knew this man. It was Anthony, Gina's younger brother.
Before he could say anything, Gina spoke up.
"Thank you, Master Marty, for surprising me with this wonderful gift. When did you have time to corrupt my innocent brother?" she said with a smile.
Marty had no idea what she was talking about.
"Anthony?" Marty said, "This is a surprise. In town for business and looking for a little fun without the misses?" He said with a smile.
He was so busy with his new brothel that he put the corruption of Anthony and his Wife Emily on the back burner. He must be in town for business and was looking for a bit of fun on the side. Marty's gears were already turning in his head on how he could use this.
"We just finished having sex, he was a great fuck," Gina said.
This was too good to be true; everything happening in the club below was recorded. Anthony, having sex with his sister, would make for excellent blackmail material. He should have no trouble getting him to do anything Marty wanted to conceal this fact.
"I'm not here alone, I'm with my Wife Emily," Anthony said.
"You mean back at your hotel?" Marty asked, confused. His mind was racing; he left his Wife at the hotel? He was more daring than Marty realized. Anthony was willing to risk his marriage by going to a brothel with his Wife on a trip? He probably told her he had a business meeting; if she was that naive, this was going to be easier than he thought.
"No, downstairs, she's having sex with other men right now," Anthony said.
This was unexpected. Marty had no idea that Anthony was the kind of man who could dominate his wife into doing whatever he wanted; he greatly misjudged him.
"You corrupted you wife into becoming a whore?" Marty said with surprise.
Anthony laughed, and laughed a lot; it was almost a minute before he could compose himself.
"She corrupted me!" he said at last.
"What?" Marty said, now completely confused.
"Emily was a swinger before we met, on our third date she took me to a swingers club and fucked three other men right in front of me. She is the wildest, erotic, sexy woman I've ever known. My sex life has never been better; I would do anything for her, even go to a brothel and watch as she sells her body to other men as I watch," Anthony said.
Marty had to meet Emily; he had to see this for himself. He was almost disappointed, he wanted to turn Anthony's sweet innocent wife into a cock loving slut, and it looked like someone beat him to it. He accessed the provider list in the computer system and quickly located her profile. She was lovely, he liked her piercings, but no tattoos? He would like to address that. She had two more appointments lined up, Marty put himself in as her third appointment, and blocked off the rest of her night. As an administrator, he could have easily canceled her other appointments and had her brought to him immediately, but that would risk bad word of mouth from the bumped members. The club had policies, and Marty could wait a bit longer before enjoying Emily. And there was one more loose end to tie up.



Next, he checked the location of Joanne, Anthony's mother. She had no appointments at the time, so he blocked the rest of the night off for her. Next, he called down at the front desk and asked one of the staff to have her escorted to his office. About ten minutes later, his doorbell rang. Marty buzzed it open, and Joanne was shown in.
Anthony and Gina were on the couch, making out, when Joanne walked in.
"Welcome, Joanne," Marty said with a smile, "I have a surprise for you, your son is here."
Joanne didn't look happy; her eyes were downcast.
"I believe you agreed to seduce your son," Marty said with a smile.
"Yes, Master" was all she said as she approached her son.
Anthony stood up, "Wait, I'm not having sex with my mother."
"You just had sex with your sister, how is this any different?" Marty said with a smile.
Anthony was at a loss for words. "It's just wrong," was all he could manage as his dick started to get hard at the thought.
"You dick says otherwise," Marty said, "but I'll give you a choice. You can either have sex with your mother, or you could watch her get punished for failing to seduce you."
"Punished?" Anthony asked.
Marty was ready for this question; he turned on a flat-screen monitor. A woman was chained up with her arms above her in what looked like a dungeon. Marty could be seen in the background, and a man was whipping the woman with a whip. She screamed out in fear and pain at every lash.
Joanne looked up at her son and pleaded, "Please," she begged.
Anthony couldn't bear the thought of watching his Mother get whipped, what kind of twisted sicko was Marty anyway. He would have to agree, but an idea hit him.
"Ok, I'll do it on one condition," Anthony said. "I want to have sex with my Sister, Gina, again."
Marty laughed. "Absolutely, you can use and abuse her any time you desire," Marty said. It was a line he would later regret. "But I want the same privileges, I want to enjoy your Wife, Emily, the same way."
"Done," he said with a smile.
"Wonderful," Marty said, "you can start sitting on the bed, with you mom sucking your cock."
He reluctantly walked to the king-sized bed, and his mother followed him. He sat on the bed, and his mother knelt in front of him.
"Wait, not yet," Marty said. "Gina and Susan, please grab some handheld video cameras from the cabinet. I want multiple angles. I don't want to miss a shot."
"Wait, you're recording this?" Anthony said in surprise.
"I record everything," Marty said. Starting another video on the monitor it was a video of him recorded from afar of him fucking his Sister, Gina. "Unfortunately, his recording has no sound, but I'll fix that in the next take."
Anthony was speechless, It wasn't until his mom took him dick into her mouth and began to suck it that he was thrust be into the moment.
After a few minutes of his mother sucking his cock, he order her to stand up and bend over. He didn't see her as his loving mother, but more of an obstacle in the way of enjoying sex with his sister again. As he forced himself into her wet pussy, he was more than a little surprised how tight she was. After two bearing children, he late forty-year-old pussy, didn't feel too bad, it wasn't Gina tight, but pleasurable. It was then he noticed she had a butt plug in her ass. Ah, that's why. He recalled when ever he had sex with Emily, a butt plug tightened her pussy up nicely.
It didn't take him long, after less ten minutes he flooded his mother's pussy with his cum. He didn't even bother to try to pull out; he just pumped away until he emptied his balls.
"Only ten minutes?" Marty said, disappointed. "You lasted over forty minutes with your sister!"
"Satisfied?" Anthony asked him.
"Hardly," he said, "Barely even enough material for porn scene."
"You making a porn movie?" Anthony asked.
"Nothing definite yet," Marty said with a smile. "But I expect you to repeat your performance with your mom in the future. Put in a little more effort to last longer next time."
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Life Interrupted Part VI


Book Reports

By Tuesday night, I had already read the first three chapters of 'Dark Meating,' by U. Mann. It was everything you would expect. Dominant black men lording over white, black and Asian women, much to their chagrin and sometimes to their delight. It was having Urban's desired effect on me. I was going mad with desire. And there was nothing I could do about it but suck it up. I'd really rather have been sucking a dick, but that was not going to happen on several levels. Not for another week or more.
Charlie was already a couple of chapters into his first book, 'Boys Will Be Boys.' He did not appear to be enjoying it at all. We sat, naked, in the living room, on the sofa, continuing to read. I could see that although he wasn't gay, he was getting stimulated by his book. This past weekend's training influenced him. I watched as he read and got visibly hard inside his cock cage. His expressions would also change, but he read on, much to his credit, and credit to my control.
By bedtime, I was nearly finished with my first book and started jotting down notes for my book report. I was taking this very seriously. So was my frothing pussy, which would not leave me alone. I was so wet by the time I went to bed that I had to wipe myself down there, being cognizant of keeping toilet paper between my hand and its target. I silently prayed that Urban would call me and send a car around so that I could let him or one of his men have their way with me. But to no avail.
All through my workday on Thursday, I thought about nothing but the second book that I was still reading, entitled 'Black Encounter.' It was a tome which spoke of a black man who ran herd over a flock of white women who followed him wherever he took them. Sound familiar? It was also written by U. Mann. A play on words, I expected.
My first book report was completed, as was Charlies. I read over and spell checked his report, and it was good. All things considered, he had a pretty good command of the subject matter and had obviously read the book. Tonight, we'd be writing reports for our second books. His was entitled, 'Man-O-Sphere.' I could only imagine. But I would read his report and know the essence of this book. It was written from the point of view of where Charlie found himself now. After reading his first report, I felt the desire to read the book myself. But only after I had leave to relieve myself, sexually. Male gay porn may be my favorite thing at this point, reminiscing over watching Charlie and his mates going at it this past weekend and how turned on I got from watching it.
I had completed the second book and was well into writing my second report when Charlie finished his second book. It was after ten at night on Thursday when Charlie finished and started to write. He jumped on his computer and in half an hour, had it banged out. As if he was getting a kick out of it. Unbeknownst to me at the time, he just wanted to be done with it. He was going so crazy, mostly because of his cage.
At this point, I didn't even think he had the desire to fuck a woman, and the thought of doing it with a man was starting to turn him on. Urban was winning in the race against Charlie's masculinity. The man who was my husband was fading away and the cuckold he was becoming was rising to the forefront.
Knowing that he had a long workday ahead of him and an even longer weekend, he followed suit and we were both in bed by eleven. I tapped out in five minutes, dreaming of nothing but getting fucked.

--------------------------------------------------

Work was a drudge and seemed to go ever so slowly on Friday. I had no success trying to concentrate on my work, so I did what I could and made it to five. As I drove home from work, my cell phone rang, so I picked up in the car and over the speaker system, Trey's mellifluous voice told me to be prepared to be picked up by six. Ted, again, would be doing the pickup. I hoped that meant Helga would be around this weekend. I still had much to learn, and I did want her hanging on my eager pussy a little as well. Given her talents, maybe a lot.
When I got home, Charlie's truck was in the driveway and I ran into the house to see if he was ready. We'd be picked up in twenty minutes, and he seemed almost eager to go. Actually, he was damned well looking forward to it.
Our orders were not to bring anything with us but the books and book reports. No clothes but those on our backs, no personal items and no cosmetics. Everything we need would be supplied. We gathered the books and the reports and waited. Charlie paced.
Ted was a sight for sore eyes. Hopefully, it would mean a sore pussy for me. And a sore ass for Charlie. But I was getting the impression he was looking forward to that.
Fortunately, we were not going into the city today, but to Urban's country estate. The food is better and there is a greater availability of first class willing men. And available willing men is what I need right now. I don't expect to get lucky and draw Urban from the deck, but Trey would be nice. He fits me just fine, and he knows how to use that thing of his, and every other tool in his toolbox.
Once we got into the house and undressed, placing our clothing, the books and the book reports, in drawers in a cabinet set aside for the clothing of Urban's slaves, we were invited outside to the pool. It was plenty hot out and the men were parading around in baggy shorts and speedos. And, man, were they fine. Or maybe it's just me being so damned needy.
The scab from my spade tattoo had healed and there was no more scabbing down there. Rat had told me it would take longer to fully heal, but now I could feel free to show myself without turning anyone off. The tattoo looked fresh and colorful. But I sun-screened the shit out of it before going to the pool. Being fair skinned I slathered myself everywhere with sunscreen.
There must have been ten women at the pool and maybe six guys. The girls were attending to the men in various ways. Some sexual. Some downright erotic. There was one girl who was swimming on her own. It was Helga. I ran over and got her attention and waved to her. She swam up to me and we chatted on the edge of the pool.
"So, how did your book reports go?"
"You know about the book reports?"
"Everyone gets to do 'em. What are you second week, third week?"
"I don't even know. It's been such a weird, highly entangled web we are trying to navigate. But I know what I want, and I intend to get it. I..."
"That's a lot of I's little lady. This weekend you are going to lose a few of them. Urban likes to take the I's away in the first month, and you guys, it looks like, are ahead of schedule."
"What do you mean, I's?"
"Point of view. Perspective. When you think 'I' you are thinking of yourself. You have to get out of that mindset and into a second person perspective."
"You?"
"Exactly. Whenever you are with Master or his duly appointed representative, you should be thinking of them. Not in the third person, but in the second. It's all about Master. It always is. Let that guide you."
"Wow. That's a lot to take in all at once."
"Tell me about it. The sooner you get into that mindset, the more of Master you will get. And you will want as much as you can get."
"I already do. But I fear until my tongue heals, I won't have much of a chance."
"Ha. You're here, ain't ya? Listen girl. There's nothing that Urban likes better than eating fresh new pussy. And you are the newest of the batch. He can always find another mouth. But that pussy, each one is one of a kind. And I've had yours, and it's so fine. I'm hoping to have it again this weekend if Master permits."
"Oh, me too. I've been dreaming of you down there. I hope it is Master's bidding."
"What is Master's bidding." The clouds parted and the heavens roared.
"I'm so sorry if I was speaking out of turn, Master." Helga said. "Please forgive me."
"I'm still waiting for an answer."
"Sorry, Master. Lu was just saying that she hoped she got lucky with me this weekend."
"Hmmmm. There are probably some pussy eating tricks you can teach her. And, of course, teach her how to get the most out of that tongue stud. Maybe the three of us could get together this weekend and test it all out. I just love to see a master pussy licker at work on a fine specimen such as Lu."
We both pleaded with him to make it happen, and that we'd love to perform for him.
"He laughed as he walked off with another of his friends I did not know."
I spotted Charlie and Ted, who were butlering drinks and pickups around the house and pool area. I sure hope they slathered Charlie with suntan lotion. As pink as he is, this sun is gonna scorch him. At least they are letting him wear a thong. Protect the jewels and all that. The sun's rays must be just cooking his pecker in that cage. He was looking even pinker than before. He ought to develop one heck of a tan.
"Hey you, Cracker." Urban said, pointing at Charlie. "Over here."
Charlie ran over to Urban and his friend, almost tipping over his half-filled tray. He went down on his knees and held the tray up high. Urban and his friend took a plate of appetizers and told him to go and make sure his wife is taken care of. And he pointed to me and I waved.
"After you take care of your Mistress, I want you in the house. You are red enough, and getting you red is not the sun's job. It's Lu's."
Charlie ran over to us, not more than ten feet away. "How may I serve you Mistresses? Would you like a pickup?"
"I'd like a pick-me-up. But not from you, little man." Helga said. Go get me a Bloody Mary and get your ass inside."
"I'll take a Daiquirí. Frozen."
"Yes, Mistress Lu. I'll be right back." And off he went.
When he came back, he had a new tray with the two drinks and additional appetizers. We took a couple of items and our drinks and when he turned to go, Helga, now on the side of the pool, gave him a nice hard smack on his ass.
"Thank you, Mistress." Charlie bowed his head and said.
Helga snickered. "Very good, slave. Now inside with you."
Once Charlie was gone and out of our hair, Urban came by again with his friend and said, in that perfect baritone of his, "Alright girls. Party time."
We got up, downed our drinks, and followed the two men into the house, up the stairs, to the room where the party is hardy.
"Ladies, this is my good friend, Sam. You will treat him as if he is me. Helga, get down and suck the man's dick. I'm gonna have me a bite of some that red-haired pussy. C'mere, Lu.
And I did. I came here; I came there; I came everywhere from his magic mouth and tongue. He was truly a cunning linguist. I went from singing, to dancing, to taking the Lord's name in vain. But I was having a wonderful time.
Then Helga finished up with Sam and took Urban away from me to suck his dick as well. Sam decided I had a place to put his nice firm cock, and he kept putting it in and out of me enough times to make me come again and again. Screaming and shouting the entire time. And then Sam rolled us over so I was on top and I felt that cold, wet liquid dripping down my ass and a finger doing its best to lube me up. Slowly, Urban stuck his big black cock in my ass and pumped it a few times until his pubic hair met my ass. I was full. Between Sam's big boy and Urban's monster, the friction drove me to distraction and to several more orgasms. The bed was wet, and I was soaked from head on down with sweat when Urban finally made his last thrust and filled my anus with his precious cum.
When Urban exited me, Sam spun us around again, so he was on top and he pumped me good and hard. It was the pounding I'd been waiting for all week. I had one last great big wet orgasm before he let his load fly, and then I just collapsed under him, a dishrag of a human being.
Urban's en suite was like an apartment unto itself. And the shower was big enough for six people, let alone four. So, we all cleaned each other off and had a ball washing each other's backs. And fronts, and every crack and crevice. Every single one. I never had so much fun bathing.
When we finished and I was drying my hair, Urban said he wanted me to join him, alone, in his office. I was thrilled, though a bit intimidated. What could he... I know what he wants. The book reports. Now I'm back in school and hoping for an A.
Helga and Sam decided to hang back and watch a video. It looked like a younger version of Helga. Could be the real deal. A deal from another day. Sam was starting to get handsy. She would know what to do with him. And for him.
Urban's office, a tribute to a man with high standards and a higher education, was amazing. Per my Master's request, I stopped by the cabinet where I left my clothes and the book reports. I hurried back to the office and placed them in front of him on his desk. I then went to my knees and bowed my head.
"Up, child. Sit on the chair. Did I tell you yet how lovely you look today?"
"Thank you, Master. It's so kind of you to say."
"I say it because it is true. Tell me, Lu. Tell me about Charles and how he is coming along."
"Charles has come a long way, Master. I think you may be impressed by his book reports. I did a copy check, and they read pretty well. And I have a sneaking suspicion you will get out of Charles what you want with this exercise."
"And what would that be, my dear?"
"Total domination and full compliance. I would say that, at this point, Charles would do anything for you. You've already got him fuckin men, reading about it and paying tribute to the act, all in one."
"I haven't seen Charles' work. Where is it?"
"Like me, he put it in the cabinet with his clothes, Master."
"Well, you just go and fetch it while I get into your book reports. Go, fetch."
And I ran as fast as I could, in my bare feet. When I returned with Charlie's reports, Urban was just throwing down my second report. At least he wasn't throwing it in the trash. I placed Charlie's reports on the center of his desk and knelt down.
"Rise, woman. You don't have to kneel every time you see me. Sit." And he waved his hand to the chair across from him.
"Before I delve into Charles' reports, I'd like to discuss yours with you. Okay?"
"Yes, Master. Whatever you wish."
"Both your reports are very good. Way better than average. Lots of passion. I couldn't have written me better."
"I should have known you were the author. Is there anything you can't do, Master?"
"Plenty, Lu. But that's what I've got you for. To do those things I cannot. And Charles, too. And my many slaves who have come before you and will come in the future. It has taken many hands to get me where I am today. Many Helgas and many Teds. You are a milestone for me. Seventy-five. That's a daunting figure, Lu. I sometimes can't believe it myself."
"It is amazing, Master. But I'm not surprised."
"Oh? Tell me more."
"You are so charismatic and so talented, especially with women. As one of them, I can see what attracts us to you. You are so masterful, so..."
"Enough. Tell me something I don't know."
"I want to suck your dick."
"There's nothing I'd like better. I'd like to see how far you have come and if you can rock that tongue stud of yours. Stick your tongue out."
As ordered, I stuck my tongue out and Urban bent over and took a good look.
"It looks fine to me, but I think Rat should take a look at it. Plan to go to Rat's tomorrow."
"Tattoo or piercing?"
"Neither. Just a checkup. See how those tats and piercings are doing. How do your tits feel, Lu?"
"Ready for action, Master. Sam certainly enjoyed them and I enjoyed what he did with them."
"Good. You'll go tomorrow with a couple of the boys. They're taking Inga for her ring."
"Ring?"
"Have you met Inga yet?"
"I don't think so. Is she here now?"
"She is. She came to me and begged me to accept her as my lifetime slave. She's Helga's sister. Helga brought her to me a year ago and she committed for a year. Now she wants a lifetime commitment as my slave. She is number seventy-two. And will receive a ring tattoo on her left hand ring finger. It will marry her to me as my lifetime slave once the tattoo is placed and a ceremony is performed. Her husband, Harry, will give her away to me and will also commit to a lifetime of service both to me and to Inga, his mistress."
"That's amazing. Lucky girl."
"I don't know if I'd call her lucky. It's a long, hard road ahead for her. She is almost as talented as her sister in the oral department, and will be sucking lots of dicks and eating lots of pussy. You can't miss her. She looks a lot like Helga, only prettier."
"Helga is gorgeous. Inga must be incredibly pretty."
"She is. That's why I accepted her as my lifetime slave. Her on my arm makes me look pretty damned good."
"Not that you need any help with that, Master."
"Even I need a hand now and then. Then there are you and Charles. Let me read his reports and see what he has to say about his two books. Two books I didn't write."
"Oh? If you don't mind, Master, who wrote the books Charles read?"
"They were written by two of my male slaves after a year or two of servitude. One was very much straight when we brought him in, but he is totally gay now. Women don't even turn him on anymore. Speaking of which, let me read these reports."
He was done with the reports in no more than a few minutes. He looked over at me and smiled.
"You said you checked Charles' book reports, Lu, so you know where his head is at. He does not seem very far behind Inga's Sam at this point. I would say by year's end, he will also be totally gay."
"I can't believe it, Master. He was always so macho. At times he was even aggressive. A real Alpha type."
"Well, it looks like we choked the Alpha out of him and he is complying, as I would expect any beta male to act. Yep. Charles' reports scream, 'fuck me in the ass.' Where is that husband of yours?"
"Last I saw him, Master, he was with Ted and two other white men in the living room. They all still had their cages on and were standing in the 'present' position awaiting orders."
"Excellent. Go to the bowl and dig out his key. Tell Helga and the other wives to do the same. I'm looking for a nice gay show tonight before bedtime. It really gets the girls all turned on. The only thing these gals like more than watching gay male sex is getting a big fat black cock in their twats. Go. Talk to Helga and make it happen. I'll be out shortly to see how well you have done. I know you won't have any problem getting Charlie to cooperate. From his report, I'd say he's been looking forward to a good fuck with Ted and the other crackers."
Master dismissed me and I went out to find Helga. Easy enough as she was putting the four white men through their paces. They were taking turns making out with each other and Helga and a woman who was obviously her sister were cracking the whip on them to make certain they did not stop. They never stopped for a second.
Then the four of us wives pulled the keys we had retrieved from around our necks and unlocked the cock cages and removed them from our husbands. That's when the dick sucking ensued. And the four of them, in a pair of sixty-nines, went to town.
As the boys were going to town, Urban walked out from his office and boomed out, "Get to it boys. This is a competition. The winner will be rewarded and the loser will be punished. The other two get nothing but what their mistresses deem appropriate."



The four men really started to go at it with gusto. They licked and sucked and did all the things you can to a cock to make it do what you want it to. Charlie and Sam were together, and Sam was the first to go. Good for you, Charlie. Sam then took a moment to take in the endorphin rush, and Charlie swallowed every bit of Sam's seed. Then Sam continued to suck Charlie's cock as hard as he could to see if he could at least gain a second-place finish.
It was not to be as the man who was getting sucked by Teddy gave in and shot his load, half in Teddy's mouth and half in his face. And the man kept sucking Ted for all he was worth. Now there were two and one would lose. I could not imagine what the punishment would be, but I knew it was coming for one of them.
Charlie eventually blew his load and Sam avoided the big punishment, but Charlie's fate would be up to Urban.
Ted still had not come and Urban commanded that the man finish up with Ted and gave the man five minutes. His wife had tears in her eyes. She knew she would wind up as part of his punishment. I thanked the heavens I did not know these two, so I was spared mourning their fate as they were dragged down to the dungeon with looks of resignation on their faces.
"Fine job, Charles." Urban said. "As the winner, while I sleep with your wife, you can go down into the dungeon and fuck the other couple as often tonight as you would like. They'll be downstairs, set up and ready to receive. Go, Charles. Have a fine time. Mistresses, it is up to you what punishments or rewards you give your spouses. You will report to me in the morning to tell me about what you did. And ladies, make sure it is worthy of my approval."
"Yes, Master." The two women said and grabbed their husbands and dragged them off to a guest room upstairs. I would be going with Master Urban. Charlie's victory had been mine as well. I went forward with a half-smile, knowing that his defeats would also be mine. As his mistress, I would have to train Charlie harder. He won this time, but I had to assure he won every time.
My night with Urban was a dream. We could not kiss, and I didn't suck his dick, but Merry, who wore number sixty-four, came along to provide a mouth to accommodate the needs I could not fulfill at this time. But he took me from behind in both my pussy and my ass and I was pretty well tuned up by the time the morning sun came through the master bedroom windows.
Tomorrow I would be going to Rat's to get a checkup. Maybe this weekend would not be for naught. That would be up to the Rat.

------------------------------------------------------

Saturday morning, I had the privilege of joining my Master at the breakfast nook for my morning meal. Inga and I would soon be departing for Rat's Tats for her to get the ring and me to get my checkup. We were joined by Inga and Sam, who, back in his cock cage, looked pretty beat up, and two black men I had never met before. When breakfast was finished, Inga was sent away with the two black men. Not much doubt what she would be doing before we left for the tattoo parlor.
An hour and a half later, Inga returned to the living room where I was sitting, watching Charlie being railed by Ted. His first ass fucking of the day. I was sure there would be more. Poor Charlie. Poor Charlie, indeed. From the look on his face, he was in no distress and appeared to be enjoying his fate. Still out of his cage for now, he came all over the floor before the man fucking him had finished. When the man finished, he cleaned up Charlie's cock and ass, and the two men proceeded to lick up the cum from the floor. Good boys. Well trained.
The trip to the downtown neighborhood took a while, but Rat's in the late morning is no different from Rat's at night. It was busy, but it was Rat who always attended to us, as he did to all of Urban's people. He looked me over really well and declared that I was good to go. I should continue with my salt water rinses and mouth washing, but blow jobs and kissing were back on the table. I was over the moon. Ready to give Urban what he wanted from me.
As Rat patiently went about his business tattooing the ring onto Inga's finger, I looked around at the plethora of jewelry around the front of Rat's shop. I was particularly drawn to a pair of stud earrings. They were gold spades with the letter Q in the center.
I asked the sales clerk at the front desk about them and asked why a Q. I was familiar with Urban's 'U' on so many of his tats and piercings, but why the Q?
"That's the Queen of Spades. Don't you know what that means?"
"I don't, although I think I've seen instances of it at Urban's houses, both downtown and in the country."
"A Queen of Spades is a woman with a preference for dark meat, if you know what I mean. It lets black men know you are available to them."
Being a woman who had recently acquired a taste for dark meat above all others, I knew exactly what she meant. And I wanted those stud earrings. So, I made a phone call. I got one of the gals who had phone duty today and asked if I could speak with Master Urban.
She immediately put me through to him.
"Is there a problem, Lu? Something not right?"
"Oh, no Master. Everything is fine, and I have been given a clean bill of health by Rat. But I called for another reason. There is a pair of stud earring I would love to purchase and wear."
"Tell me about these earrings and why they are important enough to you to risk calling me out of the blue."
"They are gold Queen of Spades earrings. The clerk..."
"Buy them and wear them back to the house. Your little gold hoops are cute, but I like the message these earrings send. You get that done and have Rat put it on my tab. Then report to me as soon as you get back."
"Oh, thank you, Master. I will. Thank you so very much."
Boy, was I where he wanted me. So eager to be seen as a Queen of Spades I almost interrupted Rat and his focus on Inga's finger. But the clerk assisted me and pulled the hoops out of my holes and inserted the QoS studs. I looked in the mirror and I felt like a queen. Tonight, I'm gonna suck some dick. Some major dick. King sized for the queen. The Queen of Spades.
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Life Interrupted Part VII


Inga Commits and Lu Meets a Cop

Before we left Rat's, Inga and I admired his work. The tattooed ring was bold and beautiful which we got to see before Rat wrapped it up. The ride back to the country was quiet, even though we had stopped at the house downtown and picked up two more black men who I did not know. There was some banter between the men, but we girls were told to keep our mouths shut. Except for Inga, who was made to suck off one of the new black men in the very back of the big SUV. I sat next to the other man, who kept eyeing me up but did not touch me. I took this as a good sign. Maybe, just maybe, Urban wanted me for himself this weekend. Can you say Grand Prize?
When I arrived in the living room of the country estate, Charlie was in the middle of it all, sucking on some black stud's big old cock. And, man, was it big. Bigger than Urban or anyone else I had met since being introduced to my new life. A shiver ran up my spine as the thought of that thing in my pussy gave me pause. Could I take it? Would I find out?
Charlie and his scene notwithstanding, I went right to Urban's office where the door was closed. So, I knocked. He told me to report right to him as soon as I arrived, so I thought I was on solid ground when I did so.
"Enter," came the booming baritone.
I opened the door and there was Urban in his seat and his friend Keith, sitting across from him.
"Well, Keith." He said. "Looks like you're gonna get your wish tonight. How'd you like to spend the night with Lu and I? She's full service now and should be ready to give us a good time by bedtime."
"You know me, man. I'm in. This Lu is one fine piece of ass and I've been looking forward to putting her through her paces. Tonight, she gets the full two-man experience. This is a real opportunity to see how the other half lives, right, Urb?"
"Fuckin' right. Lu, you go get with Helga and bone up on your tongue stud studies. I want to see how you use that thing on my thing."
"Will there be another woman, Master? Should I learn how to eat pussy with my new adornment?"
"You just put yourself in Helga's hands. You'll learn everything you need to."
"Nice earrings." Keith said. "I like what they say."
"Wait till you see what the rest of me says tonight."
They both laughed and sent me off to find Helga to learn my newest lessons.
I went out to the living room to try to find my new girlfriend and fellow concubine. Charlie was done sucking the big black guy's dick and was now being fucked by him in the ass. Charlie appeared in pain but wore a big smile, anyway. I guess I'd be in pain if that big thing was wailing away on my ass the way he was with Charlie.
I couldn't find Helga, but she found me. Watching Charlie getting railed. She took me by the hand and said that she just got fucked and needed a good cleanup and heard I was available.
"I am, and I'm dying to use this tongue stud. I also want to find out how it can make me a better cock sucker."
"We'll get to that, but that's more a philosophy than a technique. The idea is to forget about your stud when you're sucking cock. Just do the best sucking and licking you can. In the beginning, you will work around it. After that, it will just come natural as to what to do with what. You'll see. With guys, it's really more of a benefit when you are eating ass than sucking cock."
"And pussy?"
"Now that's a whole different ball game. Come, let's go to the room that will be our room this weekend and you can clean me up and I'll guide your use of the tongue stud on a willing vagina. Come on, it will be fun."
We made it to our room, past several couples milling around in the hallway, and jumped on the bed like it was a trampoline. Lying on the bed, she pointed to me and said, "Eat me."
Well, I took this as license and full consent, and I dove between her legs and stared at the spade tattoo and the number sixty, 6 - 0, on either side. She was fresh fifteen girls ago. Now she was relegated to training newbies like myself, and probably wouldn't have a shot at Urban's cock any time soon. But she did manage to get Trey's attention.
She had some dried cum in the area of her vagina, and on her thighs and I cleaned that up while she giggled because it tickled. Then I did a deep dive in to see if there was anything else to clean up. There was. What she couldn't reach with a washcloth, I managed to get with my burrowing tongue. With my brand-new tongue stud, which I dragged up and down her labia minora and drove her mad when it hit her clit.
I must be doing something right because she's moaning and groaning and dancing up a storm.
"More, more, harder, that's it. No harder. Fingers. Put your... Ahhh. That's it."
And she had a real earth shaker of an orgasm. Yep. I did something right.
"Girl," she said. "If you can suck cock like you eat pussy, your Master is going to be very pleased with you, indeed. Very pleased."
"I'm happy to hear that, but I wish I had someone to practice on before submitting to Master."
"I think right now what you need is to rest your jowls and save your pucker for tonight. You're gonna need it. Expect some heavy action tonight. You are way ahead with Charles, so you needn't waste time with him this weekend. Enjoy yourself and serve your Master. In fact, you should probably go look for him after I finish returning the favor and gobbling you up for a bit. Problem?"
"No problem here." And I laid down on the bed, spread my legs, and put my arms out. "Come to mama." And she did. And mama came. Again and again. Talented gal that Helga. Tasty too.
When we finished our little exercise, we jumped into the shower and cleaned our bodies after cleansing our souls. We spent too much time making ourselves up, but I wanted to look good for Urban and Keith, and Helga just wanted to catch some of the finer tail tonight. Preferably some cock-tail.

----------------------------------------------------

I ran into Elmo who said that Urban was in his office and he was looking for me. I went to the office and opened the door and there were Urban and Keith, standing there and making out. And looking good doing it. Go know, Urban is bisexual. Urban Mann, the ultimate macho man, and he's into guys. You could have knocked me over with a feather.
"Come in, Lu. Join the party. But let's have dinner first, then we can take it upstairs."
Urban took his seat at the head of the table, in the dining room which sat twelve, and Keith and I joined him on either side. There we were joined by four other numbered white women, and the black men they were attending to. Like me, one of the women was attending to two men at once.
The banter was lively, but only among the men. We women stayed silent except to smile, frown, or laugh at the appropriate time. The lowest numbered woman was number sixty-two, and the highest was seventy-four, right next to me, a blonde. Dinner was light, due to the heat of the day; salad, with a protein of salmon. Very delicious and enough to fill me up for my job ahead. And that job was all I could think of all throughout the meal. Me with two bisexual men, the best of all worlds for me. Urban's life was all about him, but tonight would be all about me. At least in my mind.
When we parted from the dining room, Urban split for his office and Keith took my hand and led me to the master suite. "Now that you are healed up, let's see what you can do with that tongue of yours. Take your time and get it right, girl."
I undressed him and laid him down on the bed and got between his legs and started to lick that large organ of his. Then I started to suck him till he was super hard and then I started running the tongue ring up and down the underside of his penis. He giggled a little at first, because, I guess, it tickled. So, I sucked, and I sucked. By the taste of his penis, I could tell I was not the first to access this penis, as a mild taste of cum was everywhere. Someone licked him clean, but he had not bathed. But his crotch smelled delicious, and I took one of his balls into my mouth and sucked on it which made him smile. So, I sucked the other one as well.
At full staff and with his balls hanging and ready to go, he pulled me up to him and we started making out. He was a delightful kisser, and he commented on how much he enjoyed playing with my tongue stud as we French kissed. Then he surprised the shit out of me. He stopped kissing me and crawled down the bed and stuck his nose in my crotch and ate me out. He was as talented in that department as his friend. I was howling and dancing when Urban finally joined us. I hardly noticed, I was so engrossed in my dirty dance. But then he stuck that big joint of his in my face and said, "Suck me. Let's see what you can do with that new piece of jewelry."
In spite of the fact that I was coming over and over again due to Keith's ministrations, I did a fairly good job of getting Urban hard and making him moan. Then he bid Keith to change positions, and I took Keith's tool in my mouth and brought him from half hard to fully erect. Urban had his favorite dessert. Pussy. And he loved dessert. But it didn't stop then. There was more. Much more.
Urban ordered me to stand on the bed and each of them got on their knees and Urban continued eating my pussy while Keith stuck his tongue up my ass and ate me there for his dessert. Now I was dancing, standing up on a shaky bed while the two of them rocked me into another universe.
After several mild orgasms, Urban laid down on the bed and told me to grease up and mount him. As I lathered up, Keith sucked Urban to a state of erection that begged me to sit and stay. I did just that. I sat down on my master's erection and took every inch of him until his pubic hair was tickling my ass. A couple of squats later, Keith joined us and he plowed that thing of his into my pussy and just went to town. He was very motivated.
Both Keith and my Master had come earlier, so they were in it for the long haul with me. They must have pumped me for fifteen minutes before Urban announced that it was time to switch and that he wanted to come in my pussy. So, the boys wrangled me around until Keith was on the bottom and in my ass. After having been pummeled by the bigger of the two cocks, it allowed his cock to slide right in and get to work. Urban followed and entered my puss with one good, strong stroke.
With both of my holes filled, the friction was intense, and I came over and over again from the two men railing me. Big one's too. And wet. The bed was soaked by the time both men had blown their loads. As were we. Even with the air conditioning at full blast, we were all covered in sweat by the time we were all relieved.
Then we all made out. Me with each of the boys and the boys with each other. It was the most erotic scene I had ever been in. I experienced my first DP at Urban's place, but this one, with two bisexual men, was by far the hottest scene ever.
After I cleaned them both off, you know, down there; the three of us took a nice cool shower and washed each other up. As Urban soaped up my back and breasts, Keith ate the cum from my pussy and ass and seemed happier for it.

-------------------------------------------------------

After a pleasant night sleeping with Urban and Keith, I awoke to a Sunday filled with promise. Today Inga would celebrate her forever bonding with our Master and reveal the ring she had tattooed onto her finger yesterday. Harry would also take vows of obedience to his Master and his Mistress. He would vow never again to fuck his wife. His experience as a gay slave has developed into an inclination. Both as a slave and a gay man. He would no longer fuck his wife because he no longer desired her. But he did desire to serve her. And service her at her whim and whimsy.
The ceremony would occur after dinner, before we left for the week. Just a little topper for the weekend. We would be going home after the ceremony, but Inga would not. She had taken the week off from work and would stay the week, without her husband, with Urban, and he would do his best to persuade her that she had made the right decision. The decision to commit... for a lifetime.
Urban was the host, but Inga was the guest of honor. And in her honor, the cook made her favorite things. Dinner was amazing, a surf and turf combination of a filet and grilled shrimp, with a vegetable medley to beat the band, and mashed potatoes that melt in your mouth. There was a white sauce that was poured sparingly over the steak and potatoes, as if to tie them in.
For dessert they brought out a cake, a white cake with a black spade and a big number seventy-two. It was the intro to the ceremony.
Urban's mansion had a medium-sized ballroom in which seats were lined up as if a wedding were to be performed. There were about twenty-five people in attendance and white wives sat mostly with their husbands and the many black men sat mostly with each other to observe the ceremony. I sat with Charlie, totally undressed like the rest of the concubines and their cuckolds. The black men, and a smattering of black women were all dressed on the 'ownership' side of the aisle. Inga and Harry were nowhere to be found. Watts stood at the front of the audience as master of ceremonies and officiant. Urban stood to Watts' left and waited patiently as a classical piece was played by a pianist.
Inga came into the room and walked down the aisle, followed by Harry. Harry stopped before reaching the raised platform Urban and Watts were standing on. He then kneeled down, put his hands behind his head and waited patiently.
Inga stepped up onto the platform and knelt before her Master, taking a moment to kiss his feet out of great respect for the man who would be her owner. Urban then reached down and lifted her to her feet and they stood face to face. Watts called the ceremony to order.
"Men and women, mistresses and cuckolds, we are gathered here so that Inga, our own number seventy-two, can pledge a lifetime of servitude to her master, Urban Mann. She approached her master and begged him for this opportunity, and he has granted her wish. Today, that wish will come true."
Both Urban and Inga smiled as Watts continued.
"Master Urban, do you accept this woman, Inga, into your service for life, to care for her and guide her through a lifetime of servitude to you?"
"I accept Inga as my loving and loyal concubine for all her days and promise to care for her and guide her through a long, productive life."
"And Inga, do you accept Urban as your Master, to follow his every command and to serve him for the remainder of your days? Will you follow each and every one of his rules and bear him children if he so wishes?"
"I promise to accept my Master and follow his every command and to serve him all my life. I will follow each and every rule and bear children for him if he wishes."
"Do you make this commitment willingly, Inga?"
"I make this commitment willingly and with all my heart and soul."
"Then as dungeon master and officiant of the House of Urban, I declare you to be a lifetime servant in said house, and I command you to serve Master Urban loyally and faithfully, following all of his orders to the letter for the rest of your days. Please get on your knees and consummate this relationship with a loving and sensual blowjob."
Inga dropped to her knees and unbuckled Urban's pants and dropped them, along with his boxers, to the floor. She proceeded to take his big black cock into her mouth and lick and suck for all she was worth. And she was worth a lot.
Everyone in the audience oohed and ahhed until, five minutes later, Urban shot his load into the willing mouth of Inga and she turned to us all and stuck her cum coated tongue out to show she caught at least some of the load. She then swallowed the contents of her mouth and stuck her tongue out again. It was cum-free and she closed her mouth and looked up at her Master.
"Rise, child, and hold up your ring finger so that all may see the sign of your commitment to me."
Inga stood up and raised her left hand to the sky and stuck out her ring finger for all to see. Harry, not to be ignored awaited his short turn in the ceremony.
"Harry," Watts said in furtherance of the ceremony, "Do you accept Master Urban and Mistress Inga as your true Master and Mistress for the remainder of your days, following their commands and abiding by their wishes?
"Yes, Master Watts, I do."
"Then I hereby declare that Inga Tate, number seventy-two, is now Master Urban's lifetime slave and Harry Tate is the lifetime slave to both of them. That brings this ceremony to a close.
Everyone applauded, and the ceremony was over. The small bar attended by two of the husbands opened up, as several of the husbands folded up the chairs and carried them to the closet where they were kept and the guests lingered, congratulating Inga and admiring her ring.
I went and got in line for drinks and picked up one for Charlie as well. As soon as the chairs were all put away, my husband joined me for that drink, after which we prepared to leave by going to the front hall and getting dressed.
Before we left, we congratulated our Master and payed tribute to him regarding his newest acquisition. I gave him a big kiss, told him to have a great week with Inga and let him know we would be here again on Friday, as he had requested.
The drive home was quiet, and Charlie slept most of the way. As good as the weekend was for me, it was nice to get home. Charlie felt a tad bold and asked me if he could have a beer. He'd been a perfect boy this weekend, and it brought me joy to reward him for his efforts. I even offered him another, and he took it. It loosened his lips a bit and things got a bit precarious when he asked if we could talk. I was curious, so I allowed it.
"Mistress, what Inga just did, are you planning to do the same, to wed yourself to Master for life?"
"Remember, Charles, Inga's been at this for over a year. She has had lots of time to think about this decision. I hadn't even considered it. Although I wouldn't say it's outside the realm of possibility."
"This life you have chosen for us is going to be a hard one. Especially for me."
"I didn't choose it. It was chosen for me. For us. You had as much to do with this as I did. Even more so given your romp with Happy behind my back. And this weekend you didn't look too miserable as you went around fucking and getting fucked by men. It looks to me like you prefer it."
"I've learned to prefer it over no sex at all. But I still miss you. I miss making love to my wife."
"Well, you'd better get that thought out of your mind right quick. And any other thoughts you may have about walking away. We are in this for the duration. Accept it and let's move on."
"Yes, Mistress. Is there anything I can do for you, Mistress?"
"Not right now, Charles, but it is good of you to ask. Why don't you have another beer and go to bed. Tomorrow is a workday and you need your rest."
"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."
Charlie went upstairs and, in a minute, I could hear the shower running. I guess he had a lot of this weekend to scrub away on his newly hairless body. But that will change and there will be decisions to be made. And how much of that decision-making process is in his hands, as opposed to being my decisions to make? Should he shave regularly, with me shaving his back? Or should he keep waxing, a tortuous process. Or go the whole journey and laser it all off. Or, he can draw the wild card and have Urban just let it grow. Maybe I could put that bug in his ear. From what I've seen, fat chance of that happening.



I poured myself a brandy and sat back on the reclining chair portion of our sofa. At the push of a button, I turned on the home entertainment center and hit play, and there I was, getting blasted by the two big football players in the comfort of Urban's mansion, somewhere in who the fuck knows where? I appeared to be having a mighty fine time of it as we went through a couple of different configurations to encourage or tickle someone in particular's fancy.
It didn't get me horny in any way. I'd had my fill from this weekend. I'm sore six different ways and as soon as my husband is out of the shower, I am in. Hot followed by cold. And then a good night's sleep. Work tomorrow.

---------------------------------------------------------

I wore a very opaque satin blouse on Monday. Didn't want to give away the piercings just yet. But there is one mistake I did make in this most conservative of settings. I didn't change my earrings. I had in my Queen of Spades earrings. And Pam, my workmate and closest friend at work, picked up on it.
"Nice earrings, Luce. Where did ya get them?" I'd better watch my tongue in several ways today. The complementary spade to those earrings is right on the tip of my tongue, so to speak.
"Flea market. You know what a gambler I am. And card games are my favorites. And my favorite card is the Queen of Spades."
"Oh, Luce, there are sometimes more than one meaning to symbols such as this. As well as a playing card, a Queen of Spades is a woman who is attracted to black men."
"No?"
"Yeah. It's..."
"And who told you this? Where did you find out and how?"
"I get around."
"Yeah, you and the Beach Boys. Are you dating black men now? Something new for you."
"I ain't sayin'. My personal life is private."
"As is mine, my dear. As is mine."
Well, that was a short conversation, but it gave me pause in a number of ways. First of which being do I think Urban would have any interest in Pam. I know she's dating around, but would she make herself available and to a black man? I'll just have to feel her out a bit more before I decide to feed her to the lions for my benefit.
Pam was very different from me in many ways. She was married, but had cheated on her husband many times over the years I have known her. She had a Herculean sex drive which her husband, a very nice man, just couldn't keep up with. Of the sixteen years she was married, she probably cheated on her husband for ten of those years. The seven-year itch came early for Pam and in a big way. Girls talk, and she told me she had been seeing one guy in particular, among the others, for the past three years. They were having sex on an almost weekly basis, and she was even getting tired of him. She expressed to me that she needed more. She needed something different. Something even more taboo.
I thought about coming out to her about my activities with black men, but decided to wait upon advice from my Master before pursuing anything concrete with her. I also wanted to ask her about girls, but thought better of it. There was nothing I could do about it had she given me positive signs that she was amenable to girl on girl sex. Not without my Master's explicit commands.
Pam was a tall brunette, maybe five foot, nine inches. She had big tits and a perfect ass. At thirty five years of age, the mother of a teenage daughter, she was in the peak of her sexuality. She was as spirited as she was handsy. She had a tiny tattoo of a red heart behind her left ear that you could hardly see if you weren't looking for it. She would be a perfect fit for the Urban Mann family, and would earn me many bonus points if I could bring her on board. Who know, maybe she could be number seventy-six?
"Why don't we go out for a drink, Pam? Maybe Wednesday. Give us a chance to talk."
"Boy, it's been a while since I've been to a good bar. Wednesday it is. Hooligan's Roost?"
"The Roost sounds great. It's been a while for me too."
"And with you as my wingman, maybe I'll get lucky."
"Define lucky."
"You know me. It's finding a cock bigger than the last big cock I had the pleasure of knowing."
"Bigger than your latest boytoy?"
"Well, he's no boy, but man is he a toy. Puts my Hitachi Magic Wand to shame. When it comes to eating pussy, he defines why they call it a hummer. Ummmm. If the bar doesn't work out, maybe I'll give him a call. He's always good for a joyful hour or two. I just hate to disturb him while he is home with his wife."
"He's married?"
"So am I. It's easier that way. We both have skin in the game and it makes the sex that much more exciting."
"And you've been able to keep your affair secret for the past three years and still get all the sex you need?"
"Yep. He is clueless. He's more than a few years older than me and sex just isn't that important to him anymore. I was only nineteen when he knocked me up and we got married. Five years later the sex virtually stopped and I started hunting for prey. I've gotten pretty lucky in those years."
"I'm not surprised. With your long legs, big tits and great ass you are every sex maniac's dream girl. And that long, long hair of yours is like bait."
"That's right, and if they come into my waters they are as good as caught. And Holligan's Roost is my waters."
"Wednesday, then. Is your husband going to have any problems with it?"
"I'm not going to start worrying about him now. He'll be lucky if I'm in bed with him when he gets up at three in the morning to pee. It's not that unusual for me to come crawling in around five a.m. smelling like cum and pussy. Then it's in the shower, off to bed and up at seven for a day of work. Those are the days I spend on autopilot around here. Don't know if you've noticed."
"Oh, I have, but you generally let me know why by the time lunch is over."
"Only you, though. It's good to have a bestie at work. Helps me to bear my cross."
"You seem to bear it well. I've got calls to make. I'll talk to you later.

-----------------------------------------------------

When I got home, Charlie was still at work. Catching up on things he was supposed to do during the weekend. He didn't drag himself in the door until almost nine. I did not get on his back, and just left him be. Unlike the mistress I am supposed to be, I warmed up leftovers from dinner for him and made sure he had a nice cold beer. No lectures, no whipping for being late. Just a bit of the love I'd shown him all these years. After all, in spite of this month's goings on, I still loved Charlie, even in his weakened state. After a rough weekend and a tough day at work, I gave him the slack I felt he deserved. Mistress be damned, I treated him like the good man he was and the better man he was becoming. Obedient husbands are a rare beast and mine is working out just fine.
At my request he adjourned to his room, showered, and crashed. I followed suit, not that long after.
When we had coffee on Tuesday morning, I let him know I would be going out with a girlfriend on Wednesday. All he told me was to make sure I didn't do anything that would upset Master Urban. There would be no flirting and absolutely no sex. Not that Charlie would mind, but I know I would tell my Master about it and things wouldn't look so good for me. Not good at all.
Tuesday was notable for two reasons. One, Pam confirmed we were still going out tomorrow, and; two, Urban called me on my cell phone.
"Lu, I just called to ask if you were wearing your new stud earrings. Got 'em in?"
"Yes, Master, I never took them out."
"Good girl. Keep them in. Wear them proudly, but no fucking till I say so. I don't care how many brothers try to make you, put them off and push them away. My best advice to you is to steer them to your girlfriend. Test the waters to see if she might be responsive to their advances. It could be good for us. It could be good for you. Bringing a new girl in could be a real feather in your cap.
"Yes, my Master. I will feel her up. I mean, feel her out."
"Oh, I know what you mean. I'll tell you what. If you get the chance to have a go at her, take it. With my permission and my blessings. Introduce her to that tongue stud of yours. I understand the ladies really like that action."
"Yes, sir. I will do my best."
"Good girl, Lu. I'm looking forward to being with you this coming weekend. Do not befoul that pussy of yours until then. Remember, I'm watching."
"Yes, Master. No sex for me until you say so, sir."
"Very good, Lu. No, you go and have a good day and this weekend you can tell me how your Wednesday went. And Pam's too."
"Yes sir. I won't forget."
"And Lu."
"Yes, sir."
"If you get into a situation at the club, you be sure to ring me. Do it before things get out of hand. I can have someone there in minutes to bail you out. No charge, no harm, no foul. It's all part of the package. Protecting you is at the top of my list. Remember that."
"Always, sir. Thank you, my Master."
"I'll see you on Friday."
"Thank you again, Master. I will be there."

--------------------------------------------------------

I didn't know if I was looking forward to Wednesday joyfully or with dread. It will be nice to get out with my girlfriend, but who knows what we would encounter at Hooligan's Roost. They don't call it Hooligan's for nothing. Don't get me wrong, everything about the Roost is top shelf, including the patrons. But there always seemed to be an underworld element that just cannot be ignored. A little too much power concentrated in too little space. An eruption waiting to happen.
But I had Master, and he would watch over me and be in my corner. Looking past my fear, I found myself looking forward to it. I dressed in a manner that was not quite conservative enough for work; but not so slutty that it looks like I'm an easy pickup. I was rockin' the night makeup, though. And I'd be sporting those Queen of Spades earrings for all the world to see.
I drove because Pam is a heavy-duty partier and I would not feel safe with her behind the wheel. I can make two drinks last three hours and be very happy and capable of driving after that. After two drinks, I'm on seltzer water and lime. Pam will drink beers all night and be happy with that. She'd never pay for a one. She was big, buxom and flirty and the boys just flocked to her. She could have just pointed to any one and had her choice. She was that good looking. And that sexy.
I got hit on thrice. Yes, and all black men. Funny thing what a set of earrings will do. Oh, if only I had control of my own body like Pam. There's no doubt in my mind she will be going home with one of her admirers tonight.
My first admirer was a short, stocky guy. By his own admission, a financial analyst. He was taller than me, but not as tall as Pam. But I'm not looking for someone to fuck. Maybe someone to spend a couple of hours with. Someone interesting. This guy seemed really geeky and although if someone had an interest in finance, this guy would be stellar. Rejected.
The second guy was taller, well-built and much better looking. He had kind eyes and articulated with ease his thoughts on any given subject cast before him. Now this is a guy I could spend some time with. Well spoken and easy on the eyes, he bought me my second drink and sat down at the bar next to me. He didn't just sit there; he took the seat.
"Hey man," he said to the man sitting next to me. "Is this seat next to you taken?" And he pointed to the empty seat next to him.
"No man, it's all yours."
"Can I ask you a favor? I'd like to speak with this nice lady here. Could you swap seats for me?"
The fellow looked over at me and I could tell when he caught a glimpse of my earrings gleaming off the light of the bar. His eyes opened wide.
"No problem, man. Enjoy."
"Thank you, my man. Bartender, can you give this man a drink and put it on my tab?"
"Yes, sir," the barman said.
The average sized white man looked up at my new black friend and said, "No, man. Yo don't have to. It's my pleasure."
"And that's why I'm buying you a drink. Okay?"
"Thanks, man. Good luck with the girl. She's a knockout."
"Ain't she?"
Talking about me like I'm not here. Strike one. He better recover or this is going to be a short relationship.
"Hi, my name is Mort, short for Morton. And you are?"
"Lu. Just call me Lu."
"Is that a professional name?"
"Professional name? What do you think? I'm a hooker?" Strike two.
"Of course not. I would never have approached you had I thought that. It's just that some gals around here use their married names and some their professional names. If you know what I mean?"
"Well, Mort, professionally, I am a secretary in an accountant's office. Not all that exciting and hardly mysterious. How about you?"
"I'm a cop?"
"Ewww. Uniformed or plain clothes?"
"Plain clothes. I work in the Special Investigation's Unit."
"And am I being investigated, officer?"
"Sergeant, ma'am. And not that I'm aware of. Should you be?"
"Funny. With my life, it would be a pretty boring investigation." I said, lying out of my ass.
"I don't know. Those earrings say you make interesting choices and your ring says you are married. Doesn't sound boring to me."
"My husband is very understanding, but don't take my earrings as a solicitation, Sarge, it's just a preference. And tonight, my preference is to leave here alone. I'm just being a wingman to my girl Pam over here."
"It certainly doesn't look like she is in need of assistance. She seems to have plenty of wingmen to take care of her."
"All the more reason she needs me. Hang around long enough and you'll see."
"With that in mind, would you mind holding my seat for me while I hit the men's?"
"No problem. I'll put a bunch of that yellow tape around it."
"Cute. Thanks."
No sooner did he head to the bathroom when another black man swooped in and picked up my purse that was holding the seat and he went to hand it to me.
"Excuse me, sir. But that seat is taken."
"Oh, is this a racial thing? If it is, why are you sportin' those spades?"
"First of all, the seat is taken. Second, it's none of your fuckin' business."
Just then Mort came back and stared down the guy.
"You lookin for trouble?" the man said and looked over at a table at what must be his friends."
Mort simply parted his sport jacket and flashed his badge.
"Hey, man, I ain't lookin' for no trouble." And the man lifted himself off the seat and shuffled on back to his table of friends. They started loud talking for a minute, but Mort stared them all down and they settled in nicely.
When I asked him what he did for fun, he said he liked to jump out of planes. He then explained he had been Army Airborne before becoming a cop and the rush of jumping out of planes never really abandoned his psyche. Now instead of getting paid to jump out of planes, he pays someone for the privilege. I got a real kick out of that.
This guy's a piece of work. I could really get into him. My inner Queen of Spades is humming, and I can feel it in my core. If you know what I mean. Tall, good looking, has a steady job. Jeesh, he's even a veteran. A lot to like here. But I'd better back off some. Not a good time in my life to get involved with a cop. Really.
Pam turned to us, and she had a young man by the hand. Sandy blonde haired surfer looking dude.
"Luce, I'm going home with Terry. Are you gonna be alright?"
"I'll be fine, but you are a bit hammered."
"I'm fine, and I know what I want."
"Okay then, Terry, what's your last name and where are you taking my girl, Pam?"
"My name is Terry Bend and I'm taking her home."
"Show me your driver's license, Terry."
When he pulled it out, I took a picture of it and one of him.
"What's your phone number?"
He recited it to me, and I immediately called him.
"Hello," he said.
"Terry, this is Lu, make sure she makes it home safely tonight after you..."
"I'm startin' to have second thoughts about this..."
"Don't. She's a great fuck and you'll have a great time. Just get her home at an indecent hour and do it safely. If not, I'm coming after you and you won't like that, cause I'm gonna bring an army with me. You dig?"
"I understand. Come on, Pam."
And off they went. Which left me with Sargent Mort, all by myself. We were deep in conversation when my cell phone rang. I excused myself and walked away to a spot where I could get some privacy. It was Urban.
"So, Lu. How is your night going? Any luck?"
"I'm not trying to get lucky here, Master. I was just acting as my friend's wingman and she just left with a guy. I'm getting ready to leave myself."
"Don't. I want you to find someone in Hooligan's that fits the right profile and fuck him tonight. I also want photographic or video proof of said fucking. Or you can just call me from there. Feel free to fuck this guy all you want and have as many orgasms as you wish. No holds barred. You'll have some explaining to do, but I'm sure you will let your creativity rein free."
"Yes, Master. Will you be around for a phone call if that's the option I need to fall back on?"
"I'm around all night. Inga is seeing that I am well-tended to. She has been a wonderful acquisition."
"Alright, Master, if you don't hear from me tonight, I will send you something as soon as I am able."
"Fair enough. Have a wonderful time. Don't forget to let Charles know."
Charlie. Shit! I'll have to call him or he will worry. Then he may call Urban. Not good. Must call Charlie.
"Hello."
"Charles, it's your Mistress. What are you doing?"
"Watching a baseball game, Mistress."
"Good. Enjoy it. I will not be home until the early hours tonight. I will see you for breakfast."
"Yes, Mistress. Is everything..."
"Everything is just fine. Let's just say I'm out on assignment for Urban."
"Yes, Mistress. Whatever you say. As long as you are okay."
"I'm fine. See you in the morning."
I went back and joined Mort at the bar.
"So, Mort. Do you live alone?"
"I do. Why do you ask?"
"I thought maybe it's a good time to adjourn there, if you are of a mind."
"I thought you were leaving here alone tonight."
"Yeah, that was the plan before I met you." And I played with my right ear a little to flash the earring at him. If he doesn't take the hint, I'll have to go find me another black man and there aren't that many as prime as this specimen.
Waiting for his answer, I looked deeply into his bedroom eyes and said, "I have a special treat for you."
"Now how can I refuse that. Bartender, my bill."
He paid the bill and left a really good tip for the barman. And off we went. On his motorcycle. A big one. We hopped on board and I put on his spare helmet and latched it on. I put my arms around him and held tight, and off we went.
By the time we got to his place I was at least damp down there. And I was fully prepared for action. As the police would say, I had means, motive and opportunity and I was prepared to take it. Prepared indeed.
As we walked from the bike to his house, a nice little two bedroom twin house in one of the city's nicer neighborhoods, I grabbed his hand and we swung our hands as we walked. It was the first step to letting him know I meant business.
The second step came when, in his livingroom, I grabbed his cheeks and pulled him to me as I gazed into those deep brown eyes. When our lips met the feeling was electric. I plunged my tongue down his throat as he did the same for me and they met in the middle and as I pulled away off of the kiss he was smiling.
"What's that for?" He asked, regarding my tongue stud.
"Oh, you be a good boy and you'll find out."
He took that easy. I wonder how he'll take the rest.



I started to undress him, starting with his shirt. His jacket was already thrown over the back of the sofa. As I buttoned down, I noticed a tattoo on the right side of his chest that had a big wheel with the words Soul Riders coming off of it. I dare not ask him about it. Just let it go. If I don't ask him about his tattoos, maybe he won't ask me about mine.
As I removed his shirt, Mort pushed into me and his eyes lit up when I perceived he found my nipple rings. Tongue stud, nipple rings, all that's easy. Wait till he finds the tattoos. I'm still working on that big fat lie.
We kissed on and off, deeply and with lots of tongue, as we proceeded to undress each other. I was thankful that he didn't go down on me just yet, but it's amazing what a wet probing finger in a damp pussy will do to make it a very wet pussy. A smiling pussy, if you will. And he fingered me as we stood there in our underwear, locking lips and crushing hips into each other as he fingered me to a sloppy wet mess down there. And I grabbed that stanchion of his through his boxers. He is proving to be a mighty steed as he pumps into me with the fingers of one hand while undoing my bra with the other. Quite dexterous.
He still hasn't seen my tat over my pussy, as it is still shielded by my underpants which his hand is stuck down. I decided to hold him off for a little longer and pulled his hand away and knelt down, and drew his boxers to the floor. Mighty steed indeed. Perfect size. Big enough to stretch me out, but not big enough to hurt me. I welcomed this player to the scene, and he quickly saluted me for my efforts. Then I showed the man what I could do with my new tongue stud. He was duly impressed and called to the heavens as I worked my way to the root of his shaft, practically kissing his balls with the effort.
Time for the big reveal, as I bid him to sit on the armless chair in the dining room.
"Sit!" I said, and climbed on board fully exposing my spade tattoo.
"Nice tat." He said in kind of a cocky way.
"I could say the same for yours. Biker gang?"
"In my youth. Before the Army."
"Does that explain the bird on your bicep?"
"That's the Screamin' Eagle. Symbol of the 101st Airborne Division. The guys who taught me how to jump out of planes."
"Well, mister, it's time for me to do some jumpin' of my own." And I leaped on top of him and sunk that big cock of his into my pussy as I sat down on his lap. Then I wrapped my legs around him and started to do some modified squats. But I don't think he liked the position, because he stood straight up, with his hands on my thighs and moved over to the wall next to the dining table and started to pummel me against the wall. I felt like I was floating and fucking all at the same time. I was in Lu heaven. And all with the consent of my Master. HEAVEN.
I could feel him starting to lose me and I wrapped my legs firmly around his tight abs, and he pulled me away from the wall and lay me down on the dining table, where he continued to pound me. He appeared to get better purchase in this position, and pounded me to several small and one gigantic orgasm. I'm afraid, again, I got his floor wet due to my squirts. Men like Mort give me the squirts, and I've wet many a bed. Especially lately. Mostly lately.
After a few more minutes, he called out and came in my pussy. Thank you, birth control. I never needed it more than I did these days. I was a bit orgasmed out by then. He had talent. Now time for pillow talk. Shit!
"So, Lu. Tell me about the tattoos."
"Well, you know full well about my preference for black men. That's just an expression of my preference.
"And what or who is Urban?"
"Oh, that's just me. Such a city girl. I live in the suburbs, but I like to hunt in the city."
"Hunt?"
"For my preference, of course. Lots to pick from in town. Burbs are dangerous. Too close to home. And slim pickin's. That's why I like to hang at the Roost." Who am I trying to kid. This was like my second time at Hooligan's Roost. That was really Pam's hangout, not mine. But as I built my story, it fell apart right in front of me.
"Now ain't that all just the biggest bunch of bullshit I ever did hear. I'm a cop, Lu. That's all I get all day and all night. Bullshit!"
"Why would I bullshit you, Mort?"
"Because you're a married white wife in a black man's bed who is not your husband. Tell me, Lu, is your husband black or white?"
"He's white, of course. That's one of the reasons I'm with you right now and not him."
"Doesn't measure up?"
"Hardly. Not even close."
"You know, this is not the first time I've seen a tattoo like that one over your pussy."
"Oh?" Shit!
"Yep. Once with a gal I met at the Roost, and once on a girl we busted as part of a sting operation."
"What kind of sting?"
"Classified. It's an ongoing investigation."
"Does that mean I'm now a suspect?"
"No more than before."
"No more talk." And I rested my head on his muscular chest and closed my eyes. He wrapped an arm around me and we both dozed for a bit.
At about three in the morning, he awoke me from my slumber and told me it was time to go. He would either drive me to my car or take me home. I opted for the car. I'd get myself home, about a thirty-five-minute drive.
The nice thing about the ten-minute drive back to the Roost was that there was no more talking. Too noisy. But he did give me his cop business card when we got to my car and said that if I wanted to do it again to contact him and he'd love to."
I gave him a very passionate kiss, and told him there may just be a next time. And then he hit me over the head with something I never expected.
"You make sure to give Urban my best. Tell him for me, that's some sweet pussy."
And off he sped.
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Tales of Summer:Queen of Spades
----------------------------------------------------
For those that dont enjoy my writing I hope you find a writer you like. To those that do enjoy it please come back and read more i hope.
Summer now has a black boyfriend and master. She is ready to show her devotion to him and black cocks forever.
----------------------------------------------------
Summer slowly sucked on the straw of her milkshake, wrapping her lips round it, just as she had her boyfriends cock earlier that morning. A different taste of milk filled her mouth, swallowing it down. She sat opposite Dwayne as he drank his drink. His eyes admiring Summer's body. He wasn't the only one. Dwayne had chosen a top that showed off Summer's 38D breasts almost to the full. Holding them in only just, if he wanted to he could easily reach inside and pull them out. Something he had done to her in the past, but Summer was proud to be his white whore, shown off to his friends, even strangers if that was what Dwayne required.
The sight of three quarters of Summer's breasts on show was turning heads. She knew it, Dwayne knew it. Summer's top curved underneath, holding her tits in where she didn't have a bra on, leaving her stomach bare. Tied at the centre pulling her tits in, causing a cleavage to die for. The tanned skin showing no tan lines. Below that, she had a skirt that barely covered her arse. She sat with her legs apart, the material just covering over her pussy. No bra then no knickers was one of the rules she obeyed now she was with Dwayne.
As she was sat opposite, he couldn't reach to touch her thighs as he had done on many occasions. In some ways, she yearned for his big black hands sliding along her thigh. Until he reached the top of her thighs, he didn't stop there, even in public. To finish the outfit, she had gladiator heels on and her hair up in a high ponytail. Just how Dwayne liked her.
They were out for one reason, and that reason thrilled her. Summer was about to be tattooed. Her sister already had artwork over her body, but for Summer, this would be something special, something she truly desired. Her tattoo would have meaning. Dwayne looked at her and said to her, ARE YOU READY. I KNOW ITS SOMETHING YOU DESIRE AND I'M PROUD OF WHAT YOU'VE BECOME. IT WAS ALWAYS IN YOU, NOW YOU CAN BE A PROUD QUEEN OF SPADES ♠️ PROUDLY SERVING ANY BLACK MAN THAT DESIRES YOU.
Yes sir, I am ready, and I will be your proud white slut wearing your queen of spades design on my body for all to see, Summer replied.
Summer wouldn't mind the pain of a tattoo, she had been with her sister when she had her tattoo below her breasts. The sisters loved to show off their flesh. Rosie's tattoo drew attention to her 40dd breasts, but Summer had decided that her tat would be somewhere else. She wanted a "tramp stamp". How many times had she been on all fours or nose down ass up taking a black cock in her cunt or ass. Just above the waist line of her skirt on her back would be perfect as guys fucked her. Why was the thought turning her on, why was her pussy getting wet sat there, one reason only she was a black cock slut.
Striding down the high street, her tits bouncing naturally, her skirt barely covering her arse eyes gazed at the brunette haired beauty. Both the sisters weren't exactly skinny, both a handful in more ways than one. Dwayne had enjoyed Summer's sister Rosie a few times, with and without Summer, but it was time again to show that he owned Summer. Walking in to the Tattoo Studio with her on his arm.
All eyes fell on Summer. Even the guy who was tattooing had to stop up and look up. A white bitch in here. The bro handshake between Dwayne and the boss. The boss looking at a fine piece of white meat. Summer stood in the centre of the room while the boss walked around her, admiring every inch.
Dwayne just said one word. TOP
Summer reached for the knot at the front and tugged it. The knot falling apart, opening up her top, pulling it open. Within a second, her tits were released for all to see, pulling the top off her shoulders and finally handing it to Dwayne. Everything stopped in the studio. Everyone took in the sight. The tattooist and the guy he was tattooing could see Summer from the side. Her curvaceous body, that magnificent tit. For the boss, he moved around in front to touch. Reaching and cupping both breasts like globes. Summer didn't flinch.
The 46-year-old black man held her 25-year-old breasts in his hands. Letting him squeeze them, feel them mold them. His fingers arriving at her nipples. He spoke to Dwayne, What a pair she's got are you sure you don't want these decorated even these nipples.... he pulled them Summer moaned. "They would look lovely with a little piece of jewellery. I have bars with spades on, or even rings with a spade on." He twisted Summer's nipple, watching her squirm but not complain.
TODAY WE ARE HERE FOR HER QUEEN OF SPADES!!!said Dwayne
And do you know what the queen of spades means, the boss asked Summer.
Yes sir, she replied. Not only will I be owned by my Master Dwayne, but I will be available for use by any black man, any way he wants, she said proudly.
Let's test that, the boss said. Skirt
Summer slipped off the skirt and handed it to him. Not only did she stand there butt naked except for her gladiator heels, she stood with her feet apart, not trying to cover anything up. Far from it, loud and proud, her tits thrust out. The bosses hands sliding down from her tits.
And you want to be a slut for any black cock that wants you the boss asked
yes sir, I want the tattoo to show what I am, what I've become, what I will be. Dwayne is my master but I am a true big black cock slut happy to serve any black cock.
And are you mum and Dad proud of what you've become said the boss as two of his fingers parted Summer's cunt lips, finding their target. Finding her wetness between her legs, pushing his fingers inside.
Summer didn't flinch, maybe a slight moan from her mouth. thank you sir, she replied. Dad may not like that one of his precious daughters loves being blacked, but this is my fate, my desire to be a queen of spades. Mum, she is more open-minded. After today, they will see what I am. My friends will ask, and I will tell them exactly what my tattoo means. I will proudly show it off and any black guy wanting me will know they can have me.
The bosses fingers slid in and out of her dirty white cunt. Pulling them out and holding them to Summer's mouth, she bent forward and took them in her mouth, sucking them clean of her own juices. Sucking them deeper, stronger. Fingers cleaned, he moved towards the door to the back of the tattoo studio and beckoned Summer and Dwayne to follow. The tattooist and his client took a last look at Summer's body, her ass wiggling as she walked through the door.
In the back was another tattooist in a private area for those more intimate tattoos and piercings. His eyes lit up at the new canvas approaching him. A curvaceous white body already naked walking in without a care in the world, not worrying who saw her. The boss guided Summer in. The tattooist produced the design for Summer's tramp stamp.
Yes sir, that's what I would like a queen of spades tattoo on my lower back, she said to the black guy. He invited her to sit on a stool and rest her arms (He assumed that as she had come in naked, this is how she would be tattooed) on the rest in front of her. With her arms forward, her tits swung down pushed together, a sight to behold unless you were behind tattooing. The tattooist pulled his stool up inches from Summer's luscious arse. Bare begging for cock or so he thought and yes, of course it was. The boss spoke again, I hope your not gonna make a mess on that stall if not your cleaning it, that juicy cunt was very wet with excitement. Summer knew she was leaking onto the stool.
The tattooist started and yes, there was pain, especially the nearer the spine, the nerves more sensitive. This was nothing compared to some of the spankings she had been given. She sat quite still as the boss walked around in front of her. Summer looked up and then looked in front. The boss undid his belt, unbuttoned his trousers, unzipped them, reached in and pulled out his big black cock. Summer's mouth automatically opened, and the cock slid in and ask Summer's tongue tasted it her lips wrapped round and it hardened up. The 46-year-old looked down at the slut, who was just older than his daughter. No invitation required, Dwayne had been right, this was a cock - hungry whore. Her lips working their magic as she tried to stay still for the tattoo. Slurping, drooling on black cock. Looking down at it, looking up into the bosses eyes. Her eyes looked so hungry as he stood as close as he could. Filling her mouth even more, to her throat. Summer would have taken it all, so his balls were on her chin if she had her own way.
Summer worked happily on the cock while she was tattooed. Keeping her body still, just moving her head bobbing along the thick cock, coating it, making it glow. Her magic mouth and tantalising tongue combined to make Summer a sucking sensation. The boss was ready to feed the whore. His cock throbbing to the point, he couldn't help but cum.. He laid both hands on her head, holding her in place and then spurts of cum hit the back of Summer's throat. The ribbons kept on coming. No one else could tell as they hit the back of Summer's throat. She swallowed it all.
The boss stroked her head, pretty much praising her. He left,putting it away and headed out to the front of the studio. The tattoo was coming on, although Summer now had a mouth full of the taste of cum. Soon it would taste more. The first tattooist from the front of the shop came in, pulled his cock out and set Summer to work. The buzz not her vibrator but yet, she could feel her pussy soaking the seat. Her mouth now wrapped around a shorter, smaller black cock, maybe only 7 inches. Only 7 inches, still bigger than most white men she had fucked.
As a queen of spades it didn't matter, she would be willing. The boss returned from out front and handed the tattooist who was having his cock sucked two items, the boss winked. Summer continued sucking his cock as the guy reached down towards her tits. She didn't see it, but she most definitely felt as the first bulldog clip attached to her nipple, the second when attached just added to the pain. A look of thank you sir across her face, no thought of, please take it off, they could do what they liked. The tattooist doing her tattoo paused only the queen of spades tattoo to go the rest of the design complete, including Dwayne's initials. His ownership of the white cunt. The tattooist winked at one another. The guy doing the tattoo had his hands free at last., and after staring at Summer's ass throughout he decided now was the time to grip it. Groping, squeezing her ass. This was a sign to the guy having his cock sucked, he could do as he pleased.
He gripped both sides of Summer's head and started plunging his cock in rampantly. She didn't need to suck any more her lips now his fuck hole, face fucked!!! The moisture coming from Summer's cunt covered the stool. Big black fingers suddenly went between the cheeks of her ass. He could feel the wetness on his fingers. Juices coating the tips of his fingers he found her asshole, the moisture allowed his finger to enter Summer's ass. The pounding of her mouth continued. The pain from her nipples. Sensations everywhere, all over her body. As the first finger pushed, a second reached her rectum, stretching it just that bit further. Was that a pushback the finger slide in. The face fucking of the pretty white girl was nearly complete.
He was bouncing his balls off her chin every thrust drool coming out of her mouth attached to his cock, falling off it covering her big fat tits. Calling her a white slag, telling her she will be used by every black cock she comes across. It just made Summer hornier, her throat waiting to be coated again. The firm grip on her head, as if he were gripping her hips and fucking her cunt. Cum flowing filling her throat, he might have been smaller, but he came heavier he was intent on draining his balls in her. No stopping, not until he was done. Summer's body taking the cum pushing back on the fingers deeper in her arse her tits swaying. What a perfect white slut. When he finally pulled out he wiped his cock over her face, not only could she taste it she could feel it and smell it. Soon her mouth was full of the fingers with her juices, cunt and ass. She sucked and licked them clean, allowing the tattooist a clean hand to continue. The other admiring his work on her face. His tattoo in cum.
The last part, the queen of spades dead central. The more sensitive area, but with bulldog clips on her nips the pain was a mere pin prick as the tattoo continued. Sitting naked, painted with traces of cum on her face. Dwayne looking down at her, no cock to suck now just the tattoo being finished. She could feel the shape of the spade. Her thoughts going wild. Showing her sister, showing the guys in the bar. Fuck!!!
Finally complete, the tattoo artist proud of his work. Summer's body would never be the same again. Time to pay for it. She had already paid two deposits now to pay the rest. Alan, the guy who had tattooed her slapped her ass to say you can move now. Summer tried to lift herself off, finding herself stuck to the seat cunt juices like glue, she prized herself off. She knew she made a mess. Dwayne had been taking photos throughout of her sitting, sucking, face fucked and as the tattoo progressed now a picture of how wet the stool was. Summer knew she couldn't leave it a mess, but before she could even think to do it Alan ordered her to bend over and lick it clean.
She bent over at the waist, parted her legs further. Pretty much ass up nose down, her tongue tasting her juices from the seat. The noise of a zip from behind. Her legs apart, her ass and cunt inviting. Inviting Alan to take his share for the work. Satisfyingly sliding his 9.5 inches into her sopping cunt. He had worked on her making her every black man's fucktoy now he was going to test it. That cunt took his cock wonderfully, sliding in and out, grabbing her hips careful of her tattoo. Gripping her, every thrust deeper. Photos of her tits swaying her tongue cleaning her own juices, but also her first fuck as a queen of spades. Dwayne told her this would be her life now, pleasing black cocks. Summer replied that she was proud of this, it was her destiny in life, moaning as Alan started to fuck her harder. Thank you, sirs.
The stool clean Alan grabbed Summer's hair in a ponytail pulling her up arching her back. Her tits hung free, swinging as she was pounded. Pictures became video from all the guys there, taken from every angle. Summer smiled with her dirty face as she pushed back on Alan's cock. He was ready to cum in this white cunt. Let her have his black cum. She was a bareback girl wanted to be filled, and suddenly, there it was. Thrust after thrust, her hair pulled hard. Eruptions leading to waves of pleasure for Summer, her body shaking as she enjoyed the feeling of taking all that cum from yet another big black cock. Alan pulled out having flooded her, letting go of her hair, Summer was quick to turn round drop to her knees and say thank you sir as she cleaned Alan's cock of both their juices. Would his wife really want to taste white whore on his cock tonight when she sucked him.
Summer eventually stood looked herself in the mirror, admired her tattoo. Dwayne handed her skirt to her, she slipped it on to the waist and then the top. Slipping it on. The boss finally taking off the bulldog clips from two very sore nipples, a thank you sir came from Summer's lips. He pulled and rubbed them. Then took the top and tied it up just about enclosing her tits. Anymore tattoo's, please come again that arse those tits might deserve something even your cunt deserves a spade Summer was told. Don't cover the tattoo for two weeks, she was advised.
DON'T WORRY SUMMER WILL BE NAKED FOR THE NEXT TWO WEEKS AT MY PLACE!!
As Dwayne and Summer walked out together, Summer's ass swaying she could feel the cum slowly oozing out of her cunt and down her inner thigh. The smile on her face. Oh, that face still not wiped as she walked past people not only looking at her body, her tits, but her cum stained face. Proudly on the arm of her black man, a tramp but a queen. His queen of spades.
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Tales of Summer:The barbecue
Intro
Summer and Dwayne invite their friends round for a 'barbecue '. inviting Summers mum and sister to what is a mostly black party. Theme for the party School uniform. Drinks flow the guys get horny in the sun. Turns out they have 3 white sluts at the party that like black. Will Dwayne break Summers mum, who will be the biggest slut.
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-------------------------------------------------------
23rd of June, three weeks after Summer had her queen of spades tattoo. For those last three weeks, she hadn't worn anything over the top of it.
She had worked from her boyfriend's home. Dwayne had rules for his submissive girlfriend.
For those 3 weeks she had, in fact, been naked every minute, of every hour.
Ordinarily she would be alone or with Dwayne, but occasionally, he would have his friends around. She wouldn't cover up, she was proud to be Dwayne's queen of spades, meaning she was a white slut for all black cock.
Not only would they grope her, but she would also give them pleasure with her hands, her big tits and her mouth. They could enjoy fucking any of her holes, she wouldn't say no. Even Dwayne's brother, sister, and dad had used his girlfriend.
Today was the day Dwayne had invited people to their house for a barbecue, and she was allowed to wear clothes.
In fact, it was uniform day. School uniform day. The barbecue was a school uniform barbecue. All the women were encouraged to wear the sauciest school uniform they could find.
Dwayne had invited two people that Summer knew better than anyone else, her sister Rosie and her mum Jo.
Rosie looked like a curvy Targaryen slut.
Like her sister, she loved showing her body off. Her tits were bigger than Summer's at 40dd, the tattoos she had also craved attention, especially the one underneath her tits which was normally on show.
Rosie and Summer had grown up together and were close. Going to parties, concerts, even on holiday together. Sexually Summer had learnt from her sister, just a year apart, she sought advice and even explored together.
Then, of course, there was the time they went to Ibiza together, shared an apartment. Rosie had come back one night and as Summer lay watching touching herself, Rosie rode the guy she had brought back. What happened in Ibiza stayed in Ibiza, they didn't tell their mum, even though she was always sexually open with them.
Rosie had put her white blonde hair into pigtails. A plain black skirt covering just her ass (just like when she was at school), thigh high hold ups in black went with her black four-inch heels. The white blouse, no buttons, just tied up underneath her tits and a grey cardigan channelling her inner Brittany. Of course, Brittany's tits weren't as prominent or on show as Rosie's were.
Rosie rang the doorbell at her mum's house. Picking up her mum, the neighbours were treated to a sight.
No way she would've been allowed in school, but she knew from Dwayne, this was how all the women would be dressed.
Her mum answered the door, dad was away working, back later, so he didn't see what his wife had chosen to wear.
Jo looked more like Summer than Rosie, now that Rosie had dyed her hair.
Jo's long brunette hair in a ponytail. The outfit she had decided on was nowhere near revealing as her daughters.
For a start, hers was done up, had a tie on and a bra!!
Yes, it showed off her midriff, but then Jo was proud of how she still looked, fantastic for her age and could turn heads when her 38d's were on show. To be fair, Rosie thought mum had gone a little too conservative.
Growing up, mum always had her tits on display, which obviously passed down to Summer and her.
Dad would always be touching grabbing and groping mum, even with the girls around 'having fun'. The skirt was longer than Rosie's mid-thigh pleated red-black and white check, matching her tie. She wore white, almost knee-high white socks with four-inch black heels.
Rosie gave mum a kiss "you look fab mum." to which Jo replied, "and you look slutty Rosie, is this how you wore your uniform at school."
"When I could, I would. I loved the attention from all the boys. All the girls did, I was lucky though my tits were bigger, and I got more attention," and cum Rosie mused.
"Shall we go?" Rosie continued in haste.
Mum grabbed her keys and bag, then mother and daughter walked out in public dressed as school girls.
They truly were a sight as they walked together to the car. Even as Rosie drove, people were looking, some looking in disgust, the men looking in lust.
When they arrived, there was nowhere to park, so again they had to walk a distance from the car to the house, but they weren't the only ones.
A black couple approached, obviously going to the same party. His hand on her ass as they walked by where Rosie had parked.
Rosie swung her legs round. No way of getting out elegantly in this skirt, without flashing her white cunt, and for sure the guy noticed and winked.
Rosie just smiled back.
She had been out with Summer and Dwayne before and knew how wild they were and how wild his friends were. Was her mum ready for this.
She texted Summer 'we're here.'
Summer found Dwayne, and they headed to the front door to welcome her mum and sister to the party. Drinks in hand, they arrived at the front door just as the other couple arrived. Dwayne welcomed them in, one of Dwayne's work colleagues and his girlfriend.
Dwayne welcomed his colleague in, and the new arrival moved to Summer, looking at her up and down.
"Looking fine missy." he then gave her a hug, pressed firmly against her. One hand on Summer's back, the other managing to pull up her skirt and feel her bare white ass.
Unless you were stood behind Summer, you would never have known. At the same time, Dwayne was enjoying greeting the guy's girlfriend in a similar manner.
Rosie and Jo saw his hand grab her ass. Dwayne gave her ass a light slap.
"Looking great Chrystal, go get yourself a drink." Dwayne gently commanded the woman.
The couple went through as Rosie got to the front door, tits pushed out to get Dwayne's attention.
"My god, Rosie, look at you." Dwayne didn't hold back, even though she was Summer's sister.
His relationship with Summer was very open. He enjoyed others even having Rosie a couple of times when they had all been out together.
At the same time, Summer was his white slut. Submissive, loving to be dominated by Dwayne or any black man. She was now marked with a queen of spades tattoo across the small of her back.
To any black man, the Q in the spade meant this woman was available to be used for their pleasure, exactly how Dwayne wanted her and exactly how Summer wanted to be.
He drank from his bottle in his left hand as his right reached out and felt Rosie's tit. No bra, big and full filling the blouse, a squeeze holding it.
It didn't matter to him that Rosie's and Summer's mum were standing behind.
He let go and touched her face, ran his hand down her neck, down across her chest, over her cleavage to the bow on her blouse, giving it a gentle tug as if to release it.
Rosie smiled, would she have minded, not at all, his hand slid down further over her stomach down to her skirt.
Lifting it up and then placing his hand on her bare shaven cunt, his big black fingers finding her wetness. Rosie winked at Summer, who smiled back.
Jo, completely oblivious of this, was looking at Summer. 'My god, what was she wearing.' thought Jo.
It wasn't a blouse, but more like a white see through bra.
Her tits clearly on show for all to see.
In fact, it looked a size too small the way it was holding them in, squeezing them together, giving Summer a fantastic cleavage, which a thin tie hung down into from a collar that was round her neck.
A normal-looking collar that came with the outfit, not a collar that read 'BBC slut' or 'fuck toy', collars Summer owned and had worn out and about.
Below that, the skirt was even shorter than Rosie's.
'Had Summer chosen this herself it barely covered her knickers,' her mum thought.
As if Summer were wearing any, out of the three white women only Jo had a thong on, Summer and Rosie were ready for anything big and black.
From the back, Summer's cheeks were out, her lovely rounded ass, almost as rounded as some of the other black women at the party. Below that were red fishnets hold-ups matching the colour of the skirt and tie, and her 6-inch scarlet heels.
Dwayne's fingers left Rosie's wet pussy, and he wiped it on her cheek, leaving her with a line of juices visible to all.
"Go help yourself to a drink with your sister." Dwayne ushered Rosie by giving her arse a grope as she passed by.
Jo's eyes opened just that bit more. Jo had been a wild child, a free spirit when she was young. Like her daughters, she had enjoyed sex, still did when her husband was up for it.
In fact, Jo loved being dominated. She and her husband had rope and handcuffs at home, whips, and crops too.
Jo and her husband had been to sex parties and clubs.
She, like her daughters, had been fucked by multiple cocks at once, but that was one thing she hadn't told them.
Yes, they were an open family when talking about sex was concerned. She had even gone with the girls and got vibrators. Now she was entering the lion's den. Here she was at her daughter's boyfriend's party dressed in a school uniform, a slightly slutty school uniform at that.
Dwayne looked his girlfriend's mother up and down. They had met before, but Jo hadn't been dressed like this before. He could see a fine pair of tits in a bra, no nipples showing, her body was still pretty good for her age. Legs still fantastic. What were the chances she had come knickerless.
"Jo." he caught her attention now.
"It's lovely to have you here, I hope you enjoy yourself, let yourself have fun like the girls will."
Putting his drink down, he reached out and hugged her, pressing hard against her body.
Jo's hands were on his back, but Dwayne's hands slipped down underneath her skirt back up onto her ass. Both hands gripping her ass.
Dwayne's fingers feeling there, that it was a thong.
The only woman at the party with underwear on, Dwayne was forming a plan.
"Oh you're cheeky." Jo said
"No, I think you are." Dwayne replied as he let go.
She entered, Dwayne put his arm round her.
"Let's get you a drink." Dwayne encouraged her forward.
His hand slipped down onto her arse and didn't move.
Dwayne was feeling her arse, 'hell this party was going to be mad.' Jo thought.
They reached the kitchen and found Rosie opening a can of beer, cold out of the fridge, still wearing her juices.
Summer downing a vodka and coke.
Dwayne knew from Summer, her mum liked wine. He grabbed a bottle of white, Black Tower brand from the fridge.
Jo said "yes, that's perfect." Dwayne poured the wine into a large glass, gave her the glass and the bottle.
"I'm sure you'll enjoy the whole bottle, now bottoms up my white sluts". Dwayne chuckled at his comment, grabbed his drink, and then they all took a large gulp.
"Nothing wrong with a bit of Black." Summer said to her mum.
Rosie piped up, "Have you seen Summer has a tattoo now. Go on show mum and explain it."
Summer turned around. Mum went to look at the tramp stamp on the bottom of her back. Of course, her eyes fell straight on Summer's round cheeks, showing from under her skirt, eventually she looked up and saw the tattoo.
Summer, looking over her shoulder started to explain "Within the design were the initials MD, this stands for Master Dwayne."
She let everyone know. "Not My Daddy!"
"You've got a spade with a Q in it, is that something to do with cards darling," her mum inquired.
"No, mum!!"
Summer continued "That is the symbol for the Queen of Spades. Allow me to explain. The queen of spades is the symbol a white woman, who wears if she loves black cocks."
Summer pauses a moment thinking, "Well, not exactly loves. It tells black guys that the women are available for black cock. If they want to grope me, they can. If they want me to suck them, I will. If they want to fuck me, they get to." She looks to her mother to see the recognition in her eyes.
Jo subtly nodded, and Summer continued, "One guy, five guys, ten guys, it doesn't matter. My cunt, my ass, my mouth, my tits, all of me can be used by black guys.... and girls if they wish. Dwayne's sister has fucked me with a strap on, and made me lick her cunt." Rosie smiled at the thought of Summer's tongue pleasing a cunt.
"So, what you're saying is that you are now just a fuck toy for blacks?" her mum asked.
"Yes, Mum!" Summer replied as if she were being told off.
"And you're happy like this, you enjoy it?" her mum asked again.
"Mum it's amazing I feel so wonderful living like this." Summer responded and gave out a little sigh.
"Then that's what I want to hear Summer, enjoy it, embrace it and be happy." her mum told her.
Dwayne spoke, breaking up the heart to heart between Summer and her mother, demanding that Summer fingers her cunt, wipes her cunt juices on her face, leaving a matching mark there like her sister.
Only then did Jo notice that Rosie had juices on her cheek.
Summer's left hand pulled up her skirt, three fingers from her right hand plunged into her cunt, fucking it for ten seconds before withdrawing and wiping them on her cheek.
A bigger mark than her sisters.
She reached out, offered her hand to her boyfriend's mouth.
Before he could do anything, Jo stepped in, took Summer's hand, then her glistening fingers into her mouth, she sucked them clean.
Finally letting them out of her mouth Jo said, "My baby girl does enjoy it, and you taste delicious."
She looked into Summer's eyes and a smile came over both their faces.
"Mrs W, you're a naughty one after all." Dwayne said chuckling to himself.
"Oh, I have been, I could give these two a run for their money." Jo responded cockily to the young black man.
Rosie and Summer knew what Dwayne was like, and in their heads, they were thinking the same thing, 'you don't know what you're getting yourself into.'
"We shall see how much you dare to do. I hope you enjoy all the fun this party offers." Dwayne slapped Jo's ass then took Summer's
"Let's go enjoy ourselves." Dwayne said and led the three ladies outside.
Outside, the heady aroma of barbequing meat wafted through the air, they all followed their noses to where burgers and sausages were being cooked.
On the other side of the patio was a hot tub already with people in it, drinking.
Across the lawn lay chairs and loungers.
In the centre of the lawn was a 6m diameter swimming pool, again some of Dwayne's friends were in it cooling down from the heat of the sun.
Everybody else was black, but now there were three white sluts strutting around the party.
Summer and Rosie went to mingle with guys they already knew, Dwayne being the gentleman, he guided Jo around saying his hellos, introducing Jo to his guests.
His hand guiding her by resting it on her arse.
She enjoyed meeting people.
The guys impressed that she was Summer's mum, on more than one occasion she heard them say, "Summer was a fine bit of ass, and so are you."
Rosie had lost the grey Britney cardigan in the kitchen, now she was going around the party catching up with people she knew.
Kissing them, feeling their cocks, or the asses of the girls.
Hands sliding in, feeling her big tits. She didn't mind being touched.
Drinking drinks she was given, her body gyrating to the Caribbean beat.
Occasionally, a hand would go under her skirt.
The sun, the music, the drink, and the hands making her hornier.
Meanwhile Summer had been talking to some guys at the pool.
Suddenly she found herself being lifted up by some big black hands, then pushed over the side.
She made a big splash as she landed in the water, it got people's attention.
Her mum noticed while drinking another glass of wine supplied by Dwayne.
Summer's top was pretty much see thru before being pushed into the water.
Summer swam to the edge.
Rested her big tits on the side of the pool and looked up.
She found it was Darren, Dwayne's bro that had chucked her in.
Darren leaned down to where she rested, then she gave him a kiss, a long lingering kiss.
A guy sneakily came up behind her in the pool.
He reached between Summer's legs, she opened her legs further apart, not flustered by the intrusion.
She pushed her butt back, allowing the guy's hand to find her cunt.
His big black cock instantly grew at the sensation of Summer's cunt.
He had seen the queen of spades on her back earlier, and made no hesitation to approach the white slut.
He pulled his shorts down, his massive rock hard ten-inch cock was almost ready to fuck a nasty white hole.
She spread her legs more, and let herself float as she leant against the edge of the pool.
The tip of his cock found the entrance to her cunt and he pushed in.
Here she was still dressed, ok in very little, in a swimming pool having her cunt fucked by a big black cock.
All that, and she was kissing her boyfriend's bro.
'God this guy was big, how much more was going in.' she thought.
Then even more of the long veiny cock entered her.
She moaned as she kissed Darren, he feeling her tits in her wet see through top.
He had handled them before, he knew she had a fantastic pair, and always reacted to being touched.
The moan was louder than he expected. He looked up to find Summer being entered from behind.
He took hold of her nipples through the material, squeezed and pulled.
Her eyes rolled.
"Who's a dirty little white slag, always first to get fucked at any party." Darren stopped kissing her for a moment to goad the slut.
Ten inches filled her cunt, the anonymous man was gripping her hips as he thrust.
People in the pool had noticed by now, with the water sloshing.
Summer loved everything about it.
That cock in her, being fucked in the pool with others watching, even the pain Darren was giving to her nipples.
"Summer, Slag, when he's done, I'm getting in and having you" Darren whispered in her ear.
Her cunt tightening on the big black cock inside her.
The guy had heard she was a good fuck for a white girl, that she would now fuck any black cock, but this was better than he expected.
He pulled her hair as he pumped her, balls deep, causing waves.
He was nearly there, grunting, then cumming in her.
More eyes noticed, including her mother and sister.
Not that they didn't have black hands touching them at the same time.
Jo guided one of Dwayne's hands that was touching her, down to her crotch under her skirt.
Yes, he could feel a thong, but there was the older white woman's cunt too, his fingers rubbing her clit getting that thong wet as she watched her own daughter being used.
Rosie hadn't needed to guide a hand, she was kissing a guy, with his two black fingers in her cunt as she looked on.
Dwayne, surveying the scene. Three white sluts, entertainment for his party.
As the guy pulled out after cumming in Summer's cunt, Darren athletically vaulted over the side of the pool, ending up behind her.
Clinging to the edge of the pool she turned herself around to face Darren, finding her feet on the floor of the swimming pool.
"Take a breath slut you know what to do." he said to Summer.



Both hands on her head, pushing her head under the water.
From standing, she knelt in front of him.
A normal position for Summer, except she wanted to float up, but the hands were holding her down under the water.
Undoing Darren's shorts, pulling them down, pulling down his boxers and finding his massive cock springing out from them.
Using both hands to grip, its hardness.
His hands on her head still, she let Darren know she was ready for his cock, by letting her lips slip over his cock.
He let go of her head and Summer surfaced with a gasp of air.
She could've stayed down longer but being held down makes you gasp for air.
"Ready Master Darren, please fuck my messy white cunt for your pleasure?" Summer asked.
She floated on her back and stretched her arms along the side of the pool.
Spreading her legs like a starfish.
A starfish that wanted big black cock in her freshly fucked cunt.
Used but ready for more.
His left hand lifted her ass to the right level for his cock to enter, his right hand on her throat, pushing in his cock.
Summer's legs now wrapping round as she floated.
Driving his massive, thick black dick into Summer.
He had fucked her before, and had told his brother that he was a lucky son of a bitch to find a white woman who was so willing and so nasty.
Dwayne noticed that it had just turned 3pm, it was time for the fun and games.
White sluts front and centre but yet, he had to wait for his girlfriend to drain his brother's cock like a good queen of spades cock slut.
"You're such a dirty cunt look how proud your mother and sister are of you, both being fingered by black men, I bet your dad would love to see this. Is there anything you won't do for my brother?" Darren berated Summer while pumping his fat cock into her.
"No Sir." Summer replied, she meant it.
"We will have to see about that. Maybe we will push you even further, you thrive on being his fucktoy?" Darren continued to push her buttons, demanding her submission.
"Dwayne is my master, I do anything he wants, I live to please him. Your brother makes me feel amazing," Darren gave a real deep hard thrust listening to her words.
"Uh, as are you right now" Summer gutterily replied as Darren's hand tightened on her throat, holding her collar and tie, tight.
"Today you'll be a cum bucket the way you're going, but it looks like your mum will be just as much fun for us all." Darren told the wanton slut then like a jack hammer, he pounded Summer hard, giving out and spraying his cum into the already filled pussy.
Summer's cunt now well lubricated, lucky for her with what Dwayne was planning.
"Finished Summer?" Dwayne said out loud.
"Bro, can i have her back for a while, you can have her again later, in fact anytime guys. You may have noticed that summer is now a Queen of Spades. You guys know what that means? She might be my bitch, but she loves black anytime, anyplace." Dwayne explained to one and all.
"Come here Summer!" Dwayne demanded.
She climbed out of the pool and walked to Dwayne, her skirt clinging, her top clinging and see thru.
"It's three o'clock, schools finished." Dwayne looked around himself in a mocking tone of a headmaster.
"Unless you've been bad, then you're in detention." Dwayne announced as Summer joined him, then he pulled off her collar and tie.
"You'd look better in a different collar." he said to her quietly.
The whole party had gathered around, gravitating to Dwayne's performance.
"Rosie come join your sister." She walked forward strutting her stuff, obeying the dominant demands of Dwayne, he still playing the part of principal.
"And to complete the trio of white sluts, this is Summer and Rosie's mum Joanne." Dwayne bellowed, now adopting a ring announcer's tone.
"Come forward, Mrs Watkins." And she obediently stepped up to be with her girls, looking at Dwayne as he gestured to her to come to her daughters.
"Jo, earlier when you arrived, you said, you could probably keep up with your daughters. Do you stick by that?" talking loudly enough, so the encroaching crowd could hear him, Dwayne now adopting a role of part lawyer, and part ring announcer, as he questions the mother.
"Yes, I do Dwayne." Jo haughty in her tone.
"Girls, if we tell you to do something," Dwayne's fingers indicating everyone else at the party.
"You're going to do as you're told right?" he asked Summer and Rosie.
"Yes Sir." they both answered simultaneously.
"And you, Jo, do you think for today, you could do as you're told?" Dwayne looks to Jo, seeing if she's realized, how he's going to escalate this.
"Yes, Dwayne" Jo replied, he looked at her sternly, "Yes Sir." she piped up getting into the schoolgirl role again.
"That's better." He took Jo's tie off and then squeezed her tits.
"Mrs Watkins, you are in detention for not following the dress code. Do you see anyone else wearing a bra here?" Dwayne asked her, adopting the schoolmaster tone again.
Not one woman was. So, with great expertise, she reached inside, unclipped it, pulled it through, and out and handed it to Dwayne.
He reached and found her nips, pulled and twisted for a second.
"That's better. But you failed again didn't you. Bend over at the waist, Joanne." She did, as he commanded, then Dwayne lifted up her skirt, showing off her ass to all, exposing her thong.
"Sluts, are you wearing knickers?" aiming his words at Summer and Rosie.
"No Sir!!" they dutifully replied.
"Any other women have any form of knickers on?" Dwayne, breaking character for a moment, shouting out to the group, but no one spoke up.
"Well, Mrs Watkins, looks like your detention just got worse, Summer rip her thong off!" Dwayne haughtily announced, no longer principal, now judge and executioner.
Jo had just been fingered through her thong; it was wet and tight in her ass and cunt.
Summer approached her mum's ass, took hold on both sides and pulled them down quick, a gasp from the mum.
When around her ankles, Jo stepped out of them, she still didn't move.
Summer handed the knickers to Dwayne.
"Well, these are soaked, maybe your mum is a slut as well, open wide Summer, time to taste your mum's juices." Announced Dwayne with finality, with that, he popped the thong into Summer's open mouth and let her suck on them.
"Legs apart, Mrs W." Dwayne now slipping into the role of drillmaster, as the humiliation continued.
"Are you ok like that?" Dwayne asked the mother.
"Yes, Sir." Jo said, as she spread her feet a foot further apart.
"Your cunt's glistening whore," growled Dwayne as he inserted one finger, then a second, then fucked her with them for a few seconds.
Then a third black finger fucking her, for ten seconds like Summer had earlier, just Dwayne's fingers were bigger.
He took them out, held them up, so everyone could see the glistening juices.
"I think she will make a good black cock slut today." He announced to one and all and he wiped them on Jo's cheek, and then beckoned Rosie forward.
"I don't want you missing out on your mum's cunt juices, lick them clean!" He put his fingers in Rosie's mouth, and she did as she was told.
"Did your mum smack your bottoms when you were both naughty?" inquired Dwayne.
"Yes Sir." The obedient girls replied in unison.
"Well, now your mum's been naughty, five smacks, each take one cheek, the other take the other. Make each smack harder than the last." Dwayne told the girls, with sadistic mirth in his voice.
They both raised their hands and smacked their mum's arse.
Dwayne wasn't impressed.
"So that was a trial, at least twice as hard, this is because your mum was naughty, remember the times she told you off, this is your chance for payback." Dwayne said as he tried to reason with the girls, to make them really smack her arse.
"Do it girls." Jo said, "As hard as you like." The mother submitting for her punishment.
Dwayne moved to her head, pushed it against his crotch.
"You're getting very bold, Mrs W, we've got more in store for you. You like being a humiliation slut?" Dwayne asked as he pushed his crotch into Jo's face.
She just kissed his crotch.
The girls took this as a sign to do as Dwayne had asked. He held Jo's head to his crotch, as first Rosie, then Summer took their first swings in anger on their mum's ass, leaving red marks on her pale soft skin.
A muffled, "One, two..." came from Jo's mouth.
"Oh, the slut counts her punishments, does she? Someone's done this before." Dwayne spoke and pondered on her behaviour.
"Three, four, Five, Six." Jo continued the count as her ass was slapped hard, by her two slutty daughters.
As both Summer and Rosie were more used to being dominated, being spanked themselves. Neither were domme, but it was their mum they were punishing, unexpected role reversals for both.
Her ass cheeks a rosy red now. The girls timed seven and eight at the same time.
Jo rubbed her face against Dwayne's crotch.
She wasn't giving in to his humiliation in any way at all.
"Number 5, girls make her feel it, by the looks of it she's enjoying it, your mum is a pain slut." Dwayne told the submissive sluts cum punishers.
The girls really wound up, then brought their hands down so hard on their mums ass, it caused a real yelp from Jo's mouth.
She kissed Dwayne's cock through his shorts. As he stroked her hair.
"Let's see how red your ass is Jo. M mmm, a glorious red indeed" Dwayne said in satisfaction as he reached down, then ran his hand over his girlfriend's mum's fat arse.
"Thank you, Sir." Jo grovelingly said out loud.
His hand went from one cheek to the other.
The heat from her stinging ass.
His hand then sliding down and resting on her wet cunt.
The audience was loving how the white sluts were behaving. Mother and daughters performing for them, all knew how Summer was a black cock whore, some had come across Rosie's insatiable sexual appetite too.
Now they found that the pair's mum was happy to be humiliated, to be used as entertainment.
"Are you happy to continue Jo, or have you taken enough?" Dwayne asked her, looking to gage her response, he then gripped her wet cunt, thumb and fingers wrapped around her labia, squeezing the flesh together in his meaty paw.
"Yes sir, do as you please." Jo moaned out loud.
"Good slut, as that was just the punishment for your bra." he said with decisiveness as he bent down and whispered in her ear, "I want to break you, you horny bitch!!"
Jo looked at him and smiled.
"I can take it, use me, like you do Summer, let me feel as nasty as her." Jo said with determination in her voice.
Was it the wine talking, no, Jo was incredibly turned on. She hadn't felt like this for years, and was loving it, loving the challenge the young black man was putting her through. She was competing with her slutty daughters, wanted to show them she was still the boss, boss in being a submissive wanton slut.
Darren came over to his brother with a paddle.
Summers eyes lit up.
Her arse had felt that paddle many times at the hands of both brothers, and their sister.
"Summer come here and kneel." Dwayne ordered her, and she knelt behind her mum's arse, seeing the redness that she had caused with her sister earlier.
She could see her mother's wet cunt too.
"Mouth open, summer, thank you." barked Dwayne.
He took the thong out of her mouth.
"Did you enjoy the taste of your mother?" sarcastically Dwayne asks Summer?
"Yes, sir." came the submissive answer from Summer.
"Good, because you're gonna eat your mum's cunt." Dwayne said matter of factly then beckoned Rosie.
"Come here Rosie, you're gonna spank your mum with this paddle. Ten strokes, don't go soft on her. Darren will hold Summer until you're ready to spank your mum, then he will pull Summer's head off her cunt and return it after each." Dwayne looked at her to see if she understood, Rosie nodded in acquiescence to his demand.
Darren gripped Summer's head and put her straight to work licking her mother's cunt.
Dwayne went and stood in front of Jo.
"No screaming this time bitch open wide." he snapped at Jo, as he unzipped his shorts, then pulled out all 10 glorious inches of thick black monstrous cock.
Rock hard for the slutty mother.
Slapping his cock against her cheek, then her other one.
Jo's mouth stretched open, ready to taste the cock that had already fucked her daughter earlier in the day.
No hands for Jo, Dwayne placed his cock on her tongue.
At her ass, she could feel Summer's tongue rolling over her clit, tasting her cunt.
It didn't matter that it was her daughter, it felt fantastic.
Now she was tasting the black cock that fucked her daughter daily.
Filling her mouth, fucking her mouth, pushing into her throat.
'God he was big.' she thought, gagging on it, but he wasn't stopping.
Jo was happy to take it.
The licking stopped, Summer's head pulled away.
A fierce blow across her, stinging her ass forcing her forward.
The thick, fat cock filled her throat.
Looking up at Dwayne, he started to face fuck his new white slut.
It had been a long time since Jo had something that big in her, maybe even ever.
All those feelings back again, slobbering all over a huge dick.
The pain in her arse driving her on to enjoy the pleasures she was receiving.
Summer's tongue was guided to her mum's asshole, licked and probed.
Holes being tongue fucked and then nothing.
Suddenly, another stroke of pain across her buttocks.
'Never give in, take it.' she promised herself.
Not once did Jo think of the people watching.
Watching? Taking pictures!
Taking videos of the dirty bitches performing for them.
Black men dominating white women.
Summer's face a mess from her mother's cunt.
The ninth blow came in.
Dwayne was now fucking the mother's mouth like it was her daughter's cunt, enjoying himself, ready to cum down her throat.
Ecstasy and agony at Jo's arse.
Summer's last assault on her cunt was making Jo shake and moan.
Making her want to cum from her daughter's tongue.
Making her want Dwayne's cum.
Summer was withdrawn, knelt back, Rosie took one last swing, not at her mum's ass but this time bringing it down on the spasming cunt, sending pain sensations through her clit where once it had been licked and sucked, now stinging.
Jo felt shock, her brain overloaded.
Her mouth almost tasting balls, that last slap had thrust her forward enough to bring her what she desired.
Dwayne fucking his cock down her throat now cumming.
His balls hitting her chin holding her head telling her in no uncertain terms,
"Swallow my black seed you white slut!" Dwayne roared while Jo looked up as he fed her.
Knowing this was Summer's life. Cumming!!!
As Dwayne took his cock from Jo's mouth he wiped it over her face, a combination of drool and cum.
She knew not to touch, to wipe it. This was her being marked, let it dry just as Summer would have to from her own mum's juices coating her face.
"Thank you, sir" came out of Jo's used mouth.
"You should thank your daughters too." Dwayne demanded rather than asked her.
"Thank you, Rosie, for punishing me for my mistakes," and then she kissed her with her creamy lips.
"Thank you, Summer, for taking care of your Mum's pussy, you're an amazing slut daughter." Again, she kissed her other daughter, this time tasting herself too.
"Punishment done detention over, schools out Summer." Dwayne announced.
"Well, if school's out then we don't need our uniforms on do we?" Summer responded.
She reached down below her tits and started lifting the top, pulling it over them letting them pop out.
Whipping the top off. Turning to her sister next pulling at the bow holding her blouse together, and then it was apart, Rosie easing it off her shoulders.
Standing in front of her sister, both topless in front of a crowd of black men and women.
The women in the crowd were joining in, taking their tops off to enjoy the heat and the sun.
Summer turned to her mum, "Your turn." Then started unbuttoning the top her mum wore, opening it up, sliding it off and falling to the floor.
Jo beckoned Rosie to her.
Both girls took a tit and sucked on a nipple each.
"There's family love, a family of white sluts." Dwayne said as he snapped a photo on his phone.
"I'm sure dad would be proud, mum obviously is, but which of the three of you is the biggest slut." Dwayne continued to speak and snap photos of the three women.
"How nasty are you three after all? Let's see, what did you first have to drink, Rosie? Beer" said Dwayne answering himself.
"Get me a cold can. While Jo, I believe yours was wine. You've enjoyed your Black Tower. We've seen your love of black, how deep does it go. an empty bottle, did every drop pass your lips, or shall we squeeze a few more?" Dwayne asked Jo curiously.
Summer was handed a can of Bud.
"Summer yours was vodka!" Dwayne corrected Summer for taking the beer.
"Not just any vodka was it, maybe your mum will assist with that for now, get your sister to lay on a lounger you know what comes next." a sly grin came over Dwayne's face as he told Summer her fate, Summer had been drinking limited edition Onyx vodka.
It came wrapped in studded leather, making the circumference of the vodka bottle thicker, with brass studs embossed into the leather.
"Jo, Mum. What a MILF, oh, I'm sure I will fuck you. Don't worry you'll be getting it all." Then he grabbed her arse under her skirt and pulled her to him.
"A little white slut initiation, to see if you can deal with BBC. A bottle of Black Tower." He paused to see it register in her eyes.
"How much can you take? You drank the lot, but how much can your other lips take?" He left the question unanswered and turned to Rosie.
"Rosie you get the beer can pushed into your cunt by your sister, so lift up that skirt and spread those legs." He insisted with finality.
"Momma Jo, would you like me to give you a hand easing it in or are you gonna fuck yourself on it?" he asked the slutty mother.
"I will let you watch us, Dwayne," she replied, "let you enjoy the show. You want this deep in my cunt. Let's show you what a slut I am." again the defiance in Jo's tone as she responded to the black man, resolved to compete with her slutty daughters.
She took off her heels and hitched up her skirt.
She wasn't going to be beaten by this guy; she was willing to do it.
It didn't matter there was an audience of black men and women or that her two kids were there.
She squatted over the neck of the bottle and felt it against her hole, and then she lowered herself down.
She spoke to Dwayne as if not one else we're there, "Watch me take it, watch me slide down it."
The neck of the bottle in her cunt, nothing compared to Dwayne's dick, she thought.
Sliding up and down fucking herself, going down further.
She hit where the bottle widened, her cunt lips stretching.
Looking up at him and sliding herself down.
Pushing the body of the bottle inside.
Meanwhile Summer was enjoying placing the cold can against her sister's hot cunt.
Rosie's legs spread, baring all to the audience, skirt held up.
Summer knew what was coming for her, but was enjoying pushing in the beer can.
No little stretch round the neck, this was the whole can pushed in.
'A little like being fisted, mmmm.' Summer thought to herself in memory of her last fisting.
The moisture of the cold can met the moisture of Rosie's cunt.
The blonde-haired sister lay back on the lounger, her 40dd tits on show for all to admire, the tattoo underneath provoked even more attention.
Most guys loved seeing them, and Rosie often showed almost all of them to get attention dressed in something revealing.
Summer slightly smaller at 38d, nicely rounded globes that she enjoyed being man handled by her boyfriend and any other black men.



The pair were attracting a lot of attention, but so was their mum fucking a bottle.
The sun and the drink was making everyone horny.
Other guests were enjoying one another.
Summer started to push the can towards Rosie's cunt. In return, Rosie was making a show of it, wanting to be the biggest slut in the family. Not letting her mum beside her out do her.
"Come on Summer, force it in my hot cunt. I can take it. I've had your boyfriends cock filling me. You're gonna fuck me harder with that." Rosie demanded Summer to penetrate her.
Summer pushed it in hard.
"Oh yes fuck, deeper!!!" Rosie roared out as she felt the initial tube breaking through her resistance.
Summer twisted it and pushed harder.
Their mum repositioned herself. From squatting down onto her knees. Kneeling the bottle between her feet launching herself straight down raising up, going down her cunt, stretching round the body of the bottle.
Fucking it like she was riding a cock.
Summer had half the can in, with her sister goading her.
"Come on sis, let me have it all." roared Rosie.
Pushing turning, rotating it in Rosie's cunt. It was nearly all in.
75% of the bottle was in Jo, and she was happy fuckin herself on it for the crowd's pleasure.
One last push from Summer, and it was a can in a cunt.
Dwayne came across.
"Rosie, your cunts a beer tap now." Dwayne laughed at himself, watching the spectacle. The crowd laughing along too in agreement.
"Although if I open it, your cunt will probably crush the can. That beer can has a birthday on it, time to give it a new birthday, push it out!!" Dwayne encourages her.
"Your mother's giving birth to a wine bottle 90% in. What a dirty fucking pair of cunts, but now it's your turn, Summer. Sluts relax those cunts enjoy your drinks. Summer had a vodka first, which make Summer?" Dwayne asks feigning ignorance.
"Onyk Special Edition" she says, knowing exactly what she had done to herself.
"Darren, do you have the Onyx vodka that summer had?" Dwayne asks his brother.
Darren handed it to his brother, a 90-pound bottle of vodka glistening in the sun.
Wrapped in leather, but there was one extraordinary thing about the outside of this bottle, brass studs woven into the leather, giving it an embossed finish, ribbed, hard bulges encircling it from the bottom to the head.
Even Rosie and Jo were a bit shocked, knowing what was coming next. Onyx limited edition is a leather bottle, but along the outside of the bottle are 100 little brass studs, very much like a mace has.
Inserting this into a cunt would be quite something.
Summer knew that she would be taking it, just like her sister and mum had.
Hers would be full on.
Yes, Dwayne had stuffed her cunt with a hairbrush before, but this looked even worse.
Summer stripped off her skirt.
Nothing in the way.
Her shaven bare cunt there for all to see.
Eyes were on the bottle and on Summer.
She lay on a lounger, spread her legs.
"When Dwayne and Darren fucked me at the same time, they tried to rip me apart. You're gonna get fucked by that, so fucking sore, but you'll get so wet because you're a pain slut." Rosie told her sister, questioning her sanity, but knowing Summer is a pain slut.
Dwayne handed Summer the bottle, she felt the studs all over.
"You may want a drink of it first." Dwayne insisted.
Summer put it to her lips and drank a good amount. Handing it back to Dwayne, but he directed it to Jo.
"You get to put it in your daughter." Telling Jo and leaving the bottle in the air before the mother.
Jo took the bottle and held it by the neck, facing the fat end at Summer's cunt's entrance.
"Slow and steady... no!!!" Summer reacted as she felt the first of the bottle's weight pressure her snatch.
Pushing at Summer's cunt lips making them open round the bottle just like Jo and Rosie had endured.
Forcing it in, the first row of studs already touching the walls of her cunt.
Sharply irritating, Summer tried to push back on it as mum continued pushing in, a second, and third row inside
"... aaaaggghhh." A guttural groan came from Summer as she felt the studs pushing deep into her vaginal walls, the pressure almost too much to bear.
"Do you give up slut, or want more?" her mum asked her.
"I want it all inside me mum." she begged.
The next two rows popped inside.
She could feel every single stud against her soft flesh inside her cunt.
Rosie appeared beer can in hand, coated in juices.
She opened it and poured it over her sisters body into her face.
Summer's mouth opened to catch a few drops, as the rest of the not so cold beer ran over her skin, through her cleavage, even some down over her cunt.
Rosie bent down and licked Summer's beer covered tits, and then took hold of the vodka bottle, holding the neck by holding her mums hand.
"Don't worry mum, Summer can take it, she's told me she's been fisted before, and two cocks in her cunt at the same time. Push it in." Rosie encouraged Jo, as she helped her push more of the studded leather wrapped bottle, deep into Summer's truly stretched snatch.
Row six and seven were pushed in hard with Rosie's help.
"Did she tell you as well as black, she likes older men? So submissive that if ordered to, she would fuck dad wouldn't you." Rosie asked Summer, Summer now had a look of anguish and determination on her face, sweat dripped from her body, mixed with the beer, as her labours increased. Almost like a reverse pregnancy.
Row eight of the points went in not far off the whole bottle.
But Rosie wasn't finished giving her little sister pain, she rotated the bottle inside.
"Well sis, have you fucked dad yet?" Rosie said commandingly.
"Not yet." Summer whimpered as the next row went in still being twisted.
"So is there nothing you won't fuck, and no one you won't fuck if ordered to?" her mother asked. The last row of studs went in.
"No mum, ill fuck anyone and anything." Summer grimaced, and answered through clenched teeth as the last row of studs entered her.
Jo started pushing the bottle in twisting it, sliding it out making her fuck the nasty shaped bottle.
Summer's moans of 'oh god' not heeded by her mum, instead she fucked her nasty daughter harder with the bottle.
Rosie watched mums' sadistic nature.
Summer experiencing what effectively was a fist with studs all over being rammed into her.
Her mind driven insane with the feelings from inside.
There came a point where Dwayne stopped it, just like he had the other two.
Even when Jo stopped, Summer could still feel every stud moving about inside her body, just riddled with sensations.
Her inside so sensitive to anything right now.
Summer lay with the bottle inside her cunt.
Luckily for her, neither her sister, nor mother were twisting it or fucking her with it, instead she could feel every one of what felt like over a hundred studs against the inside of her cunt.
The bottle neck poking out ready to be pulled out.
"How did that feel, Summer?" Dwayne asked, uncharacteristically sounding concerned as he stared at the gaping maw of Summer's snatch, with the bottle sticking out of it.
"It was intense, sir!" Summer answered with more relief now, that her ordeal was over, or so she thought.
"Do you like it in you?" Dwayne asked, experimentally touching the bottle neck and the studs inside felt like they were piercing every inch of her walls.
"Would some more cum help sooth your sore cunt. You've already had two cocks with everyone here, you're even leaking some cum where you're so full. How many more cocks can fuck you summer?" Dwayne asked as he pulled the bottle out a third, and then eased it back and forth.
"Sir, I am owned by you, and I am a Queen of Spades. Any black man, or woman can use me, so there are no limits to how many cocks can fuck me today. Everyone here can use me." Summer answered, getting accustomed to the stretching, enjoying the fucking she's getting from the studded bottle.
"Everyone including your mum and your sister?" Dwayne inquired, seeing if Summer will obey his command to get fucked, by her own mother.
"Yes sir, if they wish to." Summer's reply came straight, without thought.
"So, when asked would you fuck anything. If I ordered, you to fuck this bottle...." Dwayne asked leaving his question open ended.
She reached down and took hold of the neck of the bottle and pushed it back in.
Nasty scratching sensations, but she was fucking herself with the studded bottle.
Dwayne let her fuck herself and then said
"I actually said if I ordered you, I didn't tell you to, but i appreciate how you want to please." He pulled on her hand, pulling it and the bottle half out.
"So, in front of your mother, have you fucked a 50-year-old?" asked Dwayne.
"Yes, sir!" Summer responded as the submissive schoolgirl slut again.
"A 60-YEAR-OLD?" questions Dwayne.
"Yes, sir!" responds Summer.
"A 70-YEAR-OLD?" Dwayne asks and looks around at the faces watching the scene.
"Not yet, but you know I would sir." Summer responds, knowing she would do anything, and fuck anyone, for her black master.
"Did you fuck an 18 year old teen last week on his birthday, taking his virginity?" Dwayne playing the lawyer now thickly, falling into the role.
"Yes sir, you ordered me to please him for his birthday, I was his present from you." Summer smiles as she replies, the memory fond to her.
"Have you been fisted?" Dwayne asks, stands back theatrically looking about the crowd.
"Yes sir, in my cunt and ass." responds Summer.
"Fucked by strap-ons?" his pitch raising, as he's got her at this question.
"Yes sir!" she responds.
"Enjoy eating cunts?" Dwayne breaks from the lawyer character and asks her earnestly.
"Yes, sir, I am bisexual, I will please anyone." she replies.
"Or anything?" he tugs the whole bottle out making her scream a yelp of pain.
"Yes, Sir!!!" she responds in a guttural cry from her depths.
"Double penetration?" Dwayne resumes his questioning manner.
"I am often spit roasted," she looked up at her mum, and started talking directly to her.
"Frequently fucked like that at the bar or here, but I especially love having a cock in my cunt and ass at the same time. Feeling full is amazing." she continues reveal all to her mother, who watches the scene with the rest of the audience, in rapture, wondering where this madness will go next.
"Three cocks?" he asks, raising his voice, sounding sceptical.
"Yes sir, I have had a cock in my cunt, ass, and mouth. And yes, others in my hands. Mum, I've been used for black gang bangs and love it." Summer stops responding to Dwayne as his now just revealing herself to her mother.
"Summer, who of my family has fucked you?" a demanding tone in his voice.
"Yourself Sir, your brother, your dad, your uncle, and of course your sister." Summer breaks her look to her mother, and answers back to Dwayne.
"And of course I've fucked your sister, and some of your friends, but what about your mother, should I fuck her?" he inquires hopefully.
"Looking at mum. By the way, she took your cock earlier, I'm sure she would enjoy you fucking her, and yes sir, I'd love you to fuck her." Responded Summer looking between both her master and mother.
"I'm sure there is plenty more we could tell her. Your love of taboo. How you've fucked for money, your love of being touched, and used in public." Dwayne sounding like he's just won a case, and the interrogation has reached its climax.
Dwayne leaned over to the topless mother, whispers in her ear; "I wonder how many of those you have done."
Jo looked up at him, smiled but had a glint in her eye.
"I reckon you were a nasty slut when you were younger, and you want to feel that again starting tonight. I could make you my MILF slut. These big fat udders," he stops talking and starts squeezing her tits then pulling her nips.
Dwayne continued to talk quietly to her, no one could hear, but all could see.
"Does this little white wife want to be blacked? Betray your husband, spread your legs for my cock, and plenty of others here tonight?" he asks her, while he presses his face close to hers.
Jo kisses him, his hand reaches under her skirt finding her juices, pushes his fingers straight in.
"You want me to own you tonight; make you do perverse nasty things on command? You'll be my whore till your husband comes to pick up your used body tomorrow."
He puts the bottle down on Summer's stomach, in a mixture of beer and cum juices from her pussy.
Jo gave into her desires and kisses him, an affirmation of saying yes to his proposal.
When the kiss broke, Jo said "Yes master. I will do as you ask, I will be your white milf slut tonight."
"Anything?" Dwayne asks.
"Anything Sir." Jo submits to him, like her daughters. Now like her daughters, black owned.
"Good, i have plans for you." replies and turns away from Jo to the crowd of onlookers.
"Once at school they used to have blackboards and chalk, now we have whiteboards and pen. Here we have three beautiful white boards, ready to be written on. For Jo and Rosie, there will be a pen to mark how many times you use them tonight." He tells the mob of onlookers.
He pulls a marker from his pocket, draws a mark on Jo's chest for her oral endeavour.
"Mouth, cunt, and ass counts. But I suspect they will all take cum on their tits too." He addresses his rapt audience.
"But this particular white board, doesn't just keep score, this one, likes being wrote on." pointing at Summer.
"If you've fucked her in any way, leave a mark or a comment. Let me start." he tells the crowd then takes the black pen and holds one tit, then the other.
Leaving his own message that wasn't coming off easily.
BLACK OWNED
Written across her tits.
Offering the pen to his brother, he went for her ass.
ANAL SLUT, on her ass.
He then gave the pen to Rosie.
Jo wondered what her daughter could write on her other daughter.
INCEST SLUT across her stomach.
Jo looked at Rosie.
"Mum she's a dirty cunt she loves being eaten, being fucked by me, she loves eating my cunt when it's full of her boyfriends cum. She just ate you earlier. I'll get the strap on later, we can both fuck her, you can see for yourself how she is." Rosie resignedly tells her mother.
Jo walks over to Summer.
She got her leg over the lounger and shuffled up and sat her cunt down on her daughter's mouth.
Summer went to work on her mother again.
Jo let her daughter enjoy the taste, eventually climbing off and writing CUNT LICKER on Summer's body.
She then wrote ORAL and put a tally down.
CUNT on the front of her leg and ANAL on the back of Summer's leg.
She turned to the brothers.
I guess you've had all three and added two marks to each category.
Rosie piped up "You better put me down for all three as well." Nothing was surprising Jo now.
"Rosie, strip." commanded Dwayne.
Rosie started to remove the rest of her clothes. Naked in front of a group of black men and women not trying to cover up, just letting them see her body.
Slightly shorter but rounder than her sister. Being the older sister, she had been the first to enjoy everything sexually, and yes had shared thoughts and feelings with Summer.
Summer had gone further as she discovered her sexual desires. She had shared her bed with Rosie, being the submissive sister.
"Jo, strip." Dwayne commanded the mother now.
This would show, was she just saying what he wanted to hear, or would she actually perform the act in front of all these people?
Was she as willing and nasty as her daughters?
Yes!!!
There she was removing the last items of clothing, stood stark naked with her daughters, her heart beating at what would happen.
The same brunette hair as Summer.
Dwayne inspected his next white slut.
For an older woman she didn't look too bad, she had looked after herself. Her tits still fairly round, not too saggy.
A little bit of a tummy and then that cunt.
He had felt it already but now visible to all.
Dwayne's hand slid down from her face over her tit, a little squeeze. She looked Dwayne in the eye as he explored her body.
Nipples hard.
Pulling them both, pulling them up too, making her stand on tip toes, holding her like this, eyes locked, Jo not whimpering. Finally letting go, Jo returning to her stance. Slapping her tits watching them ripple, not a scream, two more slaps harder, his big black palms stinging those tits, but Jo just stood there and took it.
Summer and Rosie looked on knowing what their mum was going through, both having done it, both Dwayne's fucktoys.
Rosie enjoyed it freely. She enjoyed a life of partying hard, fucking harder, with whomever she liked, at times this was with Summer and Dwayne, and Dwayne's friends, but she was not black cock only.
Summer was a black cock slut.
When she was introduced to it, she couldn't help herself but want more. Dwayne was her first. His cock felt so good, the way he treated her thrilled her. Not every female wants to feel dominated by a man the way Summer did.
She loved this man and was willing to be part of his lifestyle. He would enjoy fucking other women. She would fuck other men. She would fuck other men he told her to fuck. She would do as she was told.
He was Master Dwayne.
This was her life, and this is what she wanted to be.
Dwayne's hand slid over Jo's belly. The part of her body she liked the least having had two children. Not as skinny as she once was, but she tried to keep in shape.
Now her daughter's boyfriend was touching her, his hands roaming over her. The thoughts in her head. Not looking at the girls but him and him alone. A wife, a mother but right now, a blackmans plaything. Was she cheating on her husband? That thought vanished, sexually they had enjoyed themselves, now not as much so, but here she was naked, touched.
The pain as Dwayne pulled her nipples. Not giving in, let him do as he wants. Hands over her tummy, please find my cunt, she thought to herself.
There was no doubt for Dwayne as he touched her cunt, this woman, this older woman was excited with what was happening. Her legs shifted apart, her heart beating out of her body as his black fingers cupped her cunt, covered in her juices.
Their eyes fixed. Dwayne's other hand slapped her arse twice, her eyes never moved.
"Do you want this?" he asked her with a growl.
"Yes, sir." she replied instantly.
He took her hand and placed it on his cock, she gripped it as he gripped her cunt, fingers easing in.
"Do you want that?" he growls again.
"Yes sir, I want you to fuck me however you want." she pleads with him.
"Tell me what you're feeling right now, how you feel joining your daughters. How you feel being a soaking wet white married slut, that's yearning for black cock, and you're surrounded by over twenty big black cocks, that might just fuck you tonight?" he asks, but more states what'll happen from here on out.
"When I arrived I didn't expect this. A party, drinks and fun, but now I see what Summer enjoys. I see her willingness to please you. I see Rosie enjoying it too. Right now, your fingers are in my cunt, you can feel how wet I am." she pauses to moan, relishing in the pleasure his fingers are bringing to her cunt.
"You're making me feel needy. I want your big black cock in my cunt, fucking me. I've tasted you, now I want what Summer has. Tonight, I am your white married slut, cheating on my husband. If you want me to fuck others, order me to, I will do as you say, I will do anything you say. Feel how wet you've made me. This cunt is yours, this body is yours." she continues to moan around his fingers.
"Well before I fuck you, let's see you do as you're told. I can choose anyone to fuck your married cunt, and you will let them." he tells her as a matter of fact.



"Yes, Sir!" the submissive slutty mother responds to his demands.
Summer and Rosie realized their mum was under a big black cock spell.
Her brain taken over by the desires they felt.
How far would Dwayne take her.
"Junior, come here. I let you fuck my girlfriend last week, on the first day you could legally fuck, now I give you her mum. She's the oldest woman here, you're the youngest cock. She's married, and wanting big black cocks to fuck her. Why not you, to break her marriage vows. Have a feel." the older black master tells the young black teen.
Junior ran his hands over Jo's ass, then felt her tits.
Dwayne released his grip on her cunt, Jo let go of Dwayne's cock and looked at Junior.
She stood there and let him touch her.
Over double his age.
"Please sir, fuck my married cunt with your black cock. I want you to fuck me, just like you fucked my daughter. Fuck me anyway you like. I will be your first MILF. I'd be proud to be your first MILF." she spoke to him longingly, aptly awaiting to be taken by his black cock.
She reached for his cock, feeling it.
Listening to her words already making him hard.
Dropping to her knees and unzipping him, cheers from the crowd.
A call of "nail the bitch, son."
Reaching for his cock, tasting it.
This cock had fucked her daughter and now would fuck her, maybe only his 2nd fuck.
Eight and a half inches of black cock into her mouth.
Sucking it giving him pleasure, holding her head as she treated his cock like he was her prince, her hands feeling his full black balls.
She didn't want to blow him, she wanted it in her cunt.
He stepped out of his shorts.
Her mouth slipped off his cock, glistening in the sun with her saliva covering it.
She teased his cock head as she held it.
"Please fuck me young Sir, my cunt is desperate for black cock, and I want you to fuck me and fill me. I want you to cum in me." Jo pleads with the young man, wantonness in her pleading.
"Fuck, the white slag." came from the audience.
Junior found his voice, his voice to command white women, "Get down on your hands and knees, I'm gonna fuck you doggy."
A cheer went up.
Jo turned around, dropped to her knees on the grass, put her hands out in front, opened her legs wide enough that her cunt and asshole were there waiting for Junior.
He came up behind, grabbed her hips, pushed his cock in so easily her cunt was so wet.
He plunged in and out, in and out.
Dwayne took Summer's hand, as she watched her mum get fucked by the teen.
He led her over to a neighbour of his that had come to the party.
"Summer if your mum is fucking the youngest cock here, then it's only appropriate you get the oldest. A great grandad, he's 76, lives three doors down from here, has your number now if he needs a hand. Show him what you can do. His names Ronald, I expect you to take his cum." Dwayne tells his girlfriend, his Queen of Spades, her role to satisfy all black men, including grandads.
Summer saw the old man sitting, glass of rum in hand. Three feet away, she got on her hands and knees and crawled to the old man. The group around him, seeing her arse and tits swaying as she came across the grass and stopped in front of the old man.
"I'm Summer, I'm here to treat you, give you pleasure Sir." She says to the old man, putting velvet into her words, sex in her eyes, want in her flesh.
"Well, well, well. Dwayne said he had a treat for me if I turned up." The old man said as he looked as the slut beneath him.
She sat up between his legs, kneeling.
"Look at you, look at your big titties." His eyes getting wider as he took in the sight of the slut.
He reached out to grab them.
His old fingers on her soft young skin.
It had been a while since I felt a pair.
"Well, Sir Dwayne says he's given you my number, so anytime you need a hand, I will come round and give you a hand." again she lays on the sultry tones for the old man.
Her hands now unzipping his flies, reaching in finding his cock.
"So soft, so round." he says as he plays with her tits.
She pulled out his cock and kissed it, licked it.
It starts stirring even at his age.
Those around watching her work on an OAP.
Tasting it.
Old cock but still black cock, and she was a Queen of Spades.
He deserved her attention.
Who knows, his son, or grandson may have already fucked her, she was going to let him too.
Swelling up, hardening in her hands, in her mouth. He was looking at her tits, the writing.
BLACK OWNED!
What he would have done with this young lady in his youth, but yet, she still wanted to please him even as an old man.
"Suck my cock, you beautiful thing." The old guys tells her.
Summer responded, one hand stroking the base of his cock, the other touching his balls, her lips wrapped around it, sinking up and down.
Stroking her hair, the smile on his face.
The last time a woman went down on him.... who knows.
The lust started to show in the old man's eyes.
His cock hardening, Summer was ready to fuck.
She asked one of the guys near him if they could swap chairs and asked Ronald to change seats. She helped him out of his shoes, trousers, and pants as he sat down on a chair, where Summer could straddle him, sucking his cock as he sat back down.
"Grandad are you gonna fuck me now" she said.
She rose up stood one side of him and lifted her leg over and lowered herself down.
Holding his cock, guiding it in to her sore cunt.
He was never going to be rough with her, it gave her cunt time to recover.
In fact, his thrusts were little, he let Summer bounce on his cock, her tight pussy keeping him hard.
Those incredible tits bouncing in front of his eyes.
'70-year-old fuck... tick. ' Summer thinks to herself, another milestone in her QOS journey.
In the centre of the garden, Dwayne was returning to see Rosie backed up against his brother pressed against him.
His hands over her tits and stomach, kissing.
She, unlike Summer, wasn't black cock only, but she was sexually quite free with how she thought. How open she was to various things, if she wasn't, she would never have fucked Dwayne while Summer was made to watch.
Right now, she could see her mum being fucked by an eighteen-year-old, her sister riding an old guy, and she needed in on the action.
Even the audience were drinking, kissing, touching, and ready for a black orgy in the sunshine.
She needed some cock for herself. Not as submissive as Summer, she had gone to Darren, and there she pretty much offered her body.
She could feel his hard cock as he pressed against her. Now there was a chance for more.
She pulled away and was on her hands and knees legs spread, mouth open.
"Well Darren, well Dwayne, it's a barbecue, one of us needs a spit roasting. Just do it" Rosie says.
Their shorts hit the floor pretty quickly, their cocks pressed against her tanned white skin.
Darren's cock slapped down on her arsehole, at the back he had a choice. He knew which ever he fucked, she wouldn't mind.
At the front Dwayne's cock is slapping Rosie's face, her tongue out trying to catch it.
Wiggling her ass wanting it all like a bitch in heat.
"On the count of three. ONE...TWO... THREE..." bellows Dwayne.
Both cocks thrust in, she gagged at how deep Dwayne had gone, but he knew she would cope.
Darren was now deep in her cunt, but as he had plunged his cock in that moist white cunt, he had pushed his thumbs in her arse too.
An expected bonus for Rosie.
Trying to breathe with a cock thrust in her mouth, she finally got herself in control, only of herself, the power really belonged to the black men fucking her.
Her lips round that big black cock thrusting in and out. Gathering her flowing blonde/white hair, gripping it, Dwayne's other hand reaching under holding her throat. He wasn't squeezing it, controlling her, this time it just rested on her throat. But the position they were in, he could feel his black cock as it thrust in and out of her throat.
Soon she could see that his cock was coated in her saliva, as he pulled out she took a whole breath knowing that he was going to work her throat again for as long as he wished.
If he could have gone any deeper than having his black balls bouncing on her chin, he would have.
Drool coming out, coating those.
Damn, every time she had been face fucked by him, he thought how good she was.
She would make a great BBC slut too, if he could ever persuade her.
Darren didn't care. She was a little slut who needed her holes filled, bonus was she was his brother's girlfriend's sister.
The arse on her was fine, and normally, he would be slapping a white bitch, asserting his authority.
This time he was hammering deeper and deeper into the white cunt.
His big black cock stretching her walls.
That upper wall also feeling thumbs in it rubbing through the wall.
Cock one side, thumbs the other.
At times, he was pushing the thumbs in deeper, but often he was pulling, stretching her arsehole.
Watching her asshole open as he pulled in opposite directions.
It was one thing feeling the cock thrusting into her cunt, another feeling the other cock entering her throat.
She had no control, the brothers were owning her holes.
A hog on a black spit roast.
Her mind driven insane, she loved it, then you add the thumbs, oh god the thumbs in her arse. Rubbing through the wall between Anus and cunt. Stretching it if he wanted, he could switch and rip her apart or was he leaving it gaping for the next cock.
There would most definitely be a next cock.
Soon she would be a cum filled pig.
The eighteen-year-old was hammering away at Jo. Only his second fuck, daughter now mother, both white women.
Fucking her so hard from behind, there were times she would move forward with the thrusts. If she'd been a whore he was getting his money worth, but she had been a present.
He was going to blow his load into a white married cunt.
The stuff of dreams for him and his mates, but now he got to do it. In a world where white men thought they ruled, white women craved big black cock, there were three here. His cock was filling the cunt where a little white cock had tried to satisfy.
Maybe now she might become a BBC addict.
"Ready for my cum bitch," he asked her.
Jo wanted it, Jo wanted his cum to fill her. He may be inexperienced, but she was enjoying it. She hadn't been used like this in years. She was creaming over his cock as he thrust in, his hands gripping even tighter.
He was cumming bareback in her married cunt.
"Fuck me sir, fill my married white cunt with your black cum," her words just invigorated him to fill her.
The nasty bitch begging for it.
All that young cum filling her.
So satisfying.
As he pulled out, whipping his cock on her ass he grabbed her by the hair.
"Stay on all fours you're going to crawl, I want to show you to some people." He pulled her by the hair until she kept up with him crawling over the grass.
As they approached a group of people, a middle-aged man stood up and approached Junior.
"Well done son, look at you owning a white married whore." The middle-aged man, Junior's dad, commended him on a job well done.
He spanked Jo's ass as he walked her past his dad.
He was going to show Jo off to his mum as well.
"Well, look here what do we have" she said down to Jo.
"Another white married slut, who can't keep her knickers on, when there's a black cock around. You looked like you were trying to act all posh, but really you're just a tramp. Letting an 18-year-old fuck your old cunt, because your white husband doesn't satisfy you, that's right isn't it." Junior's mother scolded Jo.
"Yes, ma'am" Jo replied.
"Well, it's about time you started worshipping everything black. Know your position round here" Junior's mother stood up and stripped off as she spoke to the submissive slutty white woman on her knees.
She sat back down, opened her legs and told her son,"bring the white bitch here, so she can worship what brought you into this world. "
"You're gonna eat my pussy and do a good job. This is what you've become. Middle class white woman to a black cock whore in an afternoon. Now you're going to be a cunt licker too" she spoke as Jo approached her snatch.
Jo had eaten other women, but when she was younger, but never like this.
Summer was working the old cock in her cunt, telling him how good it felt to have him in her, how good he was fucking her.
Lifting a tit up as she bounced up and down, Ronald sucking on it, over 50 years her elder.
She didn't see him as a perverted old man, but just as another black cock to give pleasure to.
To those watching, it looked like a dirty white slut fucking, pleasuring a man 3 times her age, and she was getting off on it.
He was ready to cum, Summer didn't hold back.
Telling him to 'fuck his big cock in her', she loved how he treated her, he felt so good inside.
"please cum for me granddad." Summer cried out, moaning, giving him a little push to climax.
'This little white bitch begging for it,' Ronald thought and mustered up all he had, pumping his cock in her, filling her delightful cunt with his cream.
She moaned in pleasure.
She kissed him, not as you would kiss your granddad but as she would a lover.
He had fucked her good, he deserved to know it.
Cream soothing her sensitive cunt.
She climbed off and knelt between his legs, took his cock in hand and licked their juices off him.
He looked down cupping her face.
"You really are a dirty bitch." he told her.
"You know where I live, or just call me when you need me, need my body." she offered him the marker, he put a tally by her cunt, yet another black guy who had fucked her.
Then he wrote the words FREE USE above her cunt, a phrase Dwayne had used about her, when he had invited Ronald to the party.
She looked around to see her mother.
'Oh my god, mum, and Rosie, so typical Rosie.' She thought as she walked to Rosie.
"How is my whore sister doing today, Sir?" Summer asked as she stood beside him watching him throat fuck her.
"Your sister is a greedy little whore like you. Insatiable need for cock. Looks like your mother is as well." Dwayne replied.
Looking across, Jo had her head buried in Junior's mum cunt, but now had been mounted in the ass by her dad.
"Thank you for inviting Ronald, I'm sure he will have me again" Summer said as she wiped her cunt and licked her fingers.
Dwayne thrust harder into Rosie's mouth, filling her with cum, she tried to swallow it all, but as Dwayne pulled out, he still spurted over her face, her mouth open, still wanting more.
Cum lay on her tongue.
Summer squatted down to her sister's level, she was still on all fours.
Their lips met, they kissed, tongues invading one another, cum being passed between one mouth and the other.
The sisters enjoying the taste.
Darren watching couldn't help himself, and flooded Rosie's cunt with yet another load of cum, slapping her ass as he did.
Pulling out, looking at the sisters, kissing, exchanging cum, wiping his cock still dripping cum onto Rosie's ass for it to dry.
Another rule of the house. White girls don't get to clean themselves until they were told to.
Rosie's sticky face and ass would be like that for a long time.
Jo had her face being held into a black cunt, licking away when she felt fingers invade her cunt.
She couldn't do anything, the fingers pushed in and seemed to scoop some of the cum from within her, before pulling out.
She soon found out why, when it was smeared onto her asshole, the fingers pushing in smearing the whole of her anus, preparing her for a cock.
Junior's dad's cock, to be precise.
"Now you little white whore," the black mum said, "you've had my son. You're tasting me, now it's time for Junior's dad to have you as well. You're a slut for our whole family."
At that point, Jo felt his cock at her anus.
She hadn't been ass fucked for years, but it was happening now as he pushed hard against her ring.
The size and pressure he was exerting, made her asshole stretch.
She was taking it and god, did it feel big.
Moans muffled into Junior's mum's cunt.
"That's it bitch, you can take it." The dad tells her.
'Oh, god,' she thought.
She was taking it, but she was just not expecting it to be so fucking big.
He was in and going deeper.
Jo gripped the black woman's thighs, as Jo pleasured her, now her ass was full of black cock.
She really didn't think she would be like this before the party.
He started to fuck harder and deeper, he didn't realize he was rebreaking in her ass.
He thought to himself, 'my sons had your cunt, I'll take your ass.'
Maybe it was because it was the first time in ages, but it felt like a log filling her.
Her tongue teased the clit in front of her but at the same time she wanted to scream her ass being broken, and yet he pushed deeper, how fuckin big was he.
Pounded time after time, then his balls slapped against her wet cunt, he was fully in but withdrawing, then fucking nearly the whole length back in again.
She couldn't see how much he was enjoying taking her, but the way he was just taking her.
It's what she wanted.
The mum spoke again, "He's really liking your arse, you're obviously a cheap slut now, you better make me cum."
Jo did all she could and finally the grip in her hair tightened.
"Fuckin white bitch, go on make me cum." The black woman cried.
The thrusts even harder from behind, he could see his wife about to orgasm.
He knew that his wife sometimes squirted, something Jo wasn't prepared for.
The gush, the flow, juices spraying over Jo's face.
The mother pulled Jo up by her hair, she also had a phone in her hand.
Jo took a breath, opened her eyes.
"Look at Mrs Watkins you dirty cow, does your husband know what a whore you are." she spoke for the camera as it filmed Jo's messy face, then panned up to her husband, fucking, taking her arse.
"What do you think your husband will think when he sees you've been used by the son, the wife, and one of his employees?" the black woman goaded Jo.
"Yes, my husband who's about to cum in your ass, Mrs Watkins, works for your husband." the black woman continues to film Jo as she's pounded, capturing the astonishment in her eyes.
"Posh white bitch, but really you're just a dirty white slapper, that loves being used by black men." the black mother goads Jo again.
"Go on, cum in her ass, fuck your bosses' wife." She tells her husband who's still fucking her ass.
No more encouragement needed, he pounded into her ass until he was ready to cum.
Jo looked straight at the camera as he started pumping her ass full of cum.
It felt amazing her face showed it.
'Oh god, would he ever stop ripping her apart,' she thought.
Then finally he stopped, he pulled out, she was full of his cum, her asshole feeling like it was gaping.
He walked to her face and shoved his cock in her mouth, telling her to clean it.
Her first sight of the gigantic cock that had been in her ass.
Licking it clean, tasting where it had been.
Jo's s mouth now stretched.
"Maybe we own this slut now, anytime we want her she will come for two BBCs, and look what she did for my pussy." the black woman declared.
She continued to film Jo until she had finished cleaning her husband's cock.
"Say thank you, Mrs Watkins, to the camera." a final goad from the resentful black wife.
Jo looked at it and said "thank you for letting your son cum in my cunt, your husband cum in my ass, and thank you for cumming over my face."
"You're welcome!! You're just a white cum bucket like your daughters." said the black woman.
The dad who had fucked her, grabbed a marker pen.



Wrote CUM BUCKET, on her ass.
PUSSY LICKER across her chest.
BLACK COCK SLUT over her cunt.
She was marked with a tally.
Jo finally got to her feet and looked around.
People drinking, sucking, fucking, her girls came out from the house, this time Dwayne was leading them. Leading them on a collar and leash each, he walked them over to her.
Jo read the two collars.
BBC SLUT on Summer's.
CUM SLUT on Rosie's.
"Your girls have needs, looks like you do too. Maybe you need a collar too!!! Take them around the party, offer your daughters, and of course yourself for use. Don't forget to get marked, I might have a surprise for the slut who performs the best." Dwayne informed Jo, and the girls in turn.
Jo took the leashes; all three women walked proudly to a group of guys who were drinking. They all looked at the three white women approaching. Jo proudly spoke to them
"Hi, my daughters and I are here to entertain your needs. I'm sure you know them well, but I'm also happy to serve your big black cocks, with any of our holes, and as you can see, we are well stacked, if you just need a tit wank. All we require is you mark us after use." spoke Jo, taking to the role of a madame, whoring out her daughters.
The confidence and the sluttiness of all three was going to mean a busy afternoon, and night.
The two leashes were grabbed, and Summer and Rosie were both forced down to their knees and started sucking cock.
Two of the other guys said they wanted Jo.
"I want you first before I fuck your daughters too." one told her.
Stripped down, he lay on the floor and Jo climbed on top, sliding his cock into her already used pussy. Her tits hanging.
"Yeah, what a dirty needy cunt you are straight to work." he commented.
The other guy stripped off, his cock hung ready, again she didn't see, as he knelt behind, she felt his hands on her, she felt his cock enter her still open ass.
It had been 10 years since her last DP by her husband and a director, now she was reliving it again.
Oh, god, she wanted this.
That afternoon, the barbecue was lit, the meat roasted, the meat consumed, sauce covered bodies and faces.
Drinks gulped down.
Strap ons came out.
Vibrators, Dildos whips gags.
The women share cocks, mother and daughter.
Faces and tits were plastered with cum.
As the night closed in, the party moved inside.
Summer called her dad as her mum was fucking her with a strap on.
Trying to stay normal, telling him Rosie and Jo were staying the night, they'd had too much to drink and weren't driving.
Her dad said he could pick them up.
"No, it's alright, tomorrow will do." she told him.
She couldn't help but moan at times.
It made her dad wonder.
Give your mum a kiss goodnight from me, I will see her tomorrow.
Summer was getting more than a kiss right now but would surely share a cummy kiss with her mother later.
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Straight alpha male leaves the correction centre after being mind controlled. He has been turned from straight to gay! If this doesn't interest you please don't read any further. Please don't give negative comments and marks!
Themes of Queen of Spades Outfits /Hypnosis/ Sissy Clothing/Big Black Cocks/Interracial Anal/Straight to Gay.
The boy lives in San Diego.
There are three people throughout this story.
Courtney Cole eighteen year old white boy.
Good looking with blue eyes long blonde hair five foot eight with a seven inch cock.
Neighbour Sean who's Black forty year old and six foot tall with ten inch cock.
A friend of Larry's and Jake's a black guy checking out if he's been correctly trained!
Mark forty two six foot and muscular with a eleven inch cock.
Courtney has been home for three weeks since leaving the correction centre. He got talking to a couple of girls but he can't get black cocks out of his mind? He's moved in to a flat near his parents all his neighbours are black mostly couples and elderly. Then he ends up speaking to a guy opposite he lives on his own. He hasn't got a wife or any children and is younger than most of the residents. His name is Sean and he's forty years old and Courtney thinks he's a very fit looking black man?
Larry and Jake have both spoken to him to remind him to keep watching the video's and wear is cage! He's even had a phone call off someone who's called Mark? This man said he will check out he's still being following the videos! Well Courtney has now been in two minds since leaving the centre he sees black men and gets excited. Then when he sees white girls gets horny has well? He's very confused always has been a straight boy but he knows he slept with two black men?
It's been a week since he received a phone call off a man called Mark. He resisted the temptation to phone Larry ot Jake has well. He has spoken to three different girls and is hoping to meet one soon. The problem is when he sees black men his cock gets hard and he imagines himself with these big black men! He has also not played any of the videos he was given or worn any of the clothing. He's slowly going back to now being a straight male. He puts the sex in the correction centre down to that's what happens in these places. He hasn't told anybody about what's happened and other than the phone call off Mark he's not done or heard anything. Hopefully they have now forgotten about him and moved on to the next inmate?
He's very much mistaken has Mark is going to be making him a visit real soon. He will have some new clothing more hypnosis Video's has well. Courtney will be now gay again he will forget being a straight boy! He will soon be visiting many black men and clubs for his fix of black cocks!
Courtney wakes up and puts the television on and makes himself a coffee. He's just wearing a pair of old boxers and a t shirt. He has plans later to meet an old girlfriend Monica hopefully it will go further? Then he hears a hard knock on his flat door. Then before he could answer another louder knock.
Wait a minute "courtney replies" stop being so impatient he shouted?
Then he opens the door and a big black man just barge's right inside! This black man is muscular about the same age has Larry and Jake? He locks the door behind himself while Courtney looks on stunned in silence!
Well boy "says mark" is that how you have been told to dress?
What you mean "courtney says" who the fuck are you?
I am Mark I phoned you last week boy and told you I would visit you?
Well "courtney replies" I don't need a visit I have plans leave straight away and I won't call the police?
"Ha Ha Ha Ha" call the police "says mark" after you been doing boy fucking men then calling them Daddy?
I was forced "says courtney" they made me with some sort of videos but I am straight and have had so many girlfriends!
Bollocks "says mark" you were begging for cock you were even asking to watch those videos boy? Now boy "mark says" you can do this the hard way or the easy way?
What you mean "replied courtney" the hard or the easy way?
It's easy you can carry on says mark from where you left off at the correction centre or we do it the hard way? The hard way is I beat you boy says mark to teach you some respect? The easy way mark says is you will fuck me and other black men you got it white boy!
Courtney stares at him in silence and looks at Mark he is attractive but he can't burst into his flat and then threaten him? Or can he threaten him and who could Courtney tell or even complain to?
Well boy "orders mark" strip off while I put on some new videos for you to watch boy?
Please "pleads courtney" I don't want to I have a date with a girl today I am straight please no Mark?
Strip "ordered mark" or you get beat boy now give me your phone lets check this date out?
He reluctantly hands him his phone and he then strip's off. Mark then goes through his messages then he sends a message to Monica. It says Courtney will not be now meeting her ever again?
Boy "says mark" where's you chastity cage and your pink pretty underwear? Also boy "says mark" some of your body hair has grown back shave it off now!
He run to the bathroom afraid to challenge this big black man. He shaves off any body hair and hears the television start up. There is a video he's started it's so loud it keeps saying give into big black cocks! He walks back in and Mark has layed some clothes out for him. All Cortney sees his big black cocks on the screen being stroked by little white hands! Just has he remembered in the correction centre. His cock immediately got hard and even dripped pre cum!
Boy "laughs mark" don't be shy have a wank you know you would if I was not here?
He was back in a trance all he could think about was big black cocks. He couldn't care Mark was next to him but started to look at the screen and wank! He doesn't even notice Mark stripping off all he could see was the black cocks on the video! He stroked harder and faster watching the big black cocks on video. Then fires his cum in no time and his cock goes limp! Then his cock is quickly locked into a cage in one action! He then turns and gasps has he sees Mark's big black cock!
Well boy "mark says" you like what you see eleven inch for your boi pussy? This key now stays with me says mark I will get some spares made but none for you boy?
He looks to see the cock cage key around the black man's neck. He then roughly puts him over the couch and slapped something onto his Ass cheek. "this he found out was a temporary tattoo a queen of spades" He was then given some clothes to wear. The first item a pair of pink satin jockstrap and a pair of pink holdups with pink bows. A very small pink mini skirt and a pink crop top with the Queen of Spades logo on! Then he brushed his hair into a ponytail tied with a pink bow. With some lipstick then his makeup he looked a pretty girl?
Well Larry and Jake were both right about you boy "says mark" has you do make a very pretty girl boy?
He then approached the boy and places his big cock against his face. There's no finesse he just wants this boy sucking his black cock. The boy looks at the screen and there's another white boy sucking on a big black cock. He opens his own mouth and takes in Mark's black cock! He bobs up and down and in no time he's got most of his cock into his throat!
Across the hallway from his flat the black neighbour Sean has noticed the black man knocking his door. He's also heard loud videos playing and what he keeps hearing is big black cocks give in? He now listens out to see what else is going on opposite his flat?
Mark has now got Courtney on all fours with his cock lined up against his tight boi pussy. With out any delay he pushes inside his boi pussy. He is soon power fucking his tight boi pussy in and out. His boi pussy now remembering the pleasure it received in the correction centre! His boi pussy is being fucked so hard the sounds can now be heard through out the apartment block!
Good boy "mark praised" give up that boi pussy it loves black cock? You are a Queen of Spades mark says for black cocks boy?
God yes "courtney calls out" so good so fucking good!
Mark fucks him at his leisure harder and then faster. The balls slapping so hard up against his Ass cheeks! The neighbour is now listening to the boy opposite having the fucking of his young life! The teen boy giving up his boi pussy to be resized again!
Yes boy "mark moans" I will be checking up on you more often you will be available for black men and cocks?
"YES" "YES" "courtney shouts out" take my boi pussy I belong to black men and black cocks?
Good boy "mark moans" keep watching your videos and don't stop thinking about black cocks!
Sean opposite could hear every word that was being shouted out! Sean wasn't Gay but would be happy to give the white boy some regular black cock! He was going to find a way of making a move on the boy?
The screams of joy continue has Mark now keeps fucking the boy. Moans and groans followed by racial slurs from the boy?
Fuck me "cortney pleads" with your huge black cock my boi pussy needs big black cocks?
Yes sissy boy "mark groans" take your black cock like a good white sissy boy?
This was heard throughout the apartment building with Courtney screaming out his love for black cocks! Mark picks up the pace really power fucking the teen sissy! The moaning intensifies has Mark is now so close to coming. He was like a rag doll being used by this dominant black bull. He then feels hot cum flooding into his bowels had the black bull breeds his boi pussy!
Yes slut boy "mark shouts" take my seed deep in your boi pussy!
He cums over and over again flooding his tight little boi pussy with copious amounts of potent black cum. He fires into his bowel over and over coating his boi pussy with cum! Then pulled out leaving his boi pussy gaping wide and dripping with cum. Then he goes to the front of the sissy boy to get his cock cleaned of cum and Ass juices!
Now boy"mark says" I will be back to check on you soon? Keep your cage on mark tells him watch those videos remember always be available for big black cocks?
Then he leaves Courtney dripping in his cum and wearing his sissy clothing.Then walks out of the flat and closes the door behind him! Courtney is now confused he was ready to start dating girls again.Now he desires to serve big black cocks and understands his future is black only! This visit has made him realise he should now embrace the Queen of Spades lifestyle! He will wear the clothes and keep the tattoo on his Ass cheek.
Over the next week he watches nothing but hypnosis sissy videos. Twice while he was watching his sissy clit came into the chastity cage. He brushed his hair then he tied it up with a bow. He then regularly shaved his body hair all off and he always wore sissy clothing inside his flat. He still didn't have the courage to wear his clothes outside his flat!
Courtney gets up and looked in the fridge he hasn't enough milk for his breakfast. So he keeps on his Queen of Spades crop top and his hair in a bow. Chuck's on a pair of jeans and trainers then heads out to the local shop. Courtney gets his milk and then heads back to his flat.
He gets back to the apartment block and he jumps in the lift. There's his neighbour Sean in the lift with him and he recognises the Queen of Spades symbol!
Hello I am your opposite neighbour Sean and you are?
Yeah I live opposite you and my name is Courtney pleased to meet you?
Well boy "says sean" I see you like blacks quite a lot?
Oh "says courtney" I don't quite follow you there's loads of black people around here?
The top boy "says sean" is that so you can attract your black neighbour boy?
"his plan is easier than he imagined"
Oh this top "replies courtney" it's nothing just a symbol?
Well boy "says sean" it's used to attract black men and says you have a preference for big black cocks?
I beg your pardon "courtney argued" it's just a t shirt nothing more so Sean sorry I am going into my flat now?
NO "sean replied" you don't get off that easy boy I also heard you getting fucked by that black man white boy?
You must be mistaken "courtney answered" I am straight I have girlfriends Sean!
Well today "sean says" your getting black cock boy?
With that Sean grabs Courtney's hand and followed him into his flat. The minute they were in his flat Sean then locked the door behind them. Courtney goes to protest but Sean takes off his clothes! The minute his black cock was on show it took over all of Courtney's thoughts. Black cocks are all that Courtney think's about since Mark's visit.
Boy "says sean" strip for your black Daddy?
"he's used to calling black men daddy it is what he called jake and larry"
He strips off his jeans and trainers now he's only wearing a pink jockstrap with his crop top! His bulge is caged with a chastity cage and it can't be released! Sean is impressed and is going to enjoy using this sissy boy!
Good boy "praised sean" come to Daddy stroke your big black toy slut?
He goes over and holds his balls with one hand then stroked with the other hand!
You handle black cock really well boy says sean it's not your first big black cock how many have you had?
Four "courtney whispers" if I include yours Daddy?
Is this the biggest black cock "sean adds" boy ten inches?
No Daddy "courtney replied" I have had eleven inches from Mark and also twelve inches from Jake?
Some serious big black cocks boy "sean replies" good it will mean your boi pussy is ready for my cock?
Courtney now strokes the black cock with two little white hands. He then gobs some spit and saliva over the black cock. Then carried on stroking the black cock with his two hands. This causes the cock to start to leak pre cum and he greedily laps then suck it up!
WOW"sean cries" out boy you've been well trained to love black cock? Now suck Daddy's cock sean encourages into your throat white sissy boy?
Courtney then starts to suck the head of Sean's black cock.Then bobs up and down it's length more sliding into his mouth. In no time he's got nearly all of the ten inches into his throat. His eyes are tearing up and the saliva is all over the black cock. The boy is now moaning and gagging over the big black cock! The more he bobs up and down the more cock enters. Sean is really close his cum will soon be swallowed by the young white boy!
Then Courtney feels something salty and hot Sean floods his mouth with cum! There is so much cum that it goes straight into his stomach. Sean has shot such a big load it's like he's pissed cum into the young boys throat! This goes on and on its leaking out of his mouth and around Sean's black cock! Then it stops Sean withdraws and wiped his cock over Courtney's face!
Now "sean commands" suck the cum off my cock sissy slut?
Courtney happily cleans the last of the cum off Daddy's big black cock! Sean then turns around so his black Ass in the sissy's boys face. Immediately Courtney puts his face into his black Ass crack and starts to lick up and down. Cleaning the sweat from his black Daddy's Ass crack!
Well boy "sean says" I thought you would have to be beaten to eat my Ass but no you love it you nasty white slut!
Courtney surprised him more by reaching around to cup his balls. Then he locates his Daddy's Asshole with his tongue. Then he laps away at Daddy's Asshole entering his Asshole while cupping his balls! Eating Ass of his black Daddy making his cock grow hard again for his boi pussy!
Now sissy slut "sean orders" on all fours!
Courtney was thrilled he was going to get another black cock inside his boi pussy! He immediately went up onto all fours with his back arched up! His Ass crack opens for Sean's big black cock! Sean approached and then jumps up behind his Ass. His big cock will soon add to the other three he's already received.
Now sissy boy "sean tells him" Daddy is going to go nice and slow then hard in your boi pussy?
He then slowly enters the boys backdoor the head stretches his Anus first. Then a few more inches with nice slow strokes which soon get longer. Daddy adding more black cock with each stroke. Now more than six inches are wedged inside his tight boi pussy! The boi pussy which stays tight after each black cock there will be more black cocks! Courtney now happily moans like a black cock slut he is now becoming!
YES "courtney cries out" Daddy don't go easy on my little boi pussy!
Daddy now slowly goes balls deep inside the boys tight boi pussy. Then he waits for him to get adjusted to his ten inches. Then he power fucks his boi pussy hard and deeply taking him like a slut! In and out the boys cries of joy can be heard throughout the apartment block! Screaming over and over again "fuck me" "fuck me" the black Daddy does has he's been asked! Harder and faster his balls slapping up against the boys Ass cheeks!
Sissy boy "sean says" take Daddy's black cock?
Yes Daddy "courtney moans" please fill me up and breed my tight boi pussy?
This was all that Sean needed to hear has he then withdraws then fucks again the cum builds in his balls. With the last thrust his cock then tightened up and shoot cum into his Ass pussy! Coating his bowels in hot salty cum over and over. His sissy pussy being bred by another new Black Daddy! The boy can feel Daddy's cum deep inside is Ass pussy!
Now some Ass to mouth boy sean orders come here and clean cum and your Ass off Daddy's big black cock boy?
Courtney cleaned the cum off the black cock this was the start of the day? He then wears loads of outfits for Daddy and with each new outfit more sex! The last outfit a school girl outfit and he rides Daddy's cock until his boi pussy drips cum again!
That day he gets black cock five times one time missionary three times doggy style and the last riding his Daddy bull again! He eats Daddy's Ass twice more once while he was being face sited then drunk Daddy's hot piss!
Daddy moved in and his holes were always ready for Sean's black ten inch cock! This was is conversion to full Queen of Spades!
His boi pussy is fucked three times every day and he wears outfits all the time!
Mark then phones up to check up on him and he replied he doesn't need anymore black cock he's getting loads? Mark doesn't believe him plans to pay him a visit? Mark believes he has probably met up with girls again has turned himself away from black cocks!
It's a usual morning Courtney being fucked doggy style before drinking Daddy's piss and then making him coffee. He's got on some really girly pink outfit and Daddy is now going in and out of his boi pussy! They both hear a hard knock at the flat door and who ever it is won't go away?
Sissy boy "sean asks" are you expecting anybody?
No Daddy "moans out courtney" keep on fucking me and ignore the door?
No boy "sean replied" wait here and stay in position your Daddy will get rid of them!
Daddy pulls out of the boys tight boi pussy and it remains gaped open a perfect "O"! He looks at it when he puts on a robe and he will definitely be right back? Then off he goes to answer the door. Courtney hears a voice talking to Daddy then he hears the door closing. Daddy must have got rid of the man at the door? Daddy then comes into the bedroom and drops his robe. He then stands in front of his white sissy boy.
Clean your Ass sean orders off my cock sissy slut?
He greedily bobs up and down Daddy's big black cock. Disappointed his Ass pussy has not been filled again by Daddy! It's open and winking for black cock to enter again! Then he feels someone get up onto the bed and behind him. He tries to turn and look but Daddy holds his head on his cock!
Then his gaped open boi pussy starts to get filled again with black cock! If it didn't feel so good he would have panicked by now but a big cock in his mouth and also his boi pussy is what he loves! The cock in his pussy is soon fucking him so hard! Is this a friend of Sean's hopefully his friend will visit more often?



Mark does it still feel tight "asks sean" the sissy boys boi pussy?
Yeah Sean "answered mark" he's becoming a true Queen of Spades he loves black cocks in his pussy
The two black cocks carried on using him for their pleasure. His two holes full of big black cocks ten in his mouth and eleven in his boi pussy! In and out his holes fucked by their black cocks. Moaning fills the room of their sissy boys lust! These two older big black men fucking their teen boy! Both will fill him with their cum again really soon. In and out both men are sweating building up their orgasms. Mark shoots first breeding his little boi pussy followed by Sean who is now shooting into the boys mouth! They both fill him up with their cum so it drips out of his Ass pussy and mouth! The white sissy boy is high on the black mens cum!
Both black men take the sissy boy into the bathroom. They both need a piss they get Courtney into the shower. Then Sean starts to piss into his young mouth he swallows without complaining. When Sean finishes pissing he sucks the remaining piss off his black cock and it grows hard again! Then Mark pisses straight into his mouth and all over his slutty pink sissy outfit. Mark pissed for what seems like ages. Courtney was struggling to drink it all but like a good slut he managed to take all of Mark's piss! Then he cleaned the last of the piss off and then Mark's cock was rock hard. They both took him into the bedroom for round two?
Come here sissy boy "orders sean" ride your Daddy's black cock slut!
Courtney slowly squats down on Daddy's ten inch black cock. Slipping inside his boi pussy it's soon balls deep his pink slutty outfit smells of Mark's piss. That doesn't put off the black men they need his tight boi pussy! Daddy pulls him down on top of him his Ass now exposed to Mark! Mark is now looking at his boi pussy riding black cock. Stroking his black cock he sees the Queen of Spades symbol on his Ass cheek the boy certainly is black only!
Then he gets up behind his Ass he's going to get two fat black cocks inside that tight boi pussy! He then slowly pushes his cock alongside Sean's entering the boy. With a push there's now two cocks deep inside his little boi pussy. They both wait while the boy gets used to the feeling of being full. Then they both take turns going in and out one pushes the other stops. They soon are working a rhythm fucking his Ass pussy! The sissy moaning out loud and shouting out he's a "black cock slut" and a "Queen of Spades" white boy! This encourages the both black men to pick up their fucking in and out.
They both are building up their cum for his boi pussy he will be dripping with their cum really soon! Mark then feels his black balls tighten he's going to cum inside the white boy!
Nasty sissy boy "mark screams" out take your Breeding from black cock white boy!
The first load of cum has Mark shoots his cun inside the white boy. He pulled out to fire the remaining cum into his mouth and give the boy Ass to mouth. Which he was happy to do drink cum and taste his own Ass! Daddy now uses the cum has more lubricant to fuck the boy. Has he bounced up and down his black bull! Daddy is now going to cum deep inside the white boy!
Courtney take Daddy's cum"sean cried out" boy deeply into your boi pussy!
Sean then shoots cum into his sissy boy has he bounced up and down. Riding and milking the cum from Daddy's balls. His boi pussy coated and dripping in two loads of black cum! He rides up and down until he's told to then stop by Daddy. Then Daddy gets the boy on all fours and watches his gaping Ass pussy expell two loads of black cum with a fart. Which Daddy then feeds to him which he happily swallows!
Both of the black men haven't finished with him they want more of the sissy boy. They get on all fours with their Asses in his face he knows what they want! So he gets up behind Daddy first and licks his sweaty Ass crack! Then he does the same to Mark's Ass crack licking each crack in turn. Back and forth stroking their black cocks hard at the same time. Tonguing each Asshole clean like a good little white boy! He does this until both black men are satisfied then he's told to go on all fours!
The men then take turns fucking his boi pussy on all fours. One goes while the other watches then a second black cock in doggy style. This goes on for what seemed like hours their stamina was insane. They both fucked him with long deep strokes has the boy shouted out in lust! He was like their fuck toy and he was begging to be treated like one!
YES "courtney shouts" fuck your white slut with your big black cocks? Take my boi pussy pleads courtney make me never want pussy again? I am a Queen of Spades courtney shouts again black cock only?
Well if it was not for Courtney talking like their little white slut they could have fucked him for ages! Both men fired into his boi pussy together stream after stream the boy is bred again! They fire so much hot cum the boy will be dripping their hot cum for the rest of the day.
The whole day was then spent fucking the white boy over and over! So much cum but he wants to be their sissy slut so badly! He is now black only Queen of Spades there will be visits by more black men to bred his tight white boi pussy! The correction centre was the making of this white sissy boy and from a straight macho boy he's now a big black cock sissy whore boy!
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This is another letter in our series, Asian Girl's First Big Black Cock.
Dear Asian Queen Network,
I know some of us girls came to be Queens naturally. Some may have dated black guys when they were young and then continued with it as a known preference even when they went on to marry white or Asian men. Many of us, though, made the concrete decision to become hotwives. I'm not going to bore you with my backstory, who I am, where I met my husband or how unfulfilling our sex life was.
Instead, just imagine...
I'm lying on my back watching my first big black cock slide its way into me. It's a moment that didn't seem like it would ever happen and, in that moment, didn't seem real.
It's become my reality ever since, though. In the last ten years, barely a week has gone by when I haven't had a large black cock inside me. It all started with that one thrust. In a moment, I became what my husband always wanted me to be, what I always should have been - a hotwife and a Queen.
There were a million things that could have got in the way. The biggest of those was myself. I fought against this every step of the way. Fought against my own needs.
I've been prevaricating all evening, conditioned by social convention to bury my own sexuality under a mountain of neuroses. It's amazing that I've even gotten this far.
David has been holding me, kissing my neck gently, his hand cupping my small breasts. Suddenly, he pushes me back onto the bed, mounts me, waits for a single nod from me and then reaches over to the nightstand and rips a condom packet open. It goes on in one fluid motion, and then he's guiding his cock inside me. In that moment, I could shake my head. I could pull my legs tighter together. Instead, for just that moment, I open them wider.
Despite all my reservations, my body wants this stranger.
The first shallow thrust feels little different from Brian, my husband, but then David adjusts his position and trusts again. This time he's deeper. I'm fuller. It's a qualitatively different feeling than I'm used to.
I let out a moan, half pain and half surprise. There's no pleasure yet, but there is possibility. I find myself looking up into David's eyes. He has paused, making sure that I'm okay. In my peripheral vision, I see Brian move and take up position in the chair we had prepared for him. I keep my eyes locked on David, and I find myself melting a little. He's a handsome man.
And I want to make love with him.
For the last ten minutes, all I've been aware of is his cock. And his cock is ridiculous. At first, I couldn't believe my eyes when he dropped his trousers. Then I could barely bring myself to look at it. It was indecent. It was shaming. That monster was supposedly for me. It was something I was supposed to want.
But now, with it hidden, buried inside me, David is suddenly not ridiculous anymore. He's attractive and muscled, and he smells fantastic. And I find, twenty seconds after being penetrated and several hours after agreeing, at least in principle, to have sex, that I am really, really turned on by this man.
"Kiss me," I tell him. That was one of our rules. One of my rules. I said I wasn't going to kiss. But I know now that I am. I can't see Brian's face from here. He has a safeword if he's too unhappy.
When our lips lock, I get more of that masculinity. David's scent and the light scratch of his stubble on my chin.
It's intoxicating.
And that's not just a fancy way of saying it's nice. It actually seems to be a mood-altering, behaviour-altering drug. My shyness and my reservations are melting away. All the reasons why this is a bad idea, all the pressure that's been put on me to do this, they all become distant.
I want him.
I want him to want me.
And I can see from the passion in his kiss and the hunger in his eyes that he does.
And that feels more amazing than any simple motion of our bodies.
"Fuck me," I tell him.
Was it the moment that he entered me, or was it those two words which marked the point of no return? Somewhere between the two, I've crossed my Rubicon. I was forced into this, pressured. But now, I'm here I am.
I'm going to enjoy this and damn the consequences.
"Are you sure, Sandra?" asks David. Maybe that wasn't as expressive as I thought, or maybe he's suffering from whiplash. I've been all giggles and averted eyes all evening. He must have been expecting me to dash out of this bedroom in tears at any moment. That, in fact, is where I've been emotional all evening. Not brave enough to make things happen and not brave enough to call it off. It took gentle and patient encouragement to get me back to the hotel room, more patience to get me undressed and practical sainthood to persuade me to touch him anywhere.
I reach up and bring my lips to his ears. "I want you," I whisper quietly enough that Brian can't hear. Again, my mouth seems to be reaching conclusions ahead of my brain. That's right, though, isn't it? I want David.
Brian wants me to be ravished by a big black cock. I want the man. This man.
David has been confident and charming all evening. He's well-dressed, tall and in great condition. I'm about to tell myself that the dick is an irrelevance, but then David starts to move inside me, and it most definitely is not.
Even with Brian, when I'm flat on my back, it's easy to feel controlled, dominated. My husband is an average-sized man, and I'm an average-to-small-sized woman. David is well above average in nearly everything and has a heightened sense of control that is overwhelming. He knows what he's doing. He's not worried. There's no dichotomy between his pleasure and my pleasure, as there so often is with my husband. We're both enjoying the natural movements of each other.
I'm very aware that I'm louder that I am normally. That cock is doing things to me that Brian's simply doesn't and I can't help but react to it -- moans and sighs and gasps. Every so often, David will say something like "You like that, don't you?" or "It feels good, doesn't it?" and I'll struggle to vocalize my agreement.
Before long, I'm riding a wave. There's a heat running all the way through my body and an insistent throbbing pleasure in my loins. It's heavenly. I find I'm in no hurry to come. With Brian, even if he does cunnilingus or gets the toys out, there's always that struggle to finally reach orgasm in a reasonable time. Here, I couldn't care less. There feels like an inevitability to everything that is happening.
Yet, the first one surprises me. It comes in miniature. It's no more than a single shudder of my body and one contraction around his cock. He recognises it for what it is. He smiles as I bite my lip, but does not break his rhythm.
"Good girl," he tells me. "You like that big black dick?"
And suddenly there we are! I'm still flushed from my orgasm, so he probably doesn't see my cheeks burning further from shame. We've just run slap bang into the elephant in the room. We haven't talked about race -- not Brian and I, and definitely not David, Brian and I. Our ad didn't mention skin colour, and his replies, while assuring us that he could supply what we needed, didn't go there either.
Maybe it's obvious. Brian wears his kinks on his sleeve. When we've watched porn together, he's gravitated towards interracial. When we've discussed 'bulls' -- God, I hate that word -- we've considered white ones, but the handful we ended up replying to were all black. Neither of us has ever noted this fact during our deliberations.
There are a hundred reasons you could suggest for this, many of them unpleasant and very few of them entirely wrong. None of which are better being brought out to the light.
I can tell you, at this particular moment, I don't give a damn about the colour of his skin. He's so fucking hot.
Fuck...
"Yeah, you like that big black dick?" It's only when he says it again that I realise that it's not just mindless dirty talk; he seems to actually want an answer from me.
"You are so fucking hot," I tell him. Then I'm not sure he's going to get it. "You," I repeat between thrusts. "You are so fucking hot."
"I know," he tells me. "All the white and Asian girls go crazy for me."
I hate that. I hate it how it takes away from how much I love what's happening to my body. Even as I'm trying to think of a way to respond, my next orgasm hits me. This one is mainly a leg shaker. My left one twitches and raises as my body throws itself back into the mattress. "Oh, fucking God," I find myself screaming.
"See!" David says with a cocky grin.
It's true. I am going crazy for him. The problem is, maybe not in the way he expects. I'm awash with endorphins and dopamine and who knows what else, but the way my heart is racing, there's something else there.
So help me, I think I'm falling in love with him!
For just a second, I fantasise that when our lovemaking is finished, as he gets dressed, he just casually asks me to go with him and I agree instantly. I walk out of my marital home without looking back and spend the rest of my life with him. Just like that.
I wouldn't, of course. He wouldn't either, more to the point. It's just a crazy thought that flashes across my mind while I'm being fucked by this stranger.
Then another flash hits me. I want out of this marriage. I'm not getting out, not any time soon, but I want out. I do.
And maybe it's those endorphins again, but I don't feel guilty about either flash.
If anything, I feel annoyed. I haven't thought about Brian for whole minutes. Now I'm reminded ot of his inadequacies, and not just the ones he's trying pathetically to make up with tonight's 'date.' He's there, somewhere, out of sight. Pleasuring himself, presumably. There was a point in the build-up to all this when I was doing this more for him than for me. That moment has long gone.
Again, my mouth does the thinking for me. "Take it off," I tell David.
It takes him a moment, long enough that I have to confirm my meaning. "Take the condom off," I repeat.
When he turns his head to look towards my husband, I reach a hand up and guide his gaze back to me. "I said, fuck me without."
He pulls out and, in the only awkward moment since we started, it takes him a long time to get the prophylactic off and into the bin. I'm left staring at that ridiculous cock of his again and marvelling that it was inside me just a moment ago. It also gives me pause to reflect on what a bad idea this is, which it totally is. But I'm doing it anyway.
When he firmly pushes his dick back into me, I moan, "Oh, darling, make me yours." Is that too much? Will Brian pick up on that? He's probably too caught up in the fact I've just let 'gone raw' with his 'my bbc,' to notice the pleading in my voice. He probably thinks I'm doing it for him. That's not it. I want to be as close to David as possible. I want it to be as good as it can possibly be for him. I want him to come back again.
Because what the fuck else do I have in my life these days?
Does it feel different without? Well, they say that ninety per cent of sex is psychological, so the answer is 'fuck yes.' I'm so turned on that I want this man's cum inside me. I'm on other birth control, so it's not like I'm actually getting pregnant. But I want to feel owned.
"That feelsso good," he tells me.
I look up into his eyes and nod. "Yeah?"
"Yeah, so fucking good."
"Then fuck me harder," I tell him.
That was just dirty talk, but to my surprise, he does. He turns rough and his thrusts stab at me. I discover I'm a masochist for his cock. At my hole, our juices are mingled into a frothing white foam, his dick covered in my desire for him. I take his big hands and put them around my neck. I want to feel his strength. After a few seconds, I start to feel the squeeze everywhere -- the sensation in my pussy, already a mixture of pain and pleasure, becomes sharper, more defined.
Choking me also has an immediate effect on David. His smile becomes just slightly wicked, and I can see he's lost in the act of fucking me. He's taking me as he wants, fast and hard, and he's clearly in heaven. I love how much he is getting off being inside me. I feel sexy in a way I haven't in years. I lock eyes with him and encourage him with an unending series of moans -- I'm all 'fuck yeahs' and 'fuck me' until I start to feel his thrusts becoming even more intense, and I can tell his orgasm is mounting.
"Cum inside me," I tell him.
"You want it?" he asks. "You want my cum?"
"Yes, baby," I scream. "Fill my womb with your seed."
"Oh, yes, oh, yes," he agrees, then reassures me. "I'm cumming. I'm going to cum."
He throws his head back, but I reach up and tilt it back down. I want him looking at me when he lets go.
Instead, he kisses me hard, ramming his tongue down my throat at the same time as his cock explodes inside me. His hips buck as he squirts, and one thrust particularly hits deeply. I try to scream from the sheer shock of it, and then I'm riding the wave of my own, full-bodied orgasm.
After the first few spasms, I feel desperate. It's fading, and I want to hold this moment in my hands. I don't want to be over. It can't be over. Our bodies slow and stop, and, after a moment, he tries to pull out. I won't let him. I fight against this, wrapping my legs back around his torso and pulling him closer to me. A fit of breathless giggles takes me, and he joins in, acknowledging our joint pleasure and the wall we've just knocked down together.
I hear Brian moving around, a whisp of paper being pulled from a packet and then the sounds of it being patted around a body. Poor fool. He only thinks he knows what just happened. He thinks he got everything he wanted. I'm not a natural liar, not good at deception, but this is going to be easy. If he wants to make a couple's account on a certain type of dating website, he can. If he wants me to wear those cute 'hotwife' branded bra and panties, I will, happily. I'll even get one of those little Queen of Spades tattoos if I really have to, and pretend I've bought into to the lifestyle hook, line and sinker. And when he suggests meeting someone else, I'll agree, and we'll look through the profiles together.
And then I'll get an attack of the nerves and tell him that I feel more comfortable with David, just this one time. The more we do and the more Brian will reveal his deepest fantasies. And my answer will always be the same. Yes, with David.
Fantastic as it was, it's not the sex I'm looking forward to. The next time we go through duty-free, I'll suggest picking up some expensive cologne. When his birthday rolls round, whenever that might be, I'll buy him a fancy tie. Then after we're done, I'll make a point of straightening it before he goes.
I crane my neck up and kiss my new lover.
I'm his now, and he's beautiful.
And something to actually look forward to.
I tell my husband that I love big black dick. He has no trouble with that. I wonder how he'd react if I ever told him the complete truth.
Yours,
Sandra,
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Thanks to everyone who read, voted or commented on my first submission. I'm still working on the next chapter of my adventures, but in the meantime here's the first letter in a series I call Asian Girl's First Black Cock where other Queen write in an let us know about their own sexual adventures.
Dear Asian Queen Network,
You asked for our first time experiences with black men. This is mine.
This was twenty years ago, and I was twenty-two years old. I'd finished my bachelor's degree at Beijing University and had just flown into the UK to do a master's degree in Nottingham. Instead of going into a dorm, I had the opportunity to stay with a host family. That would give me a chance to experience real British culture and also get authentic language practice. I wasn't a party girl, so the thought of staying with a whole bunch of rowdy students didn't appeal to me.
About a week before I left China, I got a call from Yvonne, the woman who arranged the homestay families and dealt with any issues. She said there was a host family for me, but she was also kind of dancing around something. She dropped into the conversation, along with a whole bunch of other information, the fact that the family was black. Then she started to go on about how they had two youngish kids, seven and four. Eventually, she came round to asking if I thought they would be okay, while making it clear that it was okay to say 'no.' Some Chinese have pretty backwards ideas about race, and I think she was giving me a way out without trying to appear to give me a way out without either her or me appearing politically incorrect.
Anyway, I said yes, and I was happy that I did, because when I got there, they were so welcoming to me. The house was just close to the university and I had, not an enormous room, but definitely a much bigger room than some of the other students in the host programme.
I was a bit intimidated by Rita at first; she was a huge, and I mean huge, black lady. She must have weighed more than 120kg, and she had this loud laugh. Dan, on the other hand, was tall. He was an electrician and, while he wasn't muscled and had something of a dad bod, he was still in reasonably good shape. He didn't share Rita's laugh, but he had a habit of making her laugh with just a silly word or two.
I was also quite shocked by how physical they were together. She'd be cooking, and he'd come home and kiss her on the back of the neck. Or he'd be going from the fridge to the lounge and a hand would just caress over her buttocks as he passed. It wasn't anything too saucy, but compared with growing up with my very traditional parents, it was kind of weird seeing a relationship where touch played a major part.
Being a good girl, I never went out late at night. I was always in bed early, and my bedroom was well away from the master bedroom. As the term progressed and I started to get assignments though, things became a bit tougher. One night, I was up past midnight trying to get a first draft of an essay done. Just before settling down to sleep, I went to use the toilet and heard the distinct sounds of sex coming from their bedroom. They weren't loud exactly, but she was definitely vocalising a lot of pleasure. I assumed, given her cries, that they were nearing the end. As I sat on the loo, I waited for them to finish. There were periods of relative silence, but every time I thought they were done, her moans would start up again. This seemed to go on forever. When I left my room, it had been 12:04. When Rita had her final, wall-shaking orgasm it was 12:43.
For the last twenty minutes of that, I had my hand hovering over my pussy. Wanting to masturbate, but feeling it was wrong.
I was not a virgin. I'd had sex three times with my boyfriend back in China, each time at a tiny dirty little hotel that charged by the hour. Altogether all three sessions had lasted probably half as long as what I'd just heard through the walls.
I went to bed, but didn't get much sleep.
From then on, I reacted differently to the little love touches Dan and Rita gave each other during the day. I couldn't help but think of that long, long sex session every time they brushed against each other. And I found myself imagining what it would be like.
All of which meant I was imagining being Rita, of course. I couldn't get my head around her body; it was just so different from my own, so soon I stopped trying to imagine what it must be like for them to make love and instead started imagining what it would be like for Dan to make love to me.
It was a stupid thing to fixate on because, inevitably, I ended up falling just that little bit in love with him.
I was self-aware enough to know what was happening and had the presence of mind to try to do something about it. I accepted a date with a white guy from my class, Jack. He was pleasant enough, but it only made things worse. After our first date, and a chaste kiss goodnight, I tried imagining what it would be like to sleep with him. I couldn't. I wasn't able to conjure up any kind of nice image until my mind substituted Dan. Jack sent me a few text messages, which I didn't reply to. We had a rather awkward conversation after a lecture where I neither committed to nor refused another date, which was followed by more text messages, which I also ignored. Eventually, he got the message and backed off.
Now, when I masturbated at night, my fantasies went straight to Dan, with only a little residual guilt. I'd climb into bed and then imagine the door opening. He wouldn't say anything, he'd just climb into bed as if we were already lovers. I'd open my legs slightly, and slip a finger there as I dreamed about what his kisses would be like. What his cock would get like.
After long nights pleasuring myself, I naturally became worried about letting my feelings show in the mornings. I'm an open book, or so I'm told. I thought if Rita found out my feelings about Dan, there would be trouble somehow. I became even more withdrawn than I was naturally, scurrying into my room whenever I came back from class and eating meals in silence. I was aware I was being impolite, but felt that the alternative might be worse.
So there was a lot of internal build-up before what happened happened. From my perspective, there hadn't been any kind of external build-up, though.
It was a normal Thursday morning.
Rita had bustled off to her shift. As an electrician, Dan's work was less scheduled, and he was still lounging around the house at nine thirty. I made it a habit to help out where I could, so I'd started doing the washing up without having been asked. I'd just run the hot water and mixed in the Fairy Liquid when Dan got up to get another cup. He took a couple of teaspoons of instant from the jar, added three sugars and then brushed past me to get the milk from the fridge.
And as he 'brushed' his left hand came into contact with my behind. It was very fractionally above perfectly innocent. His hand lingered just fractionally longer than it should have done. It pushed against me just fractionally harder than could be explained by the relative positions of the sink and kitchen table hemming us in. I found myself looking up towards him and he ignored me, rooting around the fridge for an unopened bottle of milk.
When he passed me again, I stuck my arse out just a little bit more. This time when he passed me, he didn't slow, but nevertheless, his hand lingered, an open palm held flat against my rear. It was clearly aloving touch, the sort he'd just naturally give Rita if she were here at the sink instead of me.
I felt my heart beating fast. I suddenly knew that what I dreamed of for so long could happen. I could make it happen.
It seemed to take forever for Dan to fill the rest of his cup with milk. When he did, I knew he'd need to go past me again to put the milk back in the fridge.
No sooner did I hear the lid go back on the bottle than I hiked up my skirt and pulled my knickers down to my thighs. I daren't look up, but a second later, two firm hands came to rest on each of my arse cheeks.
And they stayed there. They didn't move, but I found myself wiggling my bottom underneath them.
"You want this?" he asked.
I nodded mutely.
"You sure?" he prompted again.
"I'm...sure," I answered, barely able to speak.
I was terrified, frozen in place, but a moment later I felt his hand move to my pussy, confirming that my body did, indeed, want this, and then I heard him unzip.
He pushed inside me. A dominant older black man putting his dick inside a scared little Chinese girl. I felt my lips part, welcoming him. He pushed again and just kept pushing. He seemed to fill up my whole being in a way I'd never experienced before.
What remains deeply erotic for me was how simple the experience was. Once he was inside me, he just put his two big hands on my waist, held me in place and started to thrust. He choose a tempo and stuck to it. He didn't say anything. He didn't vary the position. He could have grabbed my breasts, or fondled my arse or kissed the back of my neck. He did none of those things.
Instead, he simply took me, a man taking a woman.
It wasn't so hard so much as it was insistent. My pussy soon adapted to his rhythm, each long stroke hitting it deeply at its core. It started to contract and squeeze around his shaft.
This series is calledAsian Girl's First Big Black Cock. It's ironic because I never actually saw his cock. I don't know how big it was, only how it felt, and it felt very different from my previous lover, filling my sex and making my clit throb and ache as I welcomed its intrusion into me.
If he didn't move, neither did I. My hands rested on the side of the sink, my face just above the washing-up bowl. I was balanced well enough that I could close my eyes, and the steam rising from the water became part of the experience. I began to sweat from the heat and the exertion.
For the next five minutes, the only change was that as he thrust in, I found my hips thrusting back in kind. As much as his cock was driving me wild, I found myself focusing on his hands. Safe hands but also controlling. He wasn't going to let go until he had finished with me. I didn't want him to. I wanted to be his.
"Oh, baba!" I found myself moaning the Chinese word for father -- a man to look after me. If he understood, he didn't respond, except for a slight squeeze of my hip. His next thrust set off my pussy muscles again, not quite a mini-orgasm but a noticeable increase in pleasure.
From that moment on, I was lost in ecstasy. His smell was sex. His touch was sex. His breath, heavy behind me, was sex. I wanted nothing but the man inside me. We were in perfect heavenly unity.
For all it seemed to go on without end, I was finally knocked out of my reverie by his quickening thrusts. His hands at my waist went from being safe and comforting to holding me like a vice. The rhythm became synopated and his breath became laboured. Suddenly, the reality of what I was doing hit me.
"No..." I cried, except it came out as a whisper. "Don't, don't..."
It was too little too late, a second later I felt his cock thrust deeper into my pussy than anything ever had before. Deeper than I knew I went. One hand moved up and grabbed my tiny breast, squeezing it tight, and I moaned in pain.
And his cock stayed and stayed in my cunt. He relaxed his hold on me just a little for just a second, and then he pushed into me again. And again, his cock held deep as he finished with me.
I came.
I came so hard I would have fallen, my knees buckling, except he held me firm through my orgasm.
It completed me.
They said I became a woman when my pathetic little boyfriend stuck his pee-pee in me for thirty seconds and then filled a condom. They were embarrassingly wrong.
I became a real woman when I learned what it feels like to be a real woman. When I learned what it means for a man to take and a woman to give.
Ironically, I learned how to be a woman at the kitchen sink, but I try to gloss over that part as much as possible.
Then suddenly, man and women were apart again. I missed his hands on me just as much as I missed him not being inside me. I was left standing there, weak in the legs and breathing hard, my knickers around my ankles.
I didn't turn around. I heard the chair scrape and then him take the first sip of the coffee he had been making before this all happened.
"You'd better get cleaned up," he said eventually. He was right, my hand reached down to my thighs, and I could feel his cum-leaking out of me.
I was numb with the thought that my host father had just put a baby inside me. And there was nomight, he had made me pregnant. I was sure. For a moment, I find myself blaming him for what he should have done. He should have worn a condom. He should have pulled out.
He shouldn't have done anything at all. He shouldn't have touched me.
But what about me? I should have asked him to wear a condom. Insisted. I should have told him to pull out.
I let him breed me.
I'm left stranded between the moment and its consequences.
I try pulling my knickers up, but realise my thighs are too dirty. I reach down to the drawer and pull out some kitchen towel. It's hard against my skin, and nor does it work against the cum already matted into pussy. I do a botched job and then half-pull my knickers up so I can waddle to the downstairs loo.
I sit there for a while. My hand is on my pussy. Even minutes later, I can feel that it's still dilated from the good fucking it just got.
I'm used to condoms, neat little packets easily binned. This is messy. Every time I dab with paper, there is still semen inside me. It seems like I'll never be clean inside. A little gets stuck to my finger, and I bring my hand up to look at it.
Dirty. Dirty. Dirty.
That was amazing.
I'm a cheap girl who let herself be used.
It is amazing.
Even now, his seed is fusing with my egg, burrowing into my uterus.
He took me.
I'm going to be a mother. My belly is going to grow big and my breasts are going to fill with milk. I'm going to go into labour. I'm going to have to push a living child out of myself. It is going to be agony.
He already has two children. He has a wife. He won't leave her. I know that. I won't ask.
I put my hand to my stomach. I've always wondered what it would feel like to have a life growing inside you. But only in the abstract, something I knew was coming in a far-away part of my existence that had no bearing on who I was now.
It's there now.
Three months. Six months. Nine months.
Soon.
My phone goes. It's Lina, my study buddy, wondering where I am. I realise my seminar is due to start in seven minutes. I pick myself up, have one last go at cleaning my nether regions and then straighten out my clothes. I arrive on campus twenty minutes late and mumble an apology. I overslept, which is not terribly believable for me but is the best I can do.
I cry off studying in the library afterwards. Instead, I go into the city centre and hover outside the chemist's. I know I need to deal with this, but...I just don't. Somehow, I just can't. I do make one decision. I sit on a park bench and call the university admin in charge of the host family programme. I tell her I want to move. She asks why, and I can't really tell her, floundering around for a thousand excuses that don't quite make sense. In the end, she just flat-out asks me, "Did something happen?" and my 'no' is not at all convincing. She says she's got another potential family, but they're fifty-minutes walk away from the university. I agree immediately.
I make an arrangement with Rita to go back and get my stuff, and when I arrive, it's just her there. She's upset because my leaving suddenly reflects badly on them. She doesn't say as much, but I think she thinks there is something racist going on. Luckily, I don't have much stuff and I'm tidy by nature, so I can grab everything I need quickly and get out.
My new host is a middle-aged woman who is fussy about tidiness and keeps three cats. Again, I'm a good girl, so there's no friction, but neither do I feel any warmth in the home.
After a week, I go and buy two pregnancy tests, different brands, throwing them into my basket casually as I walk round the local Tesco supermarket.
At my new home, I sit on the loo, try to get the stick in the right position and wee on it. I place it on the sink and stare at it. A single line appears on the strip of paper. I wait. The line darkens but remains alone.
It's negative.
I can't believe it. There is no way it can be negative. I know I'm having his baby. I rip the other one open and repeat the test.
That one is negative as well.
Somehow, I've dodged a bullet.
It's drilled into us that if you act badly, if you act sluttily, even once, you will end up as a single mother. It's what you deserve.
It's what I deserve.
It's what I want.
His baby should be growing inside me.
Weirdly, while I've relived that moment a thousand times since it happened, I've not thought of actually doing it again with Dan. That changes now. Suddenly, I need him again.
I send him a text message.Can we meet?
He replies,that's not a good idea.
That annoys me,it's a great idea. I want you inside me
He doesn't reply.Please! I send after half-an-hour. Still nothing. I break down in tears in my room. I send a hundred more texts. He sends none.
The next day my period comes. My flow seems unnaturally heavy. It's like my body betraying me.
Pregnancy starts to feature in my sexual fantasies. That moment when he fills my womb up with life. I imagine him fucking me when I'm seven months gone. I imagine him holding our child, his two conveniently forgotten.
A week later, I show up at his house, conservatively dressed but not wearing any knickers. I know he's in and she's out. His van is parked there. I knock on the door, and he doesn't answer. I hop over the little fence to the back garden and bang on the kitchen door. I see him coming through the glass. He opens it and pulls me inside.
"What are you doing here, you crazy bitch?" he asks.
I lean over the kitchen sink and pull up my skirt.
I wait for what seems like an age.
Finally, I feel his cock push inside me.
There's no moment of victory. Almost immediately, I understand the difference. Last time, he had been deliberate. This time he's angry. The pace is faster, so much so that there's now an audible slap as his flesh hits mine. He pushes deeper each thrust, and it hurts. I vocalise that. I'm not sure if he hears moans or screams.
This was what I wanted, but I'm also wondering if I should stop it. If I can stop it.
Then his hands go to my neck. He's not strangling me, but it is a firm grip. Enough to persuade me that there's no stopping this.
If I was taken before, this time I am used.
"You fucking slut," he says as he pushes my head further down onto the sink.
That word can be liberating. This time it's shameful. I don't reply. I don't know whether to agree with him or deny it. He's right, though. How did I suddenly get to be like this? Why am I here? Can I ever be that good girl again?
"God, your cunt is so tight. Even if you're a crazy Chinese whore." I realize that he's not even talking to me anymore. He's just talking about me.
It hits me like a train that I've missed out on those loving touches right at the start. I wanted him to brush against me first. To toy with me, play with me, see if I'm interested. Alas, I've given myself so cheaply that he doesn't need to do any of that. Instead, he's brutal. I don't acknowledge his insult. With the roughness and the dirty talk, there's no way I'm finding my floating place this time. Instead, I endure the pounding. I focus on getting to the end of this.



But my body betrays me. Suddenly, without warning, I find my pussy slamming down around his dick and whole body shuddering. I don't convulse or feel weak at the knees like last time, and there is little pleasure. It's a physical reaction, the same as a sneeze.
He sees it happen. "You like that. Cum for daddy," he says. I'm not sure if he's taunting me, there does seem to be a sneer in his voice. I'm still shaken by my orgasm, but one word stands out there, reminding me why I'm here.
"Daddy. Baby." I moan, having difficulty formulating even simple words in a foreign language.
"Yes, baby," he replies, missing the point. "Daddy is going to make you cum again and again."
"No," I tell him. "Baby. I...want...baby."
"You want a baby?" he replies in surprise.
I do. However dispassionate this encounter is turning out, I've been fixated on that one thing for the past month.
"I want your baby," I repeat. "Please, daddy." I wonder why I mean it, but I do.
"Oh, you do, do you?" Again, there's scorn, but he doesn't stop. If anything he gets rougher. There's actually pressure at my neck now. I try and answer with a 'yes' and find myself struggling for breath.
"You really want to be my babymummy, even though I'm married?" he asks.
"Mmmm, mmmm, mmmm," is all I can say.
Then he stops. He pulls out of me. I start to turn, to protest, and he interrupts. "Down on your knees."
I obey. My forehead is now level with the kitchen counter.
"No, like a dog," he says. I have backup, so I can bend over. "Head down, arse up," he orders. Again, I follow his instructions, resting my head on my crossed arms. I can hear the sounds of him jerking his cock behind me.
"You want to be a mummy?" he asks again.
"Yes!" I moan. "Please."
"Beg me," he orders.
"Please make me a mummy," I repeat. "Put a baby inside me. I need it."
"Okay," he says coldly. I feel his cock once more enter me, but once it's in, it remains motionless. "You're going to count to five, and when you hit five, you're going to become a mother, right?"
"Yes, yes," I beg.
"One," he says, thrusting into me and then holding it. "Now, you count."
"One," I repeat and he moved back and thrusts again. "Two."
"You going to be a good mummy?" he asks as I say, "Three."
"Yes, yes," I moan. "I'll look after your son well," I tell him. "Just let me have him."
He doesn't reply but thrusts again. "Four." He holds his cock there, and my body is shaking, trembling on the end of it. He is clearly having problems keeping it in. "Okay, here it comes."
"Five," I cry triumphantly as he slams into me one last life-creating time. "Oh daddy, oh daddy, oh daddy," I repeat like a mantra.
I don't cum. I still feel elated.
He fills me even more with another three thrusts and draws to a stop.
He pulls out, stands up and turns around all in one movement, meaning I still don't get a proper look at his cock. He reaches into a drawer and pulls out the same roll of kitchen towel I used before -- a quick wipe and his trousers are back up again. He throws the paper down to me.
"Get cleaned up and then get your psycho-bitch arse out of here," he barks at me. "And don't ever darken my door again."
I look at him, dumbfounded.
"Oh, and by the way, I had a vasectomy years ago. Two kids are enough for me, and there's no way I'd risk knocking up a wacko like you. You'll have to find some other poor sucker to knock your sorry arse up. Now, go, if I ever see you or your skanky cunt here again, there will be trouble."
That seems to break something inside of me. All the pent-up emotions suddenly come out.
Except they come out as laughter. I'm so ridiculous. I'm a fool and a slut and, yes, he's definitely right, in need of some serious therapy. The idea that he might have had the snip is obvious in retrospect, but had never even occurred to me until he said it just now. No wonder he had little fear about fucking his houseguest raw the first time.
I find myself lying on the kitchen lino filled with what I now know is the worthless spunk of a man who hates me, and I feel so fucking alive and so fucking unlike myself that it's liberating. I don't get up, I just crack up.
He looks down at me on the floor, not sure what the hell is going on. "I'm going, I'm going," I tell him, but find myself doubling over again from amusement. He offers a hand and pulls me up, firmly but not roughly. He again offers me the kitchen towel, but I refuse, pulling my knickers back up over my sodden pussy.
I end up walking back to my new home. It's a lovely day. The birds are singing and, for once in England, the sun is actually out. When I get back, I find my host mother is out at bridge for the afternoon. I think about having a shower. I definitely need one with the afternoon I've had. I realize, though, that once I do that, this thing, whatever it is, will be over.
Instead, I go and lie in my bed, masturbating over my panties which are now firmly pasted to my pubic hair with semen. I think about that big black cock going in and out of me.
I've gone crazy, and, as of now, I'm giving myself permission to go crazy for the first time ever in my life.
I pick up my phone and send a message to Jack, my quickly abandoned squeeze.Hey, are you there? Sorry for blowing you off the other day.
A message comes back quickly.Sure. No problem. What's up?
I'm horny, I type. It's the first time I've ever talked frankly about having sexual needs with a man.
There's a very long pause for how short the reply is.Really?
Do you want to come over and eat my pussy?
This time the reply is very quick.Yes, sure. Be delighted to. and then some rather redundant emojis on the end of the message.
To be clear, I'm not going to be reciprocating in any way. I type.
He sends me a sad face, but then follows it withI can live with that.
The thing is, I still don't fancy that shower. Permission to be crazy, I remind myself.
One last thing... I type.
My knickers pull at my hair as I peel them off and down to my knees. I stick the camera between my legs and take the best picture I can. It's out of focus and not centred right, but it's enough to get the idea.This is my pussy right now, It's unmistakably used.
The message comes back.Oh, okay... There are no emojis on the end of this one. Regardless, I can't really back down now.
It is okay. I reply,I'm okay with it, and you are going to be okay with it as well. Either you want a good time or you don't. What's it to be?
There's another pause which is longer than it should be.I'm on my way. Ten minutes.
Good boy, I type.
It takes Jack a lot longer than ten minutes to get to me. Actually, that's kind of my fault. I hadn't told him about my recent move. Which worked out rather well, since it meant that he got to meet Dan, albeit briefly, before he ate the man's cum from out of me.
And that's the story of my first bull, my first cuck and how I started to come to terms with my fetish for being bred. I've a lot more to share with the Asian Queens Network including the time when I got two precious lines on my pregnancy test, but you only asked for the first time this time. I'll write in with more stories soon.
Love to all my Queens out there,
Lucy.
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Intro
This story is part of a series from Summer's life. She is the girlfriend of Dwayne, but also his submissive. BBC and white slut. In this story, Jo, her mum finds out more about how Summer lives her life and her lifestyle choices. Will Jo also find the attraction to black men too tempting?
There are various scenes that aren't all interracial. I invite you to read my story, but if you feel it's not for you, then there are plenty of other authors on Lit.
This version is for the interracial reader, but it isn't just a love story. It is more about how, as a white woman, BBC is so alluring.
I hope you enjoy reading this version.
Sinderella Black xx
Tales of Summer: The barbecue
June 23rd, three weeks after Summer had her Queen of Spades tattoo. The tattoo that she had paid for by them enjoying using her body. Summer hadn't worn any clothes for the last three weeks, yes, it was to let it heal, but her boyfriend had set a rule for her to be naked at home.
Naked for every minute of every hour of every day. It was Summers' choice to obey her boyfriend's rules, and she enjoyed being natural around the house. Dwayne was her Dom, her master, her boyfriend. For those three weeks, he enjoyed her pale white skin against his dark black skin.
Most of the time, she would be alone or with Dwayne, but occasionally, he would have his friends around. She wouldn't cover up; she was proud to be Dwayne's queen of spades, meaning she was a white slut for all black cock. Not only would they grope her, but she would also give them pleasure with her hands, her big tits, and her mouth. They could enjoy fucking any of her holes; she wouldn't say no. Even Dwayne's brother, sister, and dad had used his girlfriend.
Today was the day Dwayne had invited people to their house for a barbecue. But today she was allowed to wear clothes. It was a uniform day. School uniform day. The barbecue was a school uniform barbecue. All the women were encouraged to wear the sauciest school uniform they could find.
Dwayne had invited two people that Summer knew better than anyone else, her sister Rosie and her mum Jo.
Rosie was a curvy Targaryen slut. Like her sister, she loved showing her body off. Her tits were bigger than Summer's at 40dd, and the tattoos she had also craved attention, especially the one underneath her tits, which was normally on show. Rosie and Summer had grown up together and were close. Going to parties, concerts, and even on holiday together. Sexually, Summer had learned from her sister, just a year apart, and she looked for advice and even explored together.
Then, of course, there was the time they went to Ibiza together, sharing an apartment. Rosie had come back one night, and as Summer lay watching, touching herself, Rosie rode the guy she had brought back. What happened in Ibiza stayed in Ibiza; they didn't tell their mum, even though she was always sexually open with them.
Rosie had put her white blonde hair into pigtails. A plain black skirt covering just her ass (just like when she was at school), thigh-high holding ups in black went with her black four-inch heels. The white blouse, no buttons done up, just tied up underneath her tits, and a grey cardigan channelling her inner Brittany. Of course, Brittany's tits weren't as prominent and on show as Rosie's.
Rosie rang the doorbell at her mum's house. Picking up her mum, the neighbours were treated to a sight. No way would she have been allowed in school, but she knew from Dwayne that this was how all the women would be dressed. Her mum answered the door; dad was away working, back later, so he didn't see what his wife or daughter had chosen to wear for the party.
Jo looked more like Summer than Rosie now that Rosie had dyed her hair blonde. Her long brunette hair was tied up in a ponytail. The outfit she had decided on was nowhere near as revealing as her daughters. For a start, hers was done up, had a tie on, and a bra!! Yes, it showed off her midriff, but then Jo was proud of how she still looked fantastic for her age and could turn heads when her 38D's were on show.
To be fair, Rosie thought Mum had gone a little conservative. Growing up, mum always had her tits on display in the dresses she wore, which obviously passed down to Summer and her. Dad would always be touching, grabbing, groping mum, even with the girls around, "having fun". The skirt was longer than Rosie's mid-thigh, pleated red, black, and white checked, matching the tie. To finish the outfit, she wore white almost knee-high white socks with four-inch black heels.
Rosie gave mum a kiss, "You look fab mum," to which Jo replied, "And you look slutty Rosie, is this how you wore your uniform at school?"
"When I could, I would, I loved the attention from all the boys. All the girls did! I was lucky my tits were bigger, and I got more attention (and cum). Shall we go?" Rosie knew what Dwayne's parties were like; what she was wearing would get her a lot of attention.
Mum grabbed her keys and bag, mother and daughter walked out in public dressed as school girls. They truly were a sight as they walked together to the car. Even as Rosie drove, people were looking, some looking in disgust, the men looking in lust.
When they arrived, there was nowhere to park, so again they had to walk from the car to the house, but they weren't the only ones. A black couple in front, obviously going to the same party, wearing school uniforms. His hand was on her ass as they walked by where Rosie had parked.
Rosie swung her legs round. No way of getting out elegantly in this skirt flashing her white cunt, and for sure, the guy noticed and winked. Rosie just smiled back. It wouldn't be the first or last time a guy would have seen her flashing it.
She had been out with Summer and Dwayne before and knew how wild they were and how wild his friends were. Was her mum ready for this? She texted Summer, 'we're here'.
Summer found Dwayne, and they headed to the front door to welcome her mum and sister to the party. Drink in hand, they arrived at the front door just as the doorbell rang; it was the other couple. Dwayne welcomed them in; the guy was one of Dwayne's work colleagues with his girlfriend. He welcomed Richie in. Richie moved to Summer, looking her up and down.
"Looking fine, missy." Richie gave her a hug and pressed firmly against her. One hand on Summer's back, the other managing to pull up her skirt and feel her bare white ass. Unless you were standing behind Summer, you would never have known. Summer was used to this very friendly welcome.
At the same time, Dwayne was enjoying greeting Richie's girlfriend similarly. Rosie and Jo saw his hand grab her ass. Dwayne gave her ass a light slap. "Looking great, Chrystal, go grab yourselves some drinks, I'll catch up with you later for sure," he said as he gave that fine ass a squeeze. Chrystal smiled, "Make sure you do."
The couple went through as Rosie got to the front door, tits pushed out to get Dwayne's attention.
"My god, Rosie, look at you!!!" Dwayne looked at her, taking in the outfit, taking in everything it was revealing. This look was perfect for what he had planned for the white women tonight.
Dwayne didn't hold back, even though she was Summers' sister. His relationship with Summer was very open. He enjoyed other women, including having Rosie on a couple of occasions when they had all been out together.
At the same time, Summer was his white slut. Submissive, loving to be dominated by Dwayne or any black man. She was now marked with a queen of spades tattoo across the small of her back. To any black man, the Q in the spade meant this woman was available to be used for their pleasure, exactly how Dwayne wanted her and exactly how Summer wanted to be.
Dwayne drank from his bottle in his left hand as his right reached out and felt Rosie's tit. No bra, big and full, filling the blouse. A squeeze, holding it. It didn't matter to him that Rosie's and Summer's mum was standing behind. He let go and touched her face, then ran his hand down her throat, down across her chest over her cleavage to the bow on her blouse, giving it a gentle tug as if to release it.
Rosie smiled. Would she have minded, not at all, his hand slid down further over her stomach, down to her skirt. Lifting it up and then placing his hand on her bare, shaven cunt, his big black fingers finding her wetness. Rosie winked at Summer, who smiled back. Dwayne inspecting Rosie's pussy, smooth, wet, and ready for anything. Rosie's eyes filled with lust as the fingers lingered.
Jo, completely oblivious of this, was looking at Summer. My god, what was she wearing? A mother looking at her daughter. She had thought Rosie looked slutty. It wasn't a blouse but more like a white see thru bra, opaque, transparent. Her tits were clearly on show, even her nipples there for all to see. It actually looked a size too small (It was deliberately so), the way it was holding them in, squeezing them together, giving Summer a fantastic cleavage.
A thin tie hung down into the cleavage from a blouse collar that she wore around her neck. A normal-looking collar that came with the outfit, not a collar that read 'BBC SLUT' or 'FUCK TOY', collars Summer owned and had worn out. Below that, the skirt was even shorter than Rosie's. Had Summer chosen this herself? It barely covered her knickers, her mum thought (As if Summer were wearing any, out of the three white women, only Jo had a thong on, Summer and Rosie were ready for anything big and black).
From the back, Summer's cheeks were out, her lovely, rounded ass almost as rounded as some of the other black women at the party. Below that were red fishnets hold-ups matching the colour of the skirt and tie, and her 6-inch scarlet heels.
Dwayne's fingers left Rosie's sweet, wet pussy. He wiped his fingers on her cheek, leaving her with a line of juices visible to all. "Go help yourself to a drink with your sister," he said dominantly.
Dwayne ushered Rosie by giving her arse a grope as she passed. Rosie's hand rubbed across his crotch as she walked by. She would always give as good as she got. She licked her lips, knowing what was in Dwayne's trousers.
Jo's eyes opened wide at what she just saw. Jo had been a wild child, a free spirit when she was younger. Like her daughters, she had enjoyed sex, still did when her white husband was up for it. In fact, she loved being dominated in the past (A bit like Summer loved being dominated). They had rope and handcuffs at home, whips, and crops. Jo and her husband had been to sex parties and sex clubs.
Jo, like her daughters, had been fucked by multiple cocks at once, but that was one thing she hadn't told them. Yes, they were an open family where talking about sex was concerned. She had even gone with the girls and bought them vibrators. Now she was entering the lion's den. Her daughter's boyfriend's party, and was dressed in a school uniform, a slightly slutty school uniform.
Dwayne looked at his girlfriend's mother up and down. They had met before, but Jo hadn't been dressed like this before. He could see a fine pair of tits in a bra with no nipples showing; her body was still pretty good for her age. Legs still fantastic. What were the chances she had come knickerless?
"Jo," he said, "It's lovely to have you here. I hope you enjoy yourself, have fun like the girls will." What could he possibly be insinuating, if only she knew what normally happened at Dwayne's parties, especially when 'white sluts' were involved?
Putting his drink down, he reached out and hugged her, pressing hard against her body. Jo was slightly taken aback, but as he pressed against her, she felt his strong athletic body against her; it felt good. Her hands were on his back as if to hug him, but Dwayne's hands slipped down underneath her skirt, back up onto her ass, both hands gripping her ass, both cheeks, fingers feeling, there it was, a thong. The only woman at the party with underwear on, Dwayne was forming a plan.
Jo said, "Oh, you're cheeky!"
Dwayne replied, "No, I think you are," his hand firmly gripping her ass.
Jo didn't know what to say; it felt so wrong, but felt so delightfully right. She hadn't felt this wicked in such a long time. Dwayne finally released his grip on it, looking into her eyes, reading her mind. She hadn't pushed him away. The reaction was more of 'god give me more,' and she was going to get more. Dwayne planned to show Jo how Summer enjoyed the lifestyle with him. Summer wouldn't mind him introducing her to BBC.
Jo finally entered, and Dwayne put his arm around her and said, "I think we need to get you a drink, I'm sure I have something you'll like!" His hand slipped down onto her arse, just cupping it, and didn't move. Jo didn't try moving it; here was a fit guy touching her body. God, he was half her age and her daughter's boyfriend, but right now, it felt so good. This party was going to be mad.
They reached the kitchen and found Rosie opening a can of Budweiser, cold out of the fridge, still wearing her juices. Summer downing a vodka and coke. Dwayne knew, from Summer, that her mum liked wine. So he grabbed a bottle of white Black Tower wine from the fridge.
Jo said, "Yes, that's perfect".
Dwayne poured the wine into a large glass and offered her the glass and the bottle. "I'm sure you will enjoy the whole bottle". He took his drink and gave a toast to the three white women. "Now bottoms up, my white sluts!!"
Jo took a sip of her drink, the words white sluts in her head. Her girls were looking extremely slutty. There was a dirty, nasty inner slut inside her wanting to be let out after all these years, but would she?
"Nothing wrong with a bit of Black," Summer said to her mum. Was she referring to the wine or the cock she was fucking? Did Jo really think that thought?
Rosie piped up, "Mum, have you seen that Summer has a tattoo now. Go on, show mum and explain it." Summer turned around. Her mum went to look at the tramp stamp on the bottom of her back, but as her daughter turned around, the very first thing that caught her eye was her arse cheeks below the hem of the skirt. Every guy at the party would see her daughter's arse. This was how Summer wanted to dress? Stop being a prude, if I had an arse still that good, would I be showing it off to Jo thought to herself.
Eventually, she looked up and saw the tattoo. Summer, looking over her shoulder, started to explain that within the design were the initials MD. "This stands for Master Dwayne". She let everyone know. (Not MY DADDY).
"You've got a spade with a Q in it, is that something to do with cards, darling?" her mum inquired.
"No mum!!" Summer exclaimed.
"That is the symbol for the Queen of Spades. Allow me to explain. The queen of spades is the symbol a white woman has if she loves black cocks. It tells black guys that the woman is available for black cock. If they want to grope me, they can; if they want me to suck them, they can; if they want to fuck me, they get to. One guy, five guys, ten guys, it doesn't matter. My cunt, my ass, my mouth, my tits, all of me can be used by black guys.... and girls if they wish. Dwayne's sister has fucked me with a strap-on and made me lick her cunt." Summer explained.
Rosie smiled at the thought of Summers' tongue pleasing a cunt. Pleasing her cunt.
"So what you're saying is that you are now just a fuck toy for blacks," her mum said quite bluntly.
" Yes, mum," Summer replied as if she were being told off.
"And you're happy like this, you enjoy it?" Jo asked.
"Mum, it's wonderful, I feel so amazing living like this." Jo could see how passionate Summer felt about it by the way she spoke.
"Then that's what I want to hear, Summer, enjoy it, embrace it, be happy," her mum told her.
Dwayne spoke as if giving an order, showing Jo how Summer loved to be treated, "Summer finger your cunt, then give yourself a matching mark as your sister."
Only then did Jo notice that Rosie had juices on her cheek. Summer's left hand pulled up her skirt, three fingers from her right hand plunged into her cunt. She had no shame in doing this in front of her mum and sister. Fucking it for ten seconds before withdrawing them and wiping them on her cheek. A bigger mark than her sisters.
She reached out and offered her hand to her boyfriend's mouth. Before he could do anything, Jo stepped in, took Summer's hand, took her glistening fingers into her mouth, and sucked them clean. No one was expecting that. Jo wanted to show Summer that she accepted what she had become. Letting them out of her mouth, Jo said, "My baby girl does enjoy it, and you taste delicious." She looked into Summer's eyes, and a smile came over both their faces; the taste lingered on Jo's tongue.
"Mrs W, you're a naughty one after all," Dwayne exclaimed.
"Oh, I have been, I could give these two a run for my money." Jo provocatively responded.
Rosie and Summer knew what Dwayne was like, and in their heads, they were thinking you don't know what you're getting into, mum!!
"We shall see how much you dare to do. I hope you enjoy all the fun this party offers," He said teasingly. Dwayne slapped Jo's ass. She did have a pretty good ass for spanking. Jo just smiled back as if 'is that all you've got' kind of smile.
Dwayne took Summer's hand and said, 'Let's go enjoy ourselves and led the three ladies outside.'
The garden was full of Dwayne's friends and a few of his family and neighbours. The barbecue was sizzling, and the smell of hamburgers and sausages wafted across the patio. As the women walked out, they noticed the hot tub, two couples enjoying the heat and bubbles, as well as the drink.
In the centre of the lawn sat a six-metre diameter swimming pool. Again, there were people in it cooling down. Around the garden, there were chairs and loungers, people chatting and drinking. Everyone else was black; Jo and her daughters were the only whites there. Three big busted white sluts.
Summer and Rosie went to mingle with guys they already knew, Dwayne being the gentleman, guided Jo around, introducing her to people. His hand often guided her by resting it on her arse. She enjoyed meeting people; she enjoyed the hand on her arse. The guys were impressed that she was Summer's mum, on more than one occasion, she heard 'Summer was a fine bit of ass, and so are you.'
Rosie had lost the grey Britney cardigan in the kitchen, now she was going around the party catching up with people she knew. Kissing them, feeling their cocks or the asses of the girls. Hands sliding in, feeling her big tits. She didn't mind being touched or being groped. Drinking drinks she was given, her body gyrating to the Caribbean beat of the music that was playing. Occasionally, a hand would go under her skirt. The sun, the music, the drink, and the hands were making her so horny.
Summer had been talking to some guys at the pool when she found herself being lifted. Lifted up by some big black hands and pushed over the side. A big splash as she landed in the pool got people's attention. Even her mum turned to see what was happening. Dwayne topped up her glass just to encourage Jo to drink some more.
Summer's top was almost see thru before getting in the water. The water just added to the effect, now clinging to her perfect breasts. She swam to the side. Resting her tits on the side of the pool, she found out who had thrown her in. It was Darren, Dwayne's bro. There he was, laughing at her as she lent on the edge of the pool. He pulled her to him and kissed her, a long, lingering kiss. While she was enjoying the snog, she didn't notice the guy coming up behind her.
He reached between Summer's legs. The feel of a hand between them made her instantly react, not to break the kiss, but to open her legs further apart. Her butt going back, allowing the guy's hand to find her juicy cunt. His big black cock instantly grew. He had seen the queen of spades on her back earlier. He pulled his shorts down, and his hard ten-inch cock was almost ready to fuck a nasty white hole.



Summer spread her legs and let herself float as she leant against the side. The tip of his cock found the entrance to her cunt, and he pushed in. Here she was still dressed, OK in very little, in a swimming pool, having her cunt fucked by a big black cock. All that and she was kissing her boyfriend's bro. That feeling of the cock entering her just made her moan.
God, this guy was big. How much more was going in? Even more. She continued moaning as she kissed, Darren now feeling her tits in her wet through top. He had handled them before; she had a fantastic pair and always reacted to being touched. The moans grew louder than he expected. He looked up to find Summer being entered from behind. He took hold of her nipples through the material, squeezed, and pulled. Her eyes rolled.
"Who's a dirty little white slag, always first to get fucked at any party," he told her as he looked her in the eyes. Summer couldn't argue with him; she indeed was that 'slag'!
10 inches filled her cunt, he was gripping her hips. People in the pool had noticed by now, with the water sloshing. Summer loved everything about it. That cock in her, being fucked in the pool with others watching, even the pain Darren was giving to her nipples.
"Summer Slag, when he's done, I'm getting in and having you," he whispered in her ear. Her cunt tightening on the big black cock inside her. The guy had heard she was a good fuck for a white girl, that she would now fuck any black cock, but this was better than he expected. He pulled her hair as he pumped her balls deep, causing waves. He was there. Grunting cumming in her, more eyes noticed, including her mother and sister.
Not that they didn't have black hands touching them at the time. Jo guided one of the black hands that was touching her down to her crotch under her skirt. Yes, he could feel a thong, but there was the older white woman's cunt, his fingers rubbing her clit, getting that thong wet as she watched her own daughter being used. Jo had forgotten everything else and was feeling lust.
Rosie hadn't needed to guide a hand; she was kissing with two black fingers in her cunt as she looked on. Dwayne, surveying the scene. Three white sluts, entertainment for his party.
As the guy pulled out after cumming in Summer's cunt, Darren athletically vaulted over the side of the pool, ending up behind her. Clinging to the edge of the pool, she turned herself around to face Darren and found her feet on the floor of the swimming pool.
"Take a breath slut, you know what to do," he said to Summer.
Both hands on her head, pushing her head under the water. From standing, she knelt in front of him. A normal position for Summer to be in sucking cock, except she was wanting to float up, but Darren's hands were holding her down.
Undoing Darren's shorts, pulling them down, pulling down his boxers, and finding his massive cock springing out from them. Using both hands to grip its hardness. Hands on her head still, she let Darren know she was ready for his cock by letting her lips slip over his cock, sliding down to her top hand.
He let go of her head, and Summer surfaced with a gasp of air. She could have stayed down longer, but being held down makes you gasp for air.
"Ready, Master Darren, please fuck my messy white cunt for your pleasure," Summer announced.
She floated back and stretched her arms along the side of the pool. Spreading her legs like a starfish. A starfish that wanted big black cock in her freshly fucked cunt. Used but ready for more. Darren's left hand was lifting her ass to the right level for his cock to enter, his right hand on her throat, his cock pushing in. Summer's legs now wrapping around as she floated.
Driving his massive, thick black dick into Summer. He had fucked her before, and had told his brother that he was a lucky son of a bitch to find a white woman who was so willing and so nasty.
Dwayne noticed that it had just turned 3; it was time for the fun and games to begin. White sluts front and centre, but he had to wait for his girlfriend to drain his brother's cock like a good queen of spades cock slut. What a whore he was going out with.
Darren said to her, "You're such a dirty cunt look how proud your mother and sister are of you, both being fingered by black men. I bet your dad would love to see this. Is there anything you won't do for my brother?"
"No, Sir," Summer replied, and she meant it.
"We will have to see about that. Maybe we will push you even further today. You thrive on being his fuck toy," he goaded her.
"Dwayne is my master. I do anything he wants to please him. Your brother makes me feel amazing (and real deep hard thrust) as are you right now." Summer felt full again.
His hand tightened on her throat, holding her collar and tie tight to it. "Today you'll be a cum bucket, the way you're going, but it looks like your mum will be just as much fun for us all."
Like a jackhammer, he pounded Summer, spraying his cum into the already filled pussy (lucky for her with what was about to happen).
Finished Summer? Dwayne said out loud.
"Bro, can I have her back for a while? You can have her again later, in fact, anytime, guys? You may have noticed that Summer is now a queen of spades, and you guys know what that means, don't you?"
A few 'hell yeahs' were heard from the assembled guests.
"She might be my bitch, but she loves black, anytime, any place. Come here, Summer." Dwayne beckoned her to him.
She climbed out of the pool and walked to Dwayne, her skirt clinging, her top clinging, and see thru.
"It's 3 o'clock and school's finished, unless you've been bad, and you're in detention," Dwayne informed everyone.
Summer joined him, and he pulled off her collar and tie. "You'd look better in a different collar," he said to her quietly. The whole party had gathered around.
"Rosie, come join your sister (she walked forward, stuttering her stuff), and to complete the trio of white sluts, this is Summer and Rosie's mum, Joanne. Come forward, Mrs Watkins. (She stepped up to be with her girls.)" Dwayne greeted each one with a kiss on the cheek as they arrived.
"Earlier, when you arrived, you said you could probably keep up with your daughters. Do you stick by that?" Dwayne asked Jo.
"Yes, I do, Dwayne!!" Jo being bold for now.
"Girls, if we tell you to do something (Dwayne's fingers indicating everyone else at the party), you're going to do as you're told, right?" Dwayne looked at Summer and Rosie.
"Yes, Sir," they both answered simultaneously.
Dwayne turned to Jo, "And you, Jo, do you think for today you could do as you're told?"
"Yes, Dwayne," she replied. He looked at her, "Yes, Sir," she replied.
"That's better." He took her tie off and then squeezed her tits. "Mrs Watkins, you are in detention for not following the dress code. Do you see anyone else wearing a bra here?"
Not one woman was. So with great expertise, she reached inside, unclipped her bra and pulled it through and out, and handed it to Dwayne. He reached and found her nipples, pulled and twisted for a second. A slight gasp from Jo, she hadn't expected that reaction, she thought she had been quite smart to remove her bra as she had.
"That's better, but you failed again, didn't you. Bend over at the waist, Joanne." She did as instructed, Dwayne lifted her skirt showing off her ass to all, and her thong!!
"Sluts, are you wearing knickers?" He looked back at Summer and Rosie.
"No, Sir!!" in unison.
"Any other women have any form of knickers on?" No one spoke up. "Well, Mrs Watkins looks like your detention just got worse, Summer, rip her thong off!!" Dwayne ordered.
Jo had just been fingered through her thong, it was wet and tight in her ass and cunt. Summer approached her mum's ass, took hold on both sides, and with a sharp yank, pulled them down quickly, a gasp from mum. When around her ankles, Jo stepped out of them, she still didn't move. Summer handed the knickers to Dwayne.
"Well, these are soaked, maybe your mum is a slut as well. Open wide, Summer, time to taste your mum's juices." With that, he popped the thong into Summer's open mouth and let her suck on them.
"Legs apart, Mrs W", the humiliation continued, "Are you OK like that?"
"Yes, Sir," Jo said as she spread her feet a foot apart.
"Your cunt is glistening, whore mum." He inserted one finger, then a second fucked her with them for a few seconds, then a third black finger fucking her for ten seconds like Summer had earlier, just Dwayne's fingers were bigger. Jo didn't flinch as he did it; she tried not to moan either. Her mind was willing her to, god, this felt nasty, but oh so good!
He took them out and held them up, so everyone could see the glistening juices.
"I think you will make a good black cock slut today," he said to her. He wiped them on Jo's cheek and then beckoned Rosie forward.
"I don't want you missing out on your mum's cunt juices, lick them clean." He put his fingers in her mouth, and she did as she was told, sucking the fingers clean.
"Did your mum smack your bottoms when you were both naughty?" Dwayne inquired
"Yes, Sir," they replied.
"Well, now your mum's been naughty. Five smacks each, one takes one cheek, the other takes the other. Each smack harder than the last." Dwayne instructed.
They both raised their hands and smacked their mum's ass.
Dwayne wasn't impressed. So that was a trial at least twice as hard. This is because your mum was naughty. Remember the times she told you off; this is your chance.
"Do it, girls," Jo said, "As hard as you like." Jo had been spanked before, but it had been a long time. These were her two girls. It couldn't hurt that bad.
Dwayne moved to her head and pushed it against his crotch. "You're getting very bold, Mrs W we've got more in store for you. You like being a humiliation slut?". She just kissed his crotch, not answering him directly.
The girls took this as a sign to do as Dwayne had asked. He held Jo's head to his crotch as first Rosie, then Summer took their first swings on their mum's ass, leaving red marks.
A muffled "One, two came" from Jo's mouth.
"Oh, the slut counts her punishments; someone has done this before," remarked Dwayne
"Three, four, five, six." The hands were stinging Jo's cheeks. Both Summer and Rosie were more used to being dominated and being spanked; neither were domme.. Mum's ass cheeks a Rosie red. The girls timed seven and eight at the same time. Jo rubbed her face against Dwayne's crotch.
She wasn't giving in to his humiliation in any way at all.
"Number 5, each girls, make her feel it, by the looks of it, she's enjoying it, your mum is a pain slut." his cock gauging her reaction to the spanking.
The girls really wound up bringing their hands down so hard on their mum's ass, causing a real yelp from Jo's mouth. She kissed Dwayne's cock through his shorts. As he stroked her hair.
"Let's see how red your ass is, Jo. Mmmm, a glorious red", he reached down and ran his hand over his girlfriend's mum's arse.
"Thank you, Sir," she said out loud.
His hand went from one cheek to the other. The heat from her stinging ass, His hand then sliding down and resting on her wet cunt. The audience was loving how the white sluts were behaving. Mother and daughters performing for them, all knew how Summer was a black cock whore, some had come across Rosie's insatiable sexual appetite. Now they found that the pair's mum was happy to be humiliated, to be used as entertainment.
"Are you happy to continue, Jo, or have you taken enough?" Dwayne was trying to push her buttons. His hand gripped her wet cunt.
"Yes, sir, do as you please," Jo moaned out loud. She wasn't ready to give in after only ten spanks.
"Good slut, as that was just the punishment for your bra." He leant down and whispered in her ear, "I want to break you, you horny bitch!!"
She looked at him, smiled, and replied, "I can take it, use me like you do Summer, let me feel as nasty as her." Was it the wine talking? No, Jo was incredibly turned on. She hadn't felt like this for years and was loving it.
Darren came over to his brother with a paddle. Summer's eyes lit up. Her arse had felt that paddle many times at the hands of both of the brothers and their sister.
"Summer, come here and kneel," Dwayne demanded
She knelt behind her mum's arse, seeing the redness that she had caused with her sister. She could see her mother's wet cunt too.
"Mouth open, Summer, thank you." He took the thong out of her mouth. "Did you enjoy the taste of your mother?"
"Yes, sir."
"Good because you are just about to eat your mum's cunt. Rosie, come here, you're going to spank your mum with this paddle. Ten strokes don't go soft on her. Darren will hold Summer until you're ready to spank your mum, then he will pull Summer's head off her cunt and return it after," he informed the girls.
Darren gripped Summer's head and put her straight to work licking her mother's cunt. Dwayne went and stood in front of Jo.
"No screaming this time, bitch, open wide." He unzipped his shorts and pulled out all 10 inches of his thick black cock. Hard for the mother. Slapping his cock against her left cheek, then the right one. Cock slapping her just to degrade her a little bit more.
Jo's mouth stretched open, ready to taste the cock that had already fucked her daughter earlier in the day. No hands for Jo, Dwayne placed his cock on her tongue. At her ass, she could feel Summer's tongue over her clit, tasting her cunt. It didn't matter if it was her daughter; it felt fantastic.
Now she was tasting the black cock that fucked her daughter daily. Filling her mouth, fucking her mouth, pushing into her throat, god, he was big, gagging on it, but he wasn't stopping, and Jo was happy to take it all. The licking stopped, Summers' head pulled away. A fierce blow across her stinging ass. Thrusting her forward. The thick, fat cock filled her throat. Looking up at Dwayne, he started to face fuck his new white slut.
It had been a long time since Jo had something that big in her, maybe even ever. All those feelings back again, slobbering all over a gigantic dick. The pain in her arse driving her on to enjoy the pleasures she was receiving. Summers' tongue was guided to her mum's asshole, licked, and probed. Holes being tongue fucked and then nothing. Suddenly, another stroke of pain across her buttocks. Never give in, take it.
Not once did Jo think of the people watching. Watching? Taking pictures! Taking videos of the dirty bitches performing for them. Black men dominating white women. Summer's face a mess from her mother's cunt. The ninth blow came in. Dwayne was now fucking Jo's mouth like it was her daughter's cunt, enjoying himself, ready to cum down her throat. Ecstasy and agony at her arse. Summer's last shift was making her shake and moan. Making her want to cum from her daughter's tongue.
Making her want Dwayne's cum. Summer was withdrawn, knelt back, Rosie took one last swing, not at her mum's ass but this time bringing it down on the spasming cunt, sending pain sensations through her clit where once it had been licked and sucked, now stinging. Jo was just shocked, her brain overloaded. Her mouth almost tasted balls, that last thrust forward enough to bring her what she desired. An orgasm!
Dwayne fucking his cock down her throat now cumming. His balls hitting her chin, holding her head, telling her in no uncertain terms, "Swallow my black seed, you white slut."
Looking up as he fed her. Knowing this was Summers' life. Swallowing, but also Cumming!!!
As Dwayne took his cock from Jo's mouth, he wiped it over her face, a combination of drool and cum. Not exactly to make her beautiful, more to mark her. She knew not to touch, to wipe it. Letting it dry, just as Summer would have to from her own mum's juices that were coating her face.
"Thank you, sir," came out of Jo's used mouth.
"You should thank your daughters, too," Dwayne informed Jo.
"Thank you, Rosie, for punishing me for my mistakes," and then she kissed her with her creamy lips.
"Thank you, Summer, for taking care of my pussy, you're a wonderful slut daughter." Again, she kissed her other daughter, this time tasting herself too.
"Punishment done, detention over, schools out Summer," Dwayne announced.
"Well, if school's out, then we don't need our uniform on, do we?" Summer said with excitement.
She reached down, below her tits, and started lifting the top, pulling it over them, letting them pop. Whipping the top off. Turning to her sister next, pulling at the bow holding her blouse together, and then it was apart. Rosie easing it off her shoulders. Standing in front of her sister, both topless in front of a crowd of black men and women.
The women in the crowd were joining in, taking their tops off to enjoy the heat and the sun. Summer turned to her mum.
"Your turn," she started unbuttoning the top that her mum was wearing, opening it up, sliding it off, and falling to the floor. Jo, after taking her bra off earlier, now stood topless in front of all the black men and women at the party. Her tits, not as youthful as the girls' but still shapely.
Jo beckoned Rosie to her. She invited both girls to suck on her nipples. They obliged, lifting a tit, each wrapping their lips round and sucking.
"There's family love! A family of white sluts!!" Dwayne snapped a photo on his phone. "I'm sure dad would be proud, mum obviously is, but which of the three of you is the biggest slut?
"How nasty will you three get?" He continued. "Let's see, what did you first have to drink? Rosie, Budweiser? Summer, get me a cold can of Budweiser."
"Jo, I believe yours was a glass of wine. You've enjoyed your Black Tower by the fact that the bottle's empty. We've just witnessed that you definitely have a love for black, even if you didn't realise it before today. So how deep does that love of black go? Did you manage to squeeze every drop out of this bottle, or shall we see if we can get any more out?" holding out the Black Tower bottle.
Summer came back with a can of Bud from the fridge.
Summer yours was vodka and coke. Twice the fun for you. Not just any vodka, was it? Maybe your mum will assist with that. For now, get your sister to lie on a lounger; you know what comes next. Jo, what a milf, a little party initiation (humiliation!!!)."
"A white slut initiation to see if you could handle a BBC in that cunt of yours," Dwayne explained to her. Jo didn't bat an eyelid.
"A bottle of Black Tower. You can drink it all. But can you fuck it all? One set of lips tasted it, now for the other set of lips to enjoy it." A flutter came across Jo's stomach at the thought, not to mention her cunt too.
"Rosie, you get the Budweiser pushed into your cunt by your sister, so lift up that skirt and spread your legs," Dwayne instructed.
"Momma Jo, would you like me to give you a hand easing it in, or are you gonna fuck yourself on it?" Dwayne teased.
"I will let you watch me, Dwayne," she replied, "let you enjoy the show. You want this deep in my cunt. Let's show you what a slut I am."
She took off her heels and hitched up her skirt. She wasn't going to be beaten by this guy; she was willing to do it. It didn't matter if there was an audience of black men and women or that her two kids were there. She squatted over the neck of the bottle and felt it against her hole, and then she lowered herself down.
She spoke to Dwayne as if no one else were there. "Watch me take it, watch me slide down it." The neck of the bottle in her cunt, nothing compared to Dwayne's dick, she thought. Sliding up and down fucking herself, going down further. She hit where the bottle widened, her cunt lips stretching.
Looking up at him and sliding herself down. Pushing the body of the bottle inside.



Meanwhile, Summer was enjoying placing the cold can against her sister's hot cunt. Legs spread, baring all to the audience, skirt held up. Summer knew what was coming for her, but was enjoying pushing in the Budweiser. No little stretch round the neck here; this was the whole can pushed in. A little like being fisted. Mmmm.
The moisture of the cold can met the moisture of Rosie's cunt. The blonde-haired sister laid back on the lounger, her 40DD tits on show for all to admire, the tattoo underneath provoked even more attention. All the guys loved seeing her tits, and Rosie often showed almost all of them to get attention, dressed in something as revealing as she could get away with. Summer was slightly smaller at 38d, nicely rounded globes, tanning nicely in the sun with no strap lines. She enjoyed being manhandled by her boyfriend and any other black men.
The pair were attracting a lot of attention, but so was their mum fucking a bottle. The sun and the drink was making everyone horny. Other guests were enjoying one another. Summer started to push the can towards Rosie's cunt. In return, Rosie was making a show of it, wanting to be the biggest slut in the family. Not letting her mum beside her, outdo her.
"Come on, Summer, force it in my hot cunt. I can take it, I've had your boyfriend's cock filling me, you're gonna fuck me harder with that," holding her cunt lips open.
Summer pushed it in hard. Oh yes fuck, deeper!!! Summer twisted it and pushed.
Their mum repositioned herself. From squatting down onto her knees. Kneeling the bottle between her feet, launching herself straight down, raising up, going down her cunt, stretching around the body of the bottle. Fucking it like she was riding a cock. Oh, god, this felt nasty but oh so good, looking at Dwayne for his approval.
Summer had half of the can in with her sister, goading her.
"Come on, sis, let me have it all."
Pushing, turning, rotating it in Rosie's cunt. It was nearly all in.
75% of the bottle was in Jo, and she was happy fucking herself on it for the crowd's pleasure.
One last push from Summer, and it was a can in a cunt. Dwayne came across.
"Rosie, your cunt's a beer tap now. Although if I open the can, your cunt will probably crush it. A Budweiser has a birthday on them, time to give it a new birthday, push it out!! Your mother's giving birth to a wine bottle 90 percent in. What a dirty fucking pair of cunts, but now it's your turn, Summer. Sluts relax those cunts, enjoy your drinks. Summer had a vodka and coke first, which make was the vodka Summer?" Dwayne had that evil glint in his eye of a master about to tease his slave.
"Louers," she said, knowing exactly what she had done to herself.
Darren, do you have the Louers vodka that Summer had?" Dwayne asked his brother.
Darren handed it over, a 90 pound bottle of vodka glistening in the sun. Silver in colour, mirror-like, but there was one extraordinary thing about the outside of this bottle. Even Rosie and Jo were a bit shocked, knowing what was coming next. Louer's vodka is a silver bottle, but along the outside of the bottle are 100 little spikes very much like a mace has.
Inserting this into a cunt would be quite something. They weren't sharp; if not, you wouldn't be able to handle the bottle, but they would be uncomfortable. It wasn't the first unusual object that Summer would have put in her cunt. Fucking herself with ornaments, odd-looking dildo's even cylinder-shaped hairbrushes. Summer knew that she would be taking it, just like her sister and mum had. Hers would be full on. Yes, Dwayne had stuffed her cunt with that hairbrush before, but this looked even worse.
Summer stripped off her skirt. Nothing in the way. Her shaven bare cunt there for all to see. Eyes were on the bottle and on Summer. She lay on a lounger, spreading her legs.
Rosie said, "When Dwayne and Darren fucked me at the same time, they tried to rip me apart. You're gonna get fucked by that, so fucking sore, but you'll get so wet because you're a pain slut."
Dwayne handed Summer the bottle; she felt the spikes all over. "You may want a drink of it first," was his advice.
Summer put it to her lips and took a good swallow of the vodka. Handing it back to Dwayne, but he directed it to Jo.
"You get to put it in your daughter". He told Jo.
Jo took the smooth neck of the bottle and held it at the entrance to Summer's cunt. Slow and steady... no!!! Pushing at Summer's cunt lips, making them open around the bottle just like Jo and Rosie had endured. Forcing it in, the first row of spikes already touching the walls of her cunt. Irritating Summer, she tried to push back on it as mum continued pushing in, a second, and third row inside... aaaaggghhh.
"Do you give up slut, or do you want more?" her mum said to her.
"I want it all inside me, mum," she begged.
The next two rows popped inside. She could feel every single spike against her soft flesh inside her cunt. Rosie appeared with Budweiser in hand, coated in juices. She opened it and poured it over her sister's body and onto her face. Summer's mouth opened to catch a few drops as the rest of the not-so-cold beer ran over her skin through her cleavage, even some down over her cunt.
Rosie bent down and licked Summer's beer-covered tits and then took hold of the vodka bottle, holding the neck by holding her mum's hand.
"Don't worry, mum, Summer can take it, she's told me she's been fisted before, and two cocks in her cunt at the same time. Push it in." Rosie said with a smile on her face.
Rows six and seven were pushed in hard with Rosie's help.
"Did she tell you as well as black, she likes older men. So submissive that if ordered to, she would fuck dad, wouldn't you?" Rosie now getting her own back, trying to humiliate her sister.
Row eight of the points went in, not far off the whole bottle. But Rosie wasn't finished giving her little sister pain and humiliation; she rotated the bottle inside.
"Well, sis, have you fucked dad yet?" Rosie said commandingly.
"Not yet," Summer whimpered as the next row went in, still being twisted.
"So is there nothing you won't fuck and no one you won't fuck if ordered to?" her mother asked.
The last row of spikes went in.
"No mum, I'll fuck anyone and anything."
Jo started pushing the bottle in, twisting it, sliding it out, making her fuck the nasty-shaped bottle. Her moans of oh god, not headed by her mum; instead, she fucked her nasty daughter harder with the bottle. Rosie watched mum's sadistic nature. Summer experienced what effectively was a fist with spikes all over being rammed into her. Her mind was driven insane with the feelings from inside.
There came a point where Dwayne stopped it, just like he had the other two. Even when Jo stopped, Summer could still feel every spike moving about inside her body, just riddled with sensations. Her inside was so sensitive to anything right now.
Summer lay with the bottle inside her cunt. Luckily for her, neither her sister nor mother were twisting it or fucking her with it; instead, she could feel every one of what felt like over a hundred spikes against the inside of her cunt. The bottleneck poking out, ready to be pulled out.
"How did that feel, Summer? Oh, we forgot the coke, maybe we should put that in your arse." He asked his girlfriend.
"It was intense, sir!" She tried to ignore the coke comment; she was already full in one hole, already aching.
"Do you like it in you?" Dwayne only touched the bottleneck, and the spikes inside felt like they were piercing every inch of her walls. "Would some more cum help soothe your sore cunt. You've already had two cocks with everyone here watching, you're even leaking some cum, where you're so full. How many more cocks can fuck you, Summer?" Dwayne pulled the bottle out a third and then eased it back and forth.
Summer answered. "Sir, I am owned by you, and I am a Queen of Spades. ANY black man or woman can use me, so there are no limits to how many cocks can fuck me today. Everyone here can use me."
"Everyone, including your mum and your sister?" Dwayne questioned.
"Yes, sir, if they wish to," she informed him.
"So, when asked, would you fuck anything? If I ordered you to fuck this bottle...."
She reached down and took hold of the neck of the bottle and pushed it back in and out. Nasty scratching sensations, but she was fucking herself with the spiky bottle.
Dwayne let her fuck herself and then said, "I actually said IF I ordered you, I didn't tell you to, but I appreciate how you want to please." He pulled on her hand, pulling it half out.
So, in front of your mother, have you fucked a 50-year-old?" Dwayne asked.
"Yes, sir!" Summer confirmed.
"A 60-year-old?" the questioning continued.
"Yes, sir!"
"A 70-Year-old?" Dwayne asked, knowing what he had in store for her.
"Not yet, but you know I would, sir," Summer informed everyone.
"Did you fuck a legal-aged teen last week on his birthday, taking his virginity?" Dwayne knew the answer, but he wanted everyone to hear it from Summer.
"Yes, sir, you ordered me to please him for his birthday. I was his present from you."
"Have you been fisted?". He continued.
"Yes, sir, in my cunt and ass," she admitted.
"Fucked by strap-ons"
"Yes, sir!"
"Enjoy eating cunts?!!" Dwayne looking at Jo.
"Yes, sir, I am bisexual. I will please anyone." Summer kept answering all her Master's questions even though she had an audience.
"Or anything," he tugged the whole bottle out, making her scream a yelp of pain.
"Yes, Sir."
Double penetration".
"I'm often spit-roasted." She looked up at her mum and started talking directly to her, offering up more information than she had been asked for. "Often fucked like that at the bar or here, but I especially love having a cock in my cunt and ass at the same time. Feeling full is amazing."
"Three cocks?" Dwayne asked just so Summer's mum knew what kind of slut she had as a daughter.
"Yes, sir, I have had a cock in my cunt, ass, and mouth. And yes, others in my hands. Mum, I've been used for black gang bangs and love it," addressing her mother directly.
"Summer, who of my family has fucked you?" Again, Dwayne knew, but he wanted Summer to tell everyone, and especially her mother, all the things she had done.
"Yourself, Sir, your brother, your dad, your uncle, and of course your sister," she confessed.
"And of course I've fucked your sister, and some of your friends, but what about your mother, should I fuck her? Looking at Summer's mum.
"By the way she took your cock earlier, I'm sure she would enjoy you fucking her, and yes, sir, I'd love you to fuck her." She informed him.
I'm sure there is plenty more we could tell her. Your love of taboo. How you've fucked for money, your love of being touched and used in public". Dwayne had a long list he could have told everyone.
Dwayne leant over to the topless mother and whispered in her ear. "I wonder how many of those you have done?" Jo looked up at him, smiled, had a glint in her eye, but didn't answer...
"I reckon you were a nasty slut when you were younger, and you want to feel that again starting tonight. I could make you my milf slut. These big fat udders...." squeezing Jo's tits then pulling her nips.
Dwayne continued to talk quietly to her; no one could hear, but all could see. "Does this little white wife want to be blacked, betray your husband, spread your legs for my cock, and plenty of others here tonight?"
Jo kissed him, his hand reaching under her skirt, finding her mound, her juices, pushing fingers straight in.
"You want me to own you tonight, make you do perverse, nasty things on command. You'll be my whore until your husband comes to pick up your used body tomorrow."
He put the bottle down on Summer's stomach, a mixture of beer and cum juices from her pussy. Jo gave in to her desires and kissed him, an affirmation of saying yes to his proposal.
When the kiss broke, Jo said, "Yes, master. I will do as you ask. I will be your white milf slut tonight. Anything. Anything sir. "
"Food, I have plans for you," Dwayne informed her.
Dwayne turned and addressed the group again, "Once at school, they used to have blackboards and chalk; now we have whiteboards and pens. Here we have three beautiful whiteboards ready to be written on. For Jo and Rosie, there will be a pen to mark how many times you use them tonight."
Drawing a mark on Jo's chest for her oral endeavour. "Mouth, cunt, and ass count, but I suspect they will all take cum on their tits too."
"But this particular whiteboard doesn't just keep score; this one likes being written on," Dwayne pointed at Summer. "If you've fucked her in any way, leave a mark or a comment. Let me start."
He took the black pen and held one tit, then the other. Leaving his own message that wasn't coming off easily.
BLACK OWNED written across her tits. Offering the pen to his brother, he went for her ass. Anal slut, on her ass. Darren passed the pen to Rosie. Jo wondered what her daughter could write on her other daughter. Incest slut across her stomach. Jo looked at Rosie.
"Mum, she's a dirty cunt, she loves being eaten, being fucked by me, she loves eating my cunt when it's full of her boyfriend's cum. She just ate you earlier. I'll get the strap on later, we can both fuck her, you can see for yourself how she is." Rosie explained herself.
Jo walked over to Summer. She got her leg over the lounger and shuffled up and sat her cunt down on her daughter's mouth. Summer went to work on her mother again without hesitation. Jo let her daughter enjoy the taste, eventually climbing off and writing cunt licker on Summer's body. She then wrote oral and put a tally down. Cunt on the front of her leg and anal on the back.
She turned to the brothers. "I guess you've had all three," and added two marks to each category.
Rosie piped up, "You better put me down for all three as well."
Nothing was surprising Jo now.
"ROSIE STRIP," Dwayne commanded.
Rosie started to remove the rest of her clothes. Naked in front of a group of black men and women, not trying to cover up, just letting them see her body.
Slightly shorter but rounder than her sister. Being the older sister, she had been the first to enjoy everything sexually, and yes, had shared thoughts and feelings with Summer.
Summer had gone further as she discovered her sexual desires. She had shared her bed with Rosie, being the submissive sister.
"JO STRIP" came the next order from Dwayne. This would show if she was just saying what he wanted to hear, or would she actually perform the act in front of all these people? Was she as willing and nasty as her daughters? Yes!!! There she was, removing the last items of clothing, standing stark naked with her daughters, her heart beating, had leapt at the thought of what would happen.
The same brunette hair as her daughter, Summer, Dwayne inspected his next white slut. For an older woman, she didn't look too bad; she had looked after herself. Her tits were still fairly round, not too saggy. A bit of a tummy and then that cunt. He had felt it already, but now it was visible to all.
Dwayne's hand sliding down from her face over her tit, a little squeeze. Trying to get a reaction. She looked Dwayne in the eye as he explored her body. Nipples hard. Pulling them both, pulling them up too, making her stand on tiptoes, holding her like this, eyes locked, Jo not whimpering.
Finally letting go, Jo returned to her normal stance. Slapping her tits, watching them ripple, not a scream, two more slaps harder, his big black palms stinging those tits, but Jo just stood there and took it. Summer and Rosie looked on, knowing what their mum was going through, both having done it, both were Dwayne's fuck toys.
Rosie enjoyed her lifestyle. She enjoyed a life of partying hard and fucking harder with whomever she liked, at times this was with Summer and Dwayne, and Dwayne's friends, but she was not black cock only.
Summer was a black cock slut. When she was introduced to it, she couldn't help herself but want more. Dwayne was her first. His cock felt so good; the way he treated her thrilled her. Not every female wants to feel dominated by a man the way Summer did.
She loved this man and was willing to be part of his lifestyle. He would enjoy fucking other women. She would fuck other men. She would fuck other men, he told her to fuck. She would do as she was told. He was Master Dwayne. This was her life, and this is what she wanted to be.
Dwayne's hand slid over Jo's belly. The part of her body she liked the least having had two children. Not as skinny as she once was, but she tried to keep in shape. Now her daughter's boyfriend was touching her, his hands roaming over her. The thoughts in her head. Not looking at the girls but him and him alone.
A wife, a mother, but right now, a black man's plaything. Was she cheating on her husband? That thought vanished. Sexually, they had enjoyed themselves, now not as much so, but here she was naked, touched. The pain as Dwayne pulled her nipples. Not giving in, let him do as he wants.
His hands over her tummy, please find my cunt, she thought to herself. There was no doubt for Dwayne as he touched her cunt. This woman, this older woman, was excited with what was happening. Her legs shifted apart, her heart beating out of her body as his black fingers cupped her cunt, being covered in juices.
Their eyes fixed. Dwayne's other hand slapped her arse twice; her eyes never moved.
"Do you want this?" He asked her.
"Yes, sir," she replied instantly.
He took her hand and placed it on his cock. She gripped it as he gripped her cunt, fingers easing in.
"You want that?" letting her feel his hard cock.
"Yes, sir, I want you to fuck me however you want." The first thought filling her head as she gripped the black cock through his trousers.
"Tell me what you're feeling right now? How do you feel joining your daughters? How do you feel, being a soaking wet white married slut that is yearning for black cock, and you're surrounded by over twenty big black cocks that might just fuck you tonight? Every question Dwayne asked became more intense in Jo's mind.
"When I arrived, I didn't expect this. A party, drinks, fun, but now I see what Summer enjoys. I see her willingness to please you. I see Rosie enjoying it too." Jo's face was pure pleasure as she felt Dwayne's fingers sliding in and out.
"Right now, your fingers in my cunt, you can feel how wet I am. You're making me feel needy. I want your big black cock in my cunt, fucking me. I've tasted you now. I want what Summer has." Her voice now filled with desire!
"Tonight I am your white married slut cheating on my husband. If you want me to fuck others, order me to, I will do as you say, I will do anything you say. I'm so fucking wet, so fucking horny. This cunt is yours, this body is yours." Jo fucking herself on his fingers, desperate for him. Lust, pure lust right now, wanting his BBC.
"Well, before I fuck you and I will fuck you, let's see you do as you're told. I can choose anyone to fuck your married cunt, and you will let them?" Dwayne was trying to see if Jo was just in lust or would totally submit to black cock.
"Yes, Sir!" Jo replied. Her brain listening to her cunt, god, she was overwhelmed by the feelings inside her. The need she had.
Summer and Rosie realised their mum was under a big black cock spell. Her brain was taken over by the desires they felt. How far would Dwayne take her?
"Junior, come here. I let you fuck my girlfriend last week on the first day you could legally fuck. Now I give you her mum. She's the oldest woman here, you're the youngest cock. She's married and wanting big black cocks to fuck her. Why not you, to break her marriage vows? Have a feel". Dwayne invited him to touch Jo.



Junior ran his hands over Jo's ass and then felt her tits. Dwayne released his grip on her cunt, and Jo let go of Dwayne's cock and looked at Junior. She stood there and let him touch her however and wherever he liked. Over double his age.
Then she spoke to him. "Please, sir, fuck my married cunt with your black cock. I want you to fuck me, just like you fucked my daughter. Fuck me anyway you like. I will be your first MILF. I'd be proud to be your first MILF."
The lust had really gotten to her, maybe the heat, the drink. Whichever it was, her head had one thought. She reached for his cock, feeling it. Listening to her words was already making him hard. Dropping to her knees and unzipping him.
Cheers from the crowd. A call of 'nail the bitch, son!!' Reaching for his cock, tasting it. This cock had fucked her daughter and now would fuck her, maybe only his 2nd fuck, Jo thought, but as she looked at it and handled it, she wanted it more and more. Yes, full-on need to be a slut again, just like she had earlier in her life.
8 and a half inches of black cock into her mouth. Sucking it, giving him pleasure, he was holding her head as she treated his cock like he was her prince, her hands feeling his full black balls. She didn't want to blow him; she wanted it in her cunt. He stepped out of his shorts. Her mouth slipped off his cock, glistening in the sun with her saliva covering it.
She teased his cock head with her lips and tongue. "Please fuck me, young Sir, my cunt is desperate for black cock, and I want you to fuck me and fill me. I want you to cum in me." Once her voice was full of lust, now it was full of desire. 'Fuck the white slag' came from the audience.
Junior found his voice, his voice to command white women. "Get down on your hands and knees, I'm gonna fuck you doggy." He had seen it in porn he had watched; now was his chance to fuck a white woman from behind. A cheer went up. Jo turned around, dropped to her knees on the grass, put her hands out in front, and opened her legs wide enough that her cunt and asshole were there waiting for Junior.
He came up behind, grabbed her hips, and pushed his cock in so easily, her cunt so wet. Dwayne's fingers had done the job of making her wet. Making her ready for anything. Anything was Junior's cock, and he wasn't holding back, given this opportunity. He thrust in and out, in and out of her. Jo on all fours, trying to hold steady, even push back, but this young stud was fucking her senseless from minute one.
Dwayne took Summer's hand as she watched her mum get fucked by the teen that only days before had fucked her to lose his virginity. He led her over to a neighbour of his that he had invited to the party. "Summer, if your mum is fucking the youngest cock here, then it's only appropriate you get the oldest. A great grandad, he is 76, he lives three doors down from here, he has your number, and knows if he needs a hand. Show him what you can do. His name is Ronald. I expect you to take his cum."
Summer saw the old man sitting with a glass of rum in hand. Ten feet away, she got on her hands and knees and crawled to the old man. The surrounding group saw her arse and tits swaying as she came across the grass and stopped in front of the old man.
'I'm Summer. I'm here to treat you and give you pleasure, Sir."
"Well, well, well, Dwayne said he had a treat for me if I turned up," He said in a Jamaican accent.
Summer sat up between his legs, kneeling.
"Look at you, look at your big titles." He reached out to grab them. His old fingers on her soft, young skin. It had been a while since I felt a pair.
"Well, Sir, Dwayne says he's given you my number, so anytime you require a hand, I will come round and give you a hand with whatever you need. Her hands unzipped his flies and reached in, finding his cock.
"So soft, so round," he said as he played with her tits.
She pulled out his cock, kissed it, licked it, and it started stirring even at his age. Those around watching her work on an OAP. Tasting it. Old cock but still black cock, and she was a queen of spades; he deserved her attention. Who knows, his son or grandson may have already fucked her, now she was going to let him.
Swelling up, hardening in her hands, in her mouth. He was looking at her tits. Black owned! What he would have done with this young lady in his youth, but she still wanted to please him even as an old man.
"Suck my cock, you beautiful thing," hoping she would do as she was told.
Summer responded, one hand stroking the base of his cock, the other touching his balls, her lips wrapped around his cock, sliding up and down.
Stroking her hair, the smile on his face. The last time a woman went down on him.... who knows??
The lust started to show in the old man's eyes. His cock hardening, Summer was ready to fuck. She asked one of the guys near him if they could swap chairs and asked Ronald to change seats. She helped him out of his shoes, trousers, and pants as he sat down on a chair where Summer could straddle him, sucking his cock as he sat back down.
"Grandad, are you gonna fuck me now?" she said cheekily. She rose up, stood on one side of him, lifted her leg over, and lowered herself down. Holding his cock, guiding it into her sore cunt. He was never going to be rough with her; it gave her cunt time to recover. In fact, his thrusts weren't that hard; he mainly let Summer bounce on his cock, her tight pussy keeping him hard. Those incredible tits bouncing in front of his eyes. 70-year-old fuck... tick.
In the centre of the garden, Dwayne was returning to see Rosie backed up against his brother, pressed against him, her arse grinding on him. His hands roaming over her tits and stomach, kissing her neck. She, unlike Summer, wasn't black cock only, but still, once she had a taste of it wanted more. She was sexually quite free with how she thought; she was open to various things. If she wasn't, she would never have fucked Dwayne while Summer was made to watch.
Right now, she could see her mum being fucked by an eighteen-year-old, her sister riding an old guy, and she needed in on the action. Even the audience were drinking, kissing, touching, and ready for a black orgy in the sunshine. She needed some cock for herself. Not as submissive as Summer, she had gone to Darren, and there she pretty much offered her body. She could feel his hard cock as he pressed against her.
Now there was a chance for more. More than just one cock. She had been here before with different guys. Rosie knew what she wanted and was going after it. She pulled away and was on her hands and knees, legs spread open, pretty much how her mum was.
"Well, Darren, well, Dwayne, it's a barbecue. One of us needs spit roasting, just do it," she said.
Their shorts hit the floor pretty quickly, their cocks pressed against her tanned white skin. Darren slapped down on her arse hole. At the back, he had a choice. He knew whichever ever he fucked, she wouldn't mind. At the front, Dwayne cock slapping Rosie's face with his meat, her tongue out trying to catch it. Wiggling her ass, wanting it all like a bitch in heat.
Dwayne looked at his brother." On the count of three, one, two, three." Both cocks thrust in, she gagged at how deep Dwayne had gone, but he knew she would cope. Darren was now deep in her cunt, but as he had plunged his cock in that easy white cunt he had pushed his thumbs in her arse too.
An expected bonus for Rosie. Trying to breathe with a cock thrust in her mouth, she finally got herself in control, only of herself; the power really belonged to the black men fucking her. Her lips round that big black cock thrusting in and out.
Gathering her flowing blonde/white hair, gripping it, Dwayne's other hand reaching under, holding her throat. He wasn't squeezing it; this time, he was feeling it where his cock was thrusting so deep. Every thrust filling her throat with his big black cock. Every deep thrust, he could feel it pushing down her throat.
Soon she could see that his cock was coated in her saliva as he pulled out; she took a whole breath, knowing that he was going to work her throat again for as long as he wished.
If he could have gone any deeper than having his black balls bouncing on her chin, he would have. Drool coming out, coating those. Damn, every time she had been face fucked by him, he thought about how good she was. She would make a great BBC slut, too, if he could ever persuade her.
Darren didn't care. She was a little slut who needed her holes filled. Bonus was that she was his brother's girlfriend's sister. The arse on it was fine, and normally, he would be slapping a white bitch, asserting his authority. This time, he was hammering deeper and deeper into the white cunt. His big black cock stretching her walls.
That upper wall also felt thumbs as they rubbed through the wall. Cock one side, thumbs the other. At times, he was pushing the thumbs in deeper, but often he was pulling, stretching her arse hole. Watching her asshole open as he pulled in opposite directions.
It was one thing feeling the cock thrusting into her cunt, another feeling the other cock entering her throat. She had no control, the brothers were owning her holes. A hog on a black spit roast.
Her mind driven insane, she loved it, then you add the thumbs, oh god, the thumbs in her arse. Rubbing the wall between Anus and cunt. Stretching it if he wanted, he could switch and rip her apart, or was he leaving it gaping for the next cock. There would most definitely be a next cock. Soon she would be a cum filled pig.
The eighteen-year-old was hammering away at Jo. Only his second fuck, daughter now mother, both white women. Fucking her so hard from behind, there were times she would move forward with the thrusts. If she'd been a whore, he was getting his money's worth!!! But she had been a present. He was going to blow his load into a white married cunt. The stuff of dreams for him and his mates, but now he got to do it.
In a world where white men thought they ruled, white women craved big black cock, there were three here. His cock was filling the cunt where a little white cock had tried to satisfy. Maybe now she might become a BBC addict.
"Ready for my cum bitch", he asked her, now learning to be dominant over her.
Jo wanted it, Jo wanted his cum to fill her!! He may be inexperienced, but she was enjoying it. She hadn't been used like this in years. She was creaming over his cock as he thrust in, his hands gripping even tighter, holding her hips, powering his cock in and out. He was cumming bareback in her married cunt.
'Fuck me, sir, fill my married white cunt with your black cum." Her words just invigorated him to fill her.
The nasty bitch begging for it. All that young cum filling her. So satisfying. 'Fuck', he thought to himself, still buried deep into her. 'Fucking white women was fun, they love black cock, they love to be used'. He pulled out, wiping his cock on her round ass, leaving trails of juices. He grabbed her by the hair!!
"Stay on all fours, you're going to crawl. I want to show you to some people." He was already commanding white women how they should be treated. He pulled her by the hair until she kept up with him, crawling over the grass.
As they approached a group of people, a middle-aged man stood up and approached Junior. Well done, son, look at you owning a white married whore. He spanked Jo's ass as Junior walked her past him. Junior was proudly owning the white bitch. Showing her off to his dad and now making her crawl to his mum.
'Well, look here, what do we have?" the mother said down to Jo. "Another white married slut who can't keep her knickers on when there's a black cock around. You looked like you were trying to act all posh, but really, you're just a tramp. Letting an 18-year-old fuck your old cunt because your white husband doesn't satisfy you, that's right, isn't it?"
"Yes maam" Jo replied.
"Well, it's about time you started worshipping everything black. Know your position around here," she stood up and stripped off.
She sat back down, opened her legs, and told her son, "Bring the white bitch here so she can worship what brought you into this world."
Addressing Jo, she said "You're gonna eat my pussy and do a good job. This is what you've become. Middle class white woman to a black cock whore in an afternoon. Now you're going to be a cunt licker too." (Jo had eaten other women but when she was younger but never like this)
Summer was working the old cock in her cunt, telling him how good it felt to have him in her, how good he was fucking her. Lifting a tit up as she bounced up and down. Ronald sucked on it, over 50 years her elder. She didn't see him as a perverted old man, but just as another black cock to give pleasure to. To those watching, it looked like a dirty white slut fucking, pleasuring a man 3 times her age, and she was getting off on it.
He was ready to cum, and Summer didn't hold back. Telling him to fuck his big cock in her, she loved how he treated her, he felt so good inside, "Please cum for me grandad. This little white bitch begging for it".
Ronald mustered up all he had and started pumping his cock in her, filling her delightful cunt with his cream. She moaned in pleasure. She kissed him, not as you would kiss your grandad, but as she would a lover. He had fucked her good; he deserved to know it. Cream soothing her sensitive cunt.
She climbed off and knelt between his legs, took his cock in hand, and licked their juices off him. He looked down, cupping her face.
"You really are a dirty bitch", he told her.
"You know where I live, or just call me when you need me, need my body." She was happy to offer herself to him.
She offered him the marker he put a tally by her cunt, yet another black guy who had fucked her. Then he wrote the words FREE USE above her cunt, a phrase Dwayne had used about her when he had invited Ronald to the party.
She looked around to see her mother. Oh my god, Mum, and Rosie, so typical Rosie. Walking to Rosie.
"How is my whore sister doing today, Sir?" she asked as she stood beside Dwayne, watching him throat fuck her.
"Your sister's a greedy little whore like you. Insatiable need for cock. Looks like your mum is as well." Dwayne told Summer while forcefully fucking Rosie's mouth. Looking across, Jo had her head buried in Junior's mum cunt, but now she had been mounted in the ass by her dad.
"Thank you for inviting Ronald, I'm sure he will have me again," Summer said as she wiped her cunt and licked her fingers.
Dwayne thrust harder into Rosie's mouth, filling her with cum. She was trying to swallow it all, but as Dwayne pulled out, he still spurted over her face, her mouth open, still wanting more. Cum lay on her tongue.
Summer squatted down to her sister, who was still on all fours. Their lips met, they kissed, tongues invading one another, cum being passed between one mouth and the other. The sisters enjoyed the taste between them.
Darren, watching on, couldn't help himself and flooded Rosie's cunt with yet another load of cum, slapping her ass as he did.
He pulled out, looking at the sisters, kissing, exchanging cum, he started wiping his cock, which was still dripping cum onto Rosie's ass, for it to dry.
Another rule of the house. White girls don't get to clean themselves until they are told to. Rosie's sticky face and ass would be like that for a long time.
Jo had her face being held into a black cunt, licking away when she felt fingers invade her cunt. She couldn't do anything; the fingers pushed in and seemed to scoop some of the cum from inside her before pulling out.
She soon found out why when it was smeared onto her asshole, the fingers pushed in, smearing the whole of her anus, preparing her for a cock. Junior's dad's cock, to be precise.
"Now, you little white whore," the black mum said, "you've had my son. You're tasting me now; it's time for Junior's dad to have you as well. You're a slut for our whole family."
At that point, Jo felt his cock at her anus. She hadn't been ass fucked for years, but it was happening now as he pushed hard against her ring. The size and pressure he was exerting making her asshole stretch. She was taking it, and god, did it feel big. Moans muffled into the mum's cunt.
"That's it bitch, you can take it."
Oh, god, she was, but just not expecting it to be so fucking big. He was in and going deeper. Jo gripped the woman's thighs as she pleasured her; now her ass was full of black cock. She really hadn't thought she would be like this before the party. He started to fuck harder and deeper, and he didn't realise he was rebreaking in her ass.
He thought my sons had your cunt, I'll take your ass. Maybe it was because it was the first time in ages, but it felt like a log filling her. Her tongue teased the clit in front of her, but at the same time, she wanted to scream her ass being broken, and yet he pushed deeper. How fucking big was he?
Pounded time after time, then his balls slapping against her wet cunt, he was fully in but withdrawing and then fucking nearly the whole length back in again. She couldn't see how much he was enjoying taking her, but the way he was just taking what he wanted.
The mum spoke again. "He really likes your arse, you're obviously a cheap slut, now you better make me cum."
Jo did all she could, and finally, the grip in her hair tightened.
"Fuckin white bitch, go on, make me cum." She told Jo.
The thrusts even harder from behind, he could see his wife about to orgasm. He knew that his wife sometimes squirted something Jo wasn't prepared for. The gush, the flow, juices spraying over Jo's face. The mother pulled Jo up by her hair. Oh my god, she also had a phone in her hand. Jo took a breath, opened her eyes.
"Look at Mrs Watkins, you dirty cow, does your husband know what a whore you are?" She said, talking down to her.
She filmed Jo's messy face and then panned up to her husband fucking, pounding her arse.
"What do you think your husband will think when he sees you've been used by the son, the wife, and one of his employees? Yes, my husband, who's about to cum in your ass, Mrs Watkins, works for your husband. Posh white bitch, but really, you're just a dirty white slapper that loves being used by black men. Go on, cum in her ass, fuck your boss's wife." The words of the mum ringing in Jo's ears. A bitch, a slapper, she was about to be blacked again.
No more encouragement needed, he pounded into her ass until he was ready to cum. Jo looked straight at the camera as he started pumping her ass full of cum. It felt wonderful; her face showed it. Oh, god, would he ever stop ripping her apart, and then finally he did. He pulled out, she was full of his cum, her asshole feeling like it was gaping.
He walked to her face and shoved his cock in her mouth, telling her to clean it. Her first sight of the gigantic cock that had been in her ass. Licking it clean, tasting where it had been. Jo's mouth now stretched.
"Maybe we own this slut now. Anytime we want her, she will come for two BBC and look at what she did for my pussy." She continued to film Jo until she had finished cleaning her husband's cock.
"Say thank you, Mrs Watkins, to the camera." Still talking down to the white woman.
Jo looked at it and said, "Thank you for letting your son cum in my cunt, your husband cum in my ass, and thank you for cumming over my face." She may have looked a mess and felt used, but that didn't stop her wanting more of this!
"You're welcome!! You're just a white cum bucket like your daughters." The mother informed her.
The dad who had fucked her grabbed a marker pen and wrote on her cum bucket on her ass pussy licker across her chest and black cock slut over her cunt. She was marked with a tally. Now, Jo was also a whiteboard marked with words like Summer. That hadn't been the plan, but as she looked at herself, she felt hot and nasty. These words meant something; this is what she was now, no going back.



Jo finally got to her feet and looked around. People drinking, sucking, fucking. Her girls came out from the house; this time, Dwayne was leading them. Leading them on a collar and leash each, he walked them over to her. Jo read the two collars. BBC SLUT on Summer's and CUM SLUT on Rosie's.
"Your girls have needs, as it looks like you do. Maybe you need a collar too!!! Take them around the party, offer your daughters and of course yourself for use, don't forget to get marked. I might have a surprise for the slut who performs the best."
Jo took the leashes, and all three women walked proudly to a group of guys who were drinking. They all looked at the three white women approaching.
Jo proudly spoke to them, "Hi, my daughters and I are here to entertain your needs. I'm sure you know them well, but I'm also happy to serve your big black cocks. We can serve you with any of our holes, and as you can see, we are well stacked if you just need a tit wank! All we require is that you mark us after use."
The confidence and the sluttiness of all three was going to mean a busy afternoon and night. The two leashes were grabbed, and Summer and Rosie were both forced down to their knees and started sucking cock.
Two of the other guys said they wanted Jo. 'I want you first before I fuck your daughters too. ' Stripped down, he lay on the floor, and Jo climbed on top, sliding his cock into her already used pussy. Her tits hanging.
"Yeah, what a dirty, needy cunt you are, straight to work." He told her.
The other guy stripped off, his cock hung ready, again she didn't see as he knelt behind, she felt his hands on her, she felt his cock enter her still open ass. It had been 10 years since her last DP (her husband and a director), now she was reliving it again. Oh, god, she wanted this.
That afternoon, the barbecue was lit, the meat roasted and consumed, and the sauce covered bodies and faces. Drinks gulped down. Strap-ons came out. Vibrators, Dildos, whips, and gags. The women shared cocks, mother, and daughters. Faces and tits were plastered with cum.
As the night closed in, the party moved inside. Summer called her dad as her mum was fucking her with a strap-on. Trying to stay normal, telling him Rosie and Jo were staying the night, they'd had too much to drink and weren't driving. Her dad said he could pick them up.
"No, it's alright, tomorrow will do," Summer told him as yet another hard thrust came in from her mum. She couldn't help but moan at times. It made her dad wonder.
"Give your mum a kiss goodnight from me" was all he asked of his daughter. "I will see her tomorrow."
Summer was getting more than a kiss right now, but would surely share a cummy kiss with her mother later!



        From Wife to Slut for BBC Pt. 01

        My story of how I started a cuckold relationship.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/from-wife-to-slut-for-bbc-pt-01

Title: From Wife to Slut for BBC Pt. 01

Author: tesla4bbc

Category: Interracial Love

Description: My story of how I started a cuckold relationship.

Tags: interracial, dating, queen of spades, hotwife, bbc, cuckold, cheating




This story is about me and my husbands awakening into the cuckold lifestyle with black man. We will use fictional names for purposes of privacy, my name is Moira I am 36 years old and my husbands name is Dan he is 45. I will start from the beginning on how innocent I was when I first married my husband. I was 20 years old when I married him I met him when I was 17 years old, he is 9 years older than me, so when I married him he was 29. We are both Italian so infidelity and black man is seen as a big no no in our culture. I remember the first time I heard people having open relationships or going to swinger's party finding that gross and I would say I don't understand how married people can do that. I would say wife's that do that are sluts and not faithful and I would say I will only have sex with my husband for the rest of my life because I love him and no other.
Fast forward a couple of years and found my husband watching porn, I was hurt but would forgive him. Then one day he asked me to put this temporary tattoo with a sign of a spade on my ass while we had sex he said it would turn him on, I did not know what it meant. Then one day I found his browsing history and found out he was uploading pics of me naked on the internet on a queen of spades porn site. I got so mad and cried. I asked him why would you do that and he said it turned him on knowing other guys would jerk off to naked pics of me. He then deleted the pics from the site and promised not to do it no more. Then another time I went through his computer and found pics of me that were faked having sex with black man and fake pics of my sister. I cried again and asked him why he would do that and he said because his fantasy is to see me fucked by black man. I asked him why my sister then, he said he fantasized of fucking her. He deleted all pictures to try to save our marriage.
Then after 2 years my curiosity had sparked so I started texting 2 guys I met online on social media one thing led to another and I started sending nude pictures of myself to them, eventually my husband found out got mad but only found out about one of them so I stopped texting the guy and promised my husband I would never do it again. I kept talking to the other guy for about a year, his name was Ethan, he wanted to meet me and he said he wanted to fuck me but I knew it was wrong. I was still hurt at the fact my husband did those things, so a part of me wanted to get back at him.
After much thought I decided to meet the guy, I told my husband I was going out with some girlfriends and met him at a coffee bar. Unlike my husband he was tall and very fit. We drank coffee and some drinks and we had a great time with lots of laughter. I was very attracted to him, he was very hot. After two hours we decided to leave and he asked me if I wanted to go to his place, I accepted the invitation. He had a little apartment but cute so we sat on the sofa and he served me a drink, but after a while he approached my lips and started kissing me, at first I was a little taken aback. I leaned forward and we started making out. I remember just the thought I was cheating on my husband was making me really horny. He took off my shirt and I took off his shirt, he then kissed my neck and removed my bra exposing my 36 DD breast too him he looked at them and noticed my nipple piercings I asked if he liked them he said they were beautiful and started sucking on my nipples and grabbing my breasts.
I was so wet and horny so I took off his pants and removed his underwear and his beautiful big dick sprung out like a massive big bat. I stroked it and in my mind I compared it to my husband's dick and started licking it and sucking on it like a lollipop. I never gave much blowjob's to my husband and let alone never swallowed his cum, because I don't like to but I just had to suck on this mans cock. After about 5 minutes of sucking on his cock he said he was coming and I continued furiously until he came onto my mouth, as I tasted his cum I remember telling myself I never did this for my husband, but it tasted so good. He then proceeded taking my underwear off and going down and he noticed my pierced clit and said "You're a dirty little slut aren't you?"
So after making me scream and cum 2 times, he gets on top of me and put his big cock slowly into my married pussy, I never had any other man than my husband until now. He started pounding me so hard, in every position for about 45 minutes until he came all over my stomach. It was getting late so I decided to take a shower before going home and when I got into the car I noticed I had 5 missed calls from my husband and 3 text messages. One said why aren't you still home? That is when I realized it was 2 in the morning. I got home he was asleep so were the kids I got into bed next to him pretending nothing happened, but my pussy was sore and I had cheated on my husband for the first time. The next morning I woke up to go to work and my husband asked me if I had a good time and why I came home so late so I said me and the girls lost track of time and I was sorry.
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Fortune


Chapter 1

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. This work is copyrighted by the author. All characters involved in sexual activity are eighteen years of age or older at the time of portrayal.
This is the continuation of Life in Peril. Whether it's the end is up to you. Lemme know.
Sex with Charlie changed dramatically after our adventure with Urban Mann and his cohorts. For months my husband had been prevented from having sex with women and found himself the bottom half of all sexual unions with men. Charlie was never gay and still isn't, but was forced into an almost feminine role. And when I say forced, I mean he lived in fear of what Mann and his people would do to both me and him. For me, he was strong. For me, he persevered. And like the loving husband he is, he went along for the ride.
I, on the other hand, was turned into a slut for black cock. Deep down in my mind, I still am. But I am adapting to life with only my husband's average dick to satisfy me. The empathy he gained in acting as the receiver of sex rather than the giver has turned him into a real pussy pleaser.
Charlie learned a lot about sex with women when he was forced to take their place servicing black men on the down low. I now am benefiting from the pain he endured. He even includes big vibrators and a nine-inch black dildo when we play to help me achieve the satisfaction I crave. For the past six months the sex has been fairly straight and mostly satisfying. But there is something lacking. Something Charlie can not give me. Something long, thick, and dark, wrapped in manliness. The thing that Urban Mann brought to the table every single time. In spades.
But Urban is no more. I was there when they carted his cold, dead body away. He was a bad dude who had enslaved and sold women as if they were so many pedigree dogs he had raised up to perform up to expectations. And he did a real number on me. Number seventy-five as a matter of fact. That's the number he had tattooed on my vulva along with a spade marking me as one of his concubines. One of his dedicated whores. That's right, a whore. Something I never realized until the end.
And the end was hard, and it was bloody. All of Urban Mann's lieutenants were killed or captured and imprisoned. All except for one. Trey Fortune. He had been preliminarily sentenced to home confinement, wearing an ankle monitor. Trey defeated the ankle monitor and took off. He hasn't been seen or heard from since. He just disappeared.
Trey was not a good man, but he was a great fuck. The Mann organization was built on the acquisition of young women for Urban to enslave, break, and traffic to the highest bidder. Trey was the bait.
Nobody had a way with women like Trey. Six feet tall, mocha skin, bedroom brown eyes and a face that could make a bitch melt. Topped off with an athletic build and a nine-inch cock, Trey was the package. And nobody had a way with married white women like Trey Fortune. Urban was one great fuck, but Trey could take a woman places where Mr. Mann never bothered to venture. And I can't ever remember sucking a tastier dick.
In order for me to satisfy my need for big black cock, Charlie, being the understanding husband and wanting to satisfy me every time, used that black dildo as a finisher at the end of sex. And he knew how to make me howl when he used it. And howl I did. But when he did this, it wasn't Charlie I saw in my mind's eye when I closed my eyes. It was Trey.
Of all the black men I fucked under the command of Urban Mann, it was always Trey who came to mind and stayed there as Charlie plunged that big black thing into my cooch. Charlie never took me to my limit with his weapon. He always brought a knife to a sword-fight. But I didn't complain, and I didn't stray. But I thought about it. Unfortunately, I thought about it a lot. Charlie picked up on it and let me know that he knew.
"Lu, am I not getting the job done? I'm getting a vibe from you that the dildo is not the big black thing you are looking to ride. I'm sorry, but..."
"Charlie, you're fine. We're fine. The last thing I need..."
"Is the first thing you want. I can tell, Lu. I understand if you feel you need a hall pass to satisfy those needs in you that I just can't seem to reach. Maybe you should call your cop friend and see if he might be able to scratch your itch."
"You scratch my itch just fine, Charlie. The vibrator and dildo reach where no man can go. You're good, Charlie. They just make you better. That you are willing to use them during our sex play speaks highly of you as a man. I'm proud of you that you can reach outside of yourself to please me."
"I just don't want to lose you, Lu. I think I've proven that in spades. No pun intended."
"You have, my darling husband, and I'll never forget it."
It was Saturday morning, and our conversation led to me sucking Charlie's dick and finishing him in the cowgirl position. Unfortunately, like so many other times, he finished, but I didn't. Being the sensitive soul he is, that's when the dildo came out. And the big magic wand vibrator I call 'Sir Cumsalot.' God bless technology.
After screaming, shouting and a whole lot of horizontal dancing, I exploded into my third orgasm of the morning. And it was a big one. Fuck those big black cocks, and thank goodness for technology. If that's what it takes to keep my marriage together, so be it.
"Let's go get cleaned up and get some brunch. I'm not feeling like cooking, and after some great satisfying sex with my man I'm hungry. Famished."
"Thank you for saying that, Lu. Maybe we should take the vibe with us. He did most of the heavy lifting today."
"Stop diminishing yourself, Charlie. Without you, there is no love, and that's what makes the sex great. And you still eat a mean pussy."
We jumped into the shower together and got each other's backs, and a little bit of our fronts as well. The only thing I hated about showering with Charlie is that tramp stamp of his. The one that said, "Lu's Cuck." As I had over the past six months, I commented on it.
"Charlie, are you ever going to get this tattoo removed?"
"Yes, when it is no longer true."
"But Charlie, our Master is gone, and you are no longer a cuck to black men."
"Oh yeah, I'm still a cuckold to that black dildo of yours. Until I can truly satisfy you, I'll always be a cuck."
"Then I will stop using the dildo. Or maybe I'll get a pink one. I want you to feel like the man you are."
"I'll never be the man I used to be, Lu. That ship has sailed."
"You are very much the man you used to be and more. Your experiences have made you a better lover, and I've never been happier with you."
"And you are a terrible liar. I can tell what you need, and I just can't give it to you. Not even close without the toys. We can make this work, Lu. But more so if you take a lover. A big black one."
"After all we've been through do you really think that's a solution?"
"There are certainly better men than Urban Mann and his ilk. Not every black man with a big dick is a sex trafficker. I'm giving you the opportunity to have your cake and eat it too. Why won't you take it?"
"Because I know where it leads and I don't want to go there anymore. If I'm going to be a slave to sex, I want it to be as your slave. Don't be my cuck, Charlie, be my master."
"I appreciate the gesture, Lu, but I could never do that. I don't feel that reclaiming my alpha status is something I am able to do. I'm just happy being your cuck."
"Does that mean you want the cock cage back on that pecker of yours?"
"Hell, no. That's the one thing I never want anymore. Next time I'll kill someone before they try to do it, not after they have."
"Now that's a man talking. That's my man."
The weekend went well, with lots of sex. Celebrating Charlie's rebranding as a real man, a man I could look up to, was complete. Except he still needed a big vibrator and the black dildo to get me off. And he still felt the lesser for it.
On Monday morning, once I'd parked at the work lot, I was met by a couple. A white couple who introduced themselves as Tori and Hank Clift. She had a necklace on with a spade hanging from it with a 'U' in the center, identifying her as one of Urban's girls. She also had a ring tattooed on the ring finger of her left hand. I immediately wondered what her number was.
They each grabbed me by an arm and, on the girl's side, I felt a prick on my wrist and almost immediately felt faint. They hauled me over to their car, and I found myself tossed onto the back seat as I faded away into darkness. I never made it to the office.

--------------------------------------------------------

When I awoke, I found myself sitting in a Lazy-Boy recliner looking up at a black man. A very handsome black man. It was Trey Fortune, in the flesh. It took my eyes a moment to adjust, but it was him. Wearing a big, broad smile and looking good enough to eat. But that is not where my head was at.
"Trey. Where are we? I figured you would be in Mexico by now, or Europe. Are we still in town? What time is it? How the..."
"Relax, little lady. We're in a safe space."
"Safe for whom?"
"Don't you worry, little mama. If it's safe for me, it's safe for all of us. The Clifts were kind enough to take me in. To take us in."
"And what of me? I have to let work know I'm not making it in today. A little late, but better late than never. If they wonder where I am and contact Charlie he's gonna be gunning for you."
"Please. Everyone thinks I'm long gone. They've got Interpol looking for me, for Christ's sake."
"I guess it's good that there are still some folks out here loyal to Urban. What number are you, Tori?"
"I'm number sixty-one. And I miss my Master."
"Me too, sometimes. But I'm living the straight life now with Charlie, and better for it. I don't want to be whoring and I don't want to be on the run." Tori blushed, but Trey kept going.
"I need your help, Lu. Right up to the end, you were Urb's bottom bitch. He woulda..."
"I thought Maggie was Master's bottom bitch for life."
"Nah, she was just the first, and the one he couldn't let go of."
"Isn't that what a bottom bitch is? And where did numbers two through fifty go? I've never met a gal under sixty."
"That's 'cause they retire with Urban's blessings and with his support. Generally they are far better off than when they arrived."
I knew I was putting myself in harm's way by carrying this conversation any further. I took his answer at face value and moved on to the important stuff. Me.
"Now that you've kidnaped me and won't let me contact work, what is it you want with me. What do you think I can do?"
"It's the cops, Lu. I don't know how close they are to me and where they are looking. I've already had two close calls with some of our former associates, but I'm still out here cattin' around. You've got connections, Lu. They've helped us in the past, maybe they can help me now."
He should only know that those connections are why Urban Mann and his people are either dead or locked up and why he is on the run.
"I haven't spoken to those people in six months. I'm supposed to call out of the blue and ask what they know about Trey Fortune? Pretty suspicious."
"Aren't you sleepin' with the guy? I just figured that's where you was gettin' your fix."
"My fix? Like I'm addicted to big black cocks?"
"I never met a white woman more addicted to it than you. I'd be surprised if you were satisfied with just one at a time. You a lover, girl. Not a fighter."
"Don't be so sure. Charlie's doing a fine job of it, lately."
"Ha, ha, ha. I'm sure he's trying as hard as he can. Tell me you never finish without something to help. Dildo, vibrator, Rabbit? I can see it on your face. Frustrated, Lu? What did you say, six months. Is that how long it's been?"
"Yes. And quite frankly, I can do without it."
"Once you've had it, you can't never do without it. It becomes second nature. Sooner or later you'll find some man you're drawn to, and it will be like an unshakeable force. You won't be able to stop yourself."
He was right. I could feel myself shaking already. In the past six months, I had hardly ever been in the presence of a black man who was either attractive or available. But here was Trey, the one man I fuck in my dreams. The man I see when my husband plunges a fake nine-inch black cock into me and brings me to orgasm. And here he is, live and in person. With absolutely no question in his mind that I would fuck him.
"Come to me, little one. Give your Trey a big hug and kiss."
And I did. The forty-five tucked into his pants acted as extra incentive to accept his invitation.
When I approached him, he threw his arms around me. When I looked up at him, he bent down and gave me one of his world-class kisses with those big luscious lips of his. Having a bald pussy, it doesn't take long until you feel how wet your panties are getting. And Trey knows all the buttons to push. It's what he knows best. That's why he and Elmo were the bait that brought all that young, eager pussy into Urban Mann's realm.
After the kiss, and he knew that he had me, he let me call work. I gave them the excuse that my car broke down and I would be back in work tomorrow. They bought it easily. I just hoped they wouldn't see my car in the parking lot. Trey then took the phone from me, turned it all the way off and placed it into my handbag.
Then Trey took my hand and led me upstairs to the bedroom. This was not one of the more opulent houses but a small suburban home, with a beautiful kitchen. He led me to what was obviously the master bedroom.
In my mind, I was battling. Do I want this? Do I want to be the cheating wife again? Do I really need a fix of big black cock? What will this do to Charlie and to our marriage? Then I thought, what if I don't do it? What will Trey do to me. I decided that that was not an option. It would have to be the time for me to lay back and enjoy the handiwork of a master.
I was in my work clothes, so I wasn't looking particularly sexy, but I was starting to feel it. I had taken to wearing sexy undies for Charlie as a gift to him for being such a good and loving husband. For having endured so much at my hand. But now Trey, who was making the bottoms wet, would take the tops off.
But it started with more kissing. And Trey was the master kisser. Once a woman tasted those lips, she was his. Lock, stock and booty. He kissed up and down my neck as he unbuttoned my burgundy satin blouse and unsnapped my lacey black bra. I'd already unzipped my calf length skirt and it pooled on the floor, under me. My blouse and bra followed it.
As he pulled his polo shirt up and over his head, I attended to the snap and zipper on his jeans. I then pulled his pants and boxers down his legs and followed them down, landing on my knees. His magnificent cock just stood there, not nearly erect, but not quite soft. More than a match for my black dildo back home. And you know me. The more the merrier.
I immediately grasped the tool and stuck its head in my mouth. A quick fit, but my tongue would more than compensate for my inability to get much of it down my throat. I pushed him back on the bed, and he lay there while I administered to the object of my desire. As I licked and sucked, I managed to pull my panties down my legs and off. I threw them at his face to see what reaction I got.
He brought the panties up to his nose and breathed in deeply. "Ah, nothin' like white pussy. Why don't you bring it up here to a sixty-nine, and you and I can enjoy a little of this together. I'd like to drink from the source."
He didn't have to ask me twice. In a heartbeat I was up and over his face with my now hungry pussy ready for a tongue I have ridden before. A very talented tongue.
He found me wet and made me wetter. Between his tongue on my clit and his fingers massaging my G-spot, I was on my way to becoming a soaking wet mess. And I kept fondling and sucking that big old dick of his. Making a wet mess of my own.
But I had to stop sucking and concentrate on the overwhelming orgasm I was approaching. And he didn't let me down. I came so hard I think I did it twice. And that's just the preliminaries. But the big gun is coming. With that in mind, he lifted me up off of him and threw me down on the bed. Time for a good thumping.
And thump he did. He slid in quite easily and started with nice easy strokes to keep his mojo going and get me into a rhythm. Then he went to town. Not the desperate fumbling of a man who hadn't had his share of sex lately, but a man who'd kept tuned up and in it for the long haul. He all but pounded me into that bed. But without objection from me. For a solid ten minutes he gave me a fucking like I hadn't had since the last time Urban Mann stuck his dick in me. With Trey, though, there is no other man to think about. Noone else in my mind's eye. When I fuck Trey, it's with both eyes open and fully engaged.
After ten minutes of fast, hard fucking, Trey slowed down and turned our fuckfest into a lovemaking session. We kissed a lot and slowly made the kind of love that women just can't get enough of. But when I'd had enough, I let him know.
"Alright, Trey. Enough already. Fuck me till I come like a cannon." And he did and so did I. I hadn't come like that in over half a year. It was a true delight. Was it my fix? Oh, yeah. Was it enough? Hell no!
As soon as the euphoria faded, I was in a panic. What the fuck am I doing? I'm here getting fucked by a man who just kidnaped me. A man who is a wanted fugitive everywhere in the Americas and on the continent. Make no mistake, Trey was a very bad man. And I just fucked him like he was a king. Just what any Queen of Spades would do.
As we took a break and made a little pillow talk. You know, where ya been, whatcha been up to? That kind of thing. We stared out the window at a very nice suburban neighborhood, and I watched as my car pulled up into their driveway. Tori was driving. They went and fetched my car, while we were getting it on. Now, nobody at work will question what my car was doing in the lot.
Like Charlie and I, the Clifts were childless. They also had one magnificent kitchen, courtesy of Urban Mann's wrecking crew. Boy, do I know what that kitchen cost them. Their souls. And, apparently, still loyal and in service to Trey. They are breaking several laws, including harboring a fugitive from justice and kidnaping. Me, that is. Although I never remember meeting them it is always possible they had attended one of Urban's orgies. Even after their master's death, they clung to his legacy, seemingly having nothing else to hold on to in life.
She was number sixty-one, so she'd had to have been serving him for at least five years or more. Maybe as many as ten. I don't really know the statistics or the data. That would be Mort Humphrey's territory. But Trey would know. And so would they.
As Hank's car pulled into the driveway, and he got out with packages in hand, we cleaned ourselves up and got dressed. You could smell the aroma of an Italian restaurant when we arrived downstairs. Hank picked up some lasagna and baked rigatoni with meatballs from the Ninth Street Marketplace, an Italian deli and pizzeria in the neighborhood. It was a satellite store of the main shop downtown.
The four of us sat and ate and discussed how we all know each other. Tori and Hank had the same remodeling job that we had done, by the same contractor. And they got roped in the same way we did. For them, it had been seven years. Seven years of total servitude to Urban Mann and his cronies. Hank managed through it all, to keep his job. But for visible reasons, Tori lost hers as a teacher. Now she turns the occasional trick to bring in a few bucks. Clients from the old days, when Urban was around to collect.



Now she has a mutually advantageous deal with Trey. They hide him and he makes sure she has lots of black cock, to fill her coffers and her eager pussy. Since he started holing up with them a month ago, she's booked twice the johns and made three times the money. But things were tense. Nobody wanted to get caught at this and Trey's trigger finger was getting itchy. He was ready to run and always looking to the next place to go.
"Why me, Trey?" I asked. "What in the world do you want with me other than as a piece of ass which I know you could get in a heartbeat seven days a week?"
"It's the fuckin' cops, Lu. If I don't stay one step ahead of them, I'm in the fuckin' hoosegow. I really need you to talk to your guy. I've got places to go, so I need to know I'm going to the right one. The wrong one could land me in a trap."
"So let me get this straight. You want me to contact Sgt. Humphrey, fuck him, then find out where he thinks you are or where you're going? Do I have that right?"
"If you could do that, Lu, it could save my ass. Give me a chance to see a way out."
"Why are you still around? I figured you'd be in Mexico, or France or China, for Christ's sake. Not hangin' around the very neighborhood where they are looking for you. You..."
"Resources, Lu. I don't have any friends out there. Urban was the center of all that. With him gone the entire network is collapsed. It's awful, Lu."
No sympathy from this corner, buster. You and your pretty face built this house, and you are just gonna have to live there. Wherever that is.
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BNWO: Yes, Master
"You like that, don't you?"
The words came with a thrust that knocked the air from his lungs. He gripped the sheets, arms straining, face pressed to the mattress.
"Yes, Master," he said, voice muffled, shaking. "I love it."
The man behind him drove deeper, heavy body pinning him, cock grinding in long strokes that left no room to move or think. Each push slid his knees forward, forcing him to take it.
Heat poured off his Master, sweat running where his chest pressed his back. The slap of flesh filled the room, sharp and constant, matched by his own ragged sounds. Every thrust dragged a groan out of him, every withdrawal left him desperate to prove he could keep pace.
A hand clamped the base of his neck, holding him down, keeping him where he belonged. He swallowed, throat dry, nodding into the pillow as if to answer again. Yes, Master. Always yes.
The bed rocked, the headboard thudding against the wall in rhythm. His body burned, stretched wide around the thick cock, but he met it anyway, hips moving back without thought, offering himself.
"Yes, Master," he gasped again as the hand slid to his shoulder, dragging him back onto the length. His voice cracked, high, needy, but he didn't stop. Couldn't.
The sheets beneath him were damp with sweat and spit. He turned his head, gasping, catching the sound of his Master's breathing: calm, deep, utterly in control.
He tightened around the cock inside him and felt the response instantly: a sharper thrust, a grunt of approval. His lips parted, spilling a broken moan.
"You love it," the voice behind him said, no longer a question.
"Yes, Master," he whispered, forehead pressed to the mattress. "I love it."
The bed rocked harder, arms trembling, thighs burning, every part of him bent on taking it. He gritted his teeth, but the sounds came anyway - moans, whimpers, words of obedience spilling between breaths.
"Yes, Master," he said again, broken now, but meaning every word.
-----------
It wasn't always like this. Everyone says that, but I remember it the way you remember your first house or the route to school - not perfect, just ordinary. I wasn't raised to shout slurs or start fights. I was raised to think we were the default. White men married white women. That was the advert on the telly, the photo in the shop window. Black men were on the pitch, or the court, running track. Black women were backup singers, if at all. Gay men kept quiet. You could go months without thinking about it because the world was arranged to feel like you. That's not a defence. Just how it was.
I had a job I thought I'd earned with cleverness instead of luck. A house I called mine. A wife who wore my ring and laughed at my jokes. I wasn't the bloke who joined marches. I didn't need to. Politics was for people who cared too much, while I compared mortgage rates and argued about football.
Then it shifted. Not in one day, but in small ways that stacked. Music charts. Film leads. News anchors. Beyoncé put out a country album and the part of me that pretended not to care cared a lot. At work, the new hires looked different. HR trainings felt like rebukes even when my name wasn't mentioned. Online, bios had symbols and tags. A changing tide.
I told myself I wasn't racist. I found forums that said what I wanted to hear - men like me, angry. We bought hats. We said order, borders, take our country back, protect our women. ICE raided homes and we clapped, though the men in cuffs looked more like builders than monsters. The louder we clenched our fists, the louder the world outside grew. Protests grew instead of fading. Black men weren't asking to be let in; they were already in, closing in. Black women didn't wait their turn; they took it. And white women, the ones we thought were ours by default: they chose. They dated. Married. Switched.
The red hats gave us the grip of men holding ropes already cut. The more we shouted, the clearer it was we were only echoing ourselves. Their clenched black fist against our red brim told the story cleaner than any speech. It was a poster. Then an election map. Then law.
I said I wasn't racist. Maybe I meant I wasn't born to it. I learned it late - I was just scared. That's the truth that stings most, because it makes everything that followed small. Not principled. Not noble. Just a man who felt the world moving past him and chose anger over adjustment.
There was no final battle, no night of fireworks and speeches. What happened was policy after policy, money shifting, brands reading the wind. Then one day the rules were different. The BNWO.
If you were rich enough, there were options. They called it conversion at first - like tariffs, like customs. Houses, assets, portfolios: you could trade them for a designation that kept you indoors, accountable to a household instead of the state. Property with papers. Registered domestic. Collared, insured, legally protected from random seizure so long as your owner met the standards and you obeyed.
It sounded civilised in the brochure way. But it was humiliation dressed neat. Men like me took the deal because fear makes collared life look reasonable when the alternative is a bus at 5 a.m. and a number on your chest.
My wife didn't fight it. She didn't want to. She had eyes, and choices. She became what they call a Queen of Spades - a title that used to live in tags on porn sites, now a legal status in some places, a social one everywhere else. She chose a King. He chose her back. I remember the mediator's table: our house, accounts, even the dog, divided not as divorce but reallocation. The deed moved. The ring came off. The anklet went on. I signed it all away.
It wasn't always like this. But this is how it became this, me always half a step behind until there were no steps left but kneeling.
The house changed before I did. Our photos came down, replaced with frames of her alone or with him, smiling in ways I hadn't seen in years. Furniture shifted, colours warmed. It wasn't ours anymore. It was theirs.
What cut wasn't cruelty but how easily she let it happen. The words that once belonged to me -- baby, love, darling -- slipped to him without hesitation. She laughed louder. Walked lighter. She called for me only when she needed something done: water, laundry, sheets. Casual, like speaking to help that had always been there.
And the bed. Our bed. She didn't flinch the first night she brought him into it. Didn't even look at me. She lay back like she'd been waiting her whole life, and the sounds through the wall told me a truth I couldn't unhear -- she had never belonged to me the way she belonged to him.
That was the hardest part. Not that she left me. Not that she moved on. But just how easy it was.
-----------
"Back to work," Master growled, thrusting harder. The words dragged me back to my new reality.
His cock slammed into me, every stroke driving me face-first between her thighs. My tongue licked frantically, my nose pressed to the black spade tattoo above her clit, rubbing against it with each thrust.
Her hand gripped my hair, forcing me closer. The same hand that once wore my wedding ring now held me as her slave.
She moaned, not for me but for him. Her thighs clamped around my head, grinding against my mouth. When her eyes met mine, there was no pity, no cruelty. Nothing.
"Do you hear me, slave?" she gasped, tugging my head tighter. "This pussy is his. And you - you're here to serve it."
"Yes, Mistress," I mumbled into her, mouth slick with her.
Master's thrusts quickened, shoving me harder against her until her cries pitched higher. She shook around my tongue, spilling onto my face as she came, pulling my hair to keep me there while she rode it out. Her moans filled the room, his name on her lips, not mine.
When she collapsed back, breathless, Master yanked me upright by the collar, keeping me impaled. His chest pressed to my back, his cock driving without pause.
Her voice drifted from the pillows, soft, satisfied. "Don't hold back, my love. Fill him."
His grip on my hips tightened. He slammed me down, one final thrust, groaning into my ear as he came inside me. He stayed buried deep, breathing hard against my neck, his hand still on my collar. Then his voice, steady, calm:
"You love it."
I was shaking, her taste still on my lips, his cum inside me. And I said the only words I had left.
"Yes, Master."
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The people in this story live in Atlanta.
There are two people in this story.
Macy Price white eighteen year old five foot six small tight butt and 34 C breasts
Mr Jason Brown black forty five year old six foot tall with ten inch cock.
The story starts with Macy looking for a job her Dad suggested he would ask a family friend a very wealthy black man. This man was in charge of a few companies and was extremely wealthy. Macy's Dad John used to work for him years ago before he got really wealthy. But he always popped into see the Price's over the years and Macy remembers being intimidated by him. He was fit handsome with Macy remembering he would buy her pretty dresses each year. She only knew him has Mr Brown but if he could help her find a job she was keen.
A few days later Mr Brown phoned her dad to say there was a position of his personal assistant working for himself. Macy's new job was for the wealthy black man has his personal assistant. Macy didn't know what the job would be but the wage was good and the hours were also good. So the next week she was picked up by his chauffeur and taken to his plush office. The office was very expensive with two big leather chairs a leather couch and a huge wooden table.There was a huge television hanging on the wall and the room was even sound proofed.
Mr Brown walked in wearing a expensive suit and shoes. He was so big Macy felt he should be obeyed at all times. Mr Brown told Macy that a baggy sweater and jeans is not how his personal assistant should be dressed. He would take her to a store that would close for her to be fitted in outfits of his choice. These outfits are what personal assistants should wear for their boss.
The chauffeur drove to a department store when they saw it was Mr Brown the store closed to give him access to shop. Then Macy was taking to the lady department where Mr Brown went around picked her up three suitable outfits and underwear!
Her first outfit was a white pencil skirt just above her Ass cheeks with no top a white blazer complete it. Then there was a white push up bra which made Macy's breasts go up two cup sizes her breasts look 34 DD? Then a white G String which nestled neatly between her tight butt cheeks. Then white seamed stockings and a white Garter belt. Then six inch white high heels that made her Ass more pronounced but were hard for her to walk in.
Her second outfit was a black flared micro mini skirt with black satin blouse. The bra he choose with this outfit was black also added two cup sizes. This outfit had full size panties which were see through. Her legs were bare but she was handed black ankle boots with five inch heels.
The third outfit was a white dress which was tight fitting and showed all her teen curves. Another two sizes push up bra and a white G string that split her cheeks again. Then high five inch white heels again with white holdup stockings.
Mr Brown then sends her to try on each of the outfits before giving him is own fashion show. She looks at each outfit and doesn't feel too comfortable with them. They look like striper outfits to the conservative teen virgin but she doesn't want to lose her job!
Each outfit she tried on she has to pose for Mr Brown basically lap dancing for the old black man.
He bought all three outfits but she had to keep on outfit one the white pencil skirt with the blazer. She's struggling to walk in the six inch heels and every time she walks her Ass and stocking tops are on show! But her employer Mr Brown likes all her outfits tells her not to be paranoid about her body being on show.
Now they get back to his office and she's handed a list of names to book into a hotel room. Also a local technical video company which do surveillance cameras they also do recording of video! Mr Brown then goes leaving Macy in her new role has personal assistant. The first names on her list she knew they were a pair of wealthy teenage girls twins! Lisa and Laura Taylor they were nineteen years old and their parents were very wealthy solicitors. Macy was surprised that Mr Brown wanted these checked into a hotel room but it might be a favour for their parents?
So she rung the Belleville Hotel and they were both checked in for that afternoon. She then phoned the technical company they were going to the same hotel room a hour before the twins to set up equipment.
She was pretty smug with the job she just done and rung Mr Brown who also thanks her. He even tells her to go to Starbucks and grab herself a coffee. The chauffeur took her but he looked her all over and there was two people inside Starbucks the same!
She then reads a book and catches up with some friends. The phone goes and Macy answered it and it was her Mother.
"Hello Macy how's the job are you doing good?" asks mother.
"Great I have made some hotel booking for the Taylor twins Mother!" macy replies.
"That's odd the Taylor twins Macy a room for them but how's Mr Brown treating you?" asked her mother.
"He's really nice and also very generous?" macy then added for an older black man he was really hot.
"Yes Macy he is hot for a black man okay I will catch you later?" says her mother.
Mr Brown returns late in the afternoon and gives her another name to book in to the hotel and the same technical company to go to the Belleville hotel.
"He needs to have a shower has he's worked up quite a sweat!" mr brown then says
Before leaving her alone he gives her a USB Stick to keep safe!
She looks at the name and also knows this person. She's a prominent senator and is always on the television Julie Clark who's about mid sixties. She makes the booking for another room tomorrow and also got the same technical company to set up their equipment about an hour before.
Macy then lets curiously get the better of her instead of putting the USB stick safely away she decides to play it! There's a slot for USB's on the side of the television. She thinks it could be anything some files or work stuff. The truth is a lot darker than she imagined there were video files attached to the USB stick. The one she played was todays date there's two nude white girls the Taylor twins! They were identical both big firm Asses and large breasts with their pussys shaved bald. Then a voice that she recognised has Mr Brown out of site of the camera recording.
"Did the girls want their Master's big black cock!" mr brown then asks.
Then Mr Brown comes into view Macy is so shocked has he's nude and what a fit body. The thing that makes her pussy drip in to her tiny white G String is Mr Brown's big black cock! She's seen pictures of cocks before but never that big being a virgin and never up close to cocks! Mr Brown's cock was so thick has well has long with thick viens!
She should have turned off the USB stick and kept it safe for her boss. That wasn't in her mind now she wanted to see what was going to happen. First thing she watched was both twins fighting over who was now going to suck Master's cock first! They both then took turns stroking his cock and then sucking the big black cock! He then shoots loads of cum into both teen twins mouths. Then one sat on his face while the other rode his big black cock. They both kept swapping on top of her boss. Then they both get on all fours he fucks both white teen twins in turn before he fucks both of their Assholes in turn. He then cums in the gaping Asshole of both girls in turn. Before they sucked his cock clean and he walked away.
Macy was shocked should she report what she just watched! Who would she report it too the police or even their parents. Both the white twins were both happily doing everything they weren't forced! They were both also calling Mr Brown their Master!
Her mind was spinning her pussy was also so wet and horny the door opening behind her she never noticed!
"Macy I told you to put that USB safe not to watch it please explain yourself!" mr brown angrily shouts.
Macy jumps embarrassed and shocked by being caught watching the USB stick. This man is her boss Mr Brown black imposing and has caught her watching him fuck two twin white girls! She was now all afraid of being in serious trouble also losing her new job!
"Sorry I am so sorry it was a accident please forgive me Mr Brown?" macy cries.
"Well I should sack you Macy straight away you were told to keep it safe for me not to fucking watch it!" mr brown angrily says.
"Please Mr Brown don't sack me please I will not do anything wrong again I really need this job?" macy begs.
"Well your lucky I don't take out my anger on your parents Macy I could get them to lose their jobs and house?" mr brown says.
"Please Mr Brown my parents haven't done anything please don't punish them just me you can punish me not them?" macy now pleads.
"Well you would let me punish you Macy?" mr brown asks.
"Yes punish me Mr Brown you can also do anything to me put not my parents please I beg forgive me don't fire me?" now pleads macy.
"Anything to you Macy?" mr brown asks.
"Anything Macy at all to save your parents and your job?" mr brown repeats.
"Yes anything Mr Brown just please leave my parents alone I really need this job?" macy replies.
"Okay Macy then come to me and get over my lap!" mr brown orders.
She looks at Mr Brown who has now pulled his chair out and is sat waiting for her to go to him.
"Over your lap Mr Brown?" macy questions.
"Yes over my lap Macy have you ever been punished before by your parents?" replies mr brown.
"NO never Mr Brown?" macy answered.
"Well that's why Macy you did not do what you were told you do not know discipline?" answers mr brown.
She still hasn't gone over to Mr Brown and is hesitant to get over his lap. This black man who she just watched fuck a pair or white twins just a year older than her. She would be able to feel his huge black cock that very thought made her wet pussy drip again.
"Well I am waiting Macy save your job and your parents or not it's your choice?" mr brown tells her.
She slowly walks over her heels thudding with each unsteady step across the floor. Her pussy gushed into her tiny G String at the thought of laying across her bosses big lap and getting closer to his cock! She got next to him and stopped still undecided to continue. But with one swift move he picks her up and placed her over his lap. The big cock she watched on screen she feels now up against her he's erect! Then her pencil skirt is pulled up she's powerless to even prevent him. Her little tight butt on show to her boss separated by a tiny string.
"Macy what a beautiful butt you have are your sure you were never spanked?" asks mr brown.
"No never Mr Brown this is embarrassing please make it quick?" whispers macy.
"Nonsense Macy this tight butt is made for a hard fucking or spanking I will really take my time?" mr brown replies.
"Please be gentle Mr Brown and quick?" macy pleads.
"Shush Macy it's not my fault your parents never taught you the joys of spanking?" mr brown replies.
Then with a big thud the first of her spanks stinging and hard thrown with force leaving a visible red hand print. Macy cried out in pain her tight little butt glowing from the very first hard spank. She wiggles and tries to get up only to be firmly held in place!
"NO Macy the more you resist the more spanks you will receive?" mr brown says.
Then two more heavy hand thuds has she receives more spanks. Again she tries to get up and resist him only to be held. Deep moans and cries has her little white butt was already glowing red.
"No Macy stay still or your job and both parents will pay do you understand?" mr brown says.
"Yes but it hurts so badly Mr Brown can you please stop!" pleads macy.
"No Macy not until I am satisfied you have learnt respect?" says mr brown.
Then another two hard thuds on each tiny white Ass cheek her butt no longer white it now glows red! Another two hard spanks followed by more cries and moans she's now starting to accept his spanks. Another two on each butt cheeks both glowing a hot red and now showing bruising. Black and blue hand prints on both her tight Ass cheeks!
"Good girl Macy rub against my cock?" mr brown orders.
She didn't realise but with each spank her wet pussy was rubbing against Mr Brown's cock inside his trousers. Leaving a big wet patch on his groin through his trousers. Mr Brown then spanks each cheek three more times before then deciding her Ass is now getting too bruised and will show! He then stopped before rubbing both Ass cheeks feeling them warm on his hands.
"Now stand up Macy with your hands on your head show me your Ass?" mr brown then orders.
Macy slowly and unsteady stands up and then turns with hands on her head. To now allow Mr Brown to gaze at her glowing little Ass still afraid to make him angry. He then looks at his groin and her juices are all over is groin his trousers will need changing! He now needs to look at her wet pussy this he will eventually get!
"Now Macy part your legs and bend over at the waist?" orders mr brown.
She does has ordered and her red bruised cheeks part allowing Mr Brown to look at both her teen holes. Her tiny butt hole just visible between her cheeks and the string. Then her pussy wet transparent against the white tiny material wet her pubes are also visible!
"Now Macy before coming in tomorrow you need to shave your teen pussy bald?" orders mr brown.
"YES tonight Mr Brown I will shave it bald for you?" macy replies.
"Good girl Macy and wear the white dress not a skirt we don't need people looking at your bruised Ass do we?" replies mr brown.
"Yes Mr Brown?" replies macy.
Then she goes home taken by Mr Brown's own chauffeur who noticed her bruised tiny Ass! She goes straight into the shower and turns it cold adding bath lotion to her tight Ass! Anything to help out the big throbbing pain then shaves her teen pussy bald for her boss. She wears some baggy clothing and tells her parents she enjoyed her first day before having an early night.
That night she played with her teen pussy dreaming about the cock she felt against her. Mr Brown's black cock also thinking about sex with the tiny twins how they both called him Master!The teen virgin girl plays with herself before cumming many times. Then drifted off to sleep dreaming about Mr Brown's black cock.
Mr Brown also dreamt about Macy and he will get what he wants! There's nothing his black cock can't have or get. He gets new business contracts by fucking white girls and women. The twins Solicitor parents the Taylors just agreed to arrange to do some paperwork for him! He's going to get a big contract signed off after the Senator Clark signs it off for him! This is how Mr Brown is so successful by using his charm and his big black cock! So Macy doesn't know it yet but she he will become more than his new personal assistant.
The following morning Macy looks at her Ass cheeks and they have bruises on both Ass cheeks. She then pulled up her white G String and white holdups then puts on her white push up bra. This bra makes her breasts two sizes larger then pulls up her tight dress. This dress does cover her Ass cheeks barely so nobody can see her blue and black bruises. Then her chauffeur has turned up so off to work she goes with a big spring in her step.
She walks into see Mr Brown on the phone so takes a seat on the leather couch that's opposite him. Then after a while Mr Brown gets off the phone and is not to happy with her. Macy has booked the engineers at the wrong time they will turn up that afternoon the same time has the Senator Julie Clark!
"Macy you've double booked the Senator and those engineers?" mr brown says.
"Sorry Mr Brown I will change it straight away for you?" macy apologised.
"It's okay Macy I have just rearranged it all for another day so what can we both now possibly do today?" mr brown asks
"I don't know Mr Brown is there anything else I can do?" macy replies.
"Yes Macy we can both use that nice hotel room today the engineers have set up al their cameras?" answers mr brown.
Macy panics and realised what her boss was now implying to her! He wants her to do what he done with the twins. He can't make her do what she watched yesterday no way she's a virgin.
"NO Mr Brown I am a virgin?" macy replies.
"Well that attitude is terrible you messed up the booking Macy not me?" replies mr brown.
"Sorry Mr Brown I will make up for it but not like that?" macy replies.
"Yes Macy you will make it up to me over my lap again!" mr brown orders.
"NO Mr Brown I will not my Ass is still all bruised from yesterday?" macy replies.
"Okay Macy your are not the right person for this role you will be sent home I will also now decide your parents fate!" mr brown says.
Macy then walks over goes straight over Mr Brown's lap just like yesterday. Then Mr Brown pulls up dress over her Ass cheeks exposing her bruised cheeks. Mr Brown is gently stroking each cheek has she started to moan. Admiring yesterday's handiwork and imaging her presenting it be fucked!
"Now Macy the same has yesterday each cheek will be spanked until you can learn respect?" mr brown explains.
Then he spanks both Ass cheeks with very hard spanks. She moans feels Mr Browns cock pushing against her which makes her pussy drip again in her G String.
"Now count all your spanks Macy you will have four more on each cheek?" mr brown says.
Then after the first spank, "ONE". moans out macy.
After the next spank, "ONE". cries out macy.
Another spank thud, "TWO". moans out macy.
Another spank thud, "TWO". moans out macy.
"Good girl Macy accepting your fate!" mr brown moans.
Another hard spank, "THREE". moans out macy.
Another spank on the other redding and bruised Ass cheek, "THREE". moans out macy.
"Well done the last spanks are coming up Macy?" mr brown groans.
Then a spank thud, "FOUR". macy out moans.
The last spank on the other redding Ass cheek "FOUR". groans out macy.
"Now like yesterday Macy stand up hands on your head with your back to me?" mr brown orders.
She did has ordered her dress still showing off her red Ass cheeks. Her white holdups and white high heels arch her tight little butt. She then bends forward parting her legs to show her Ass to Mr Brown! This is too much for Mr Brown he drops down his trousers and boxers. Stroking his big black cock at the sight of this teen white girl!
"Good girl Macy you've shaved your pussy bald for me?" moans mr brown.
"YES Mr Brown?" sighs macy.
"Good girl Macy you will be trained today are you still a virgin girl?" mr brown asks.
"Yes my pussy has never been touched I am a virgin mr Brown?" macy sighs.
"Well Macy you won't be going home a little virgin today come to me?" orders mr brown.
She turned around and sees his big black cock for the first time! She gasps out loud and all her resistance has gone she now understands why the twins wanted his big black cock! It was so black so hard and she wants to lose her virginity to it! She walked over to it and holds it just like her big prize possession.
"Macy start to stroke my big black cock!" mr brown orders.
She slowly starts to stroke it can't keep her eyes off it her blue eyes are memorized by Mr Brown's big black cock! Her eyes now glazed up with lust her breathing deeper her little pussy dripping! She's never ever imagined losing her virginity to a man older than her father. What is worse this man was black but not only was he black he was her boss with a massive cock!



"Now Macy start kissing my black cock all over?" mr brown orders.
"Yes Macy just like that now take the big head in to your mouth?" mr brown orders.
"Yes Macy open wide your such a natural born to suck black cock?"mr brown moans.
Macy has now got over four inches inside her teen mouth happy her boss praised her. She opened wider trying to please the black cock taking it further into her mouth.
"Now Macy show me how much a big girl you are keep taking it until you reach my balls?" groans mr brown.
Macy now starts to slobber and bob up and down on Mr Brown's big black cock. Taking it into her throat gagging at first but her lust takes over and she keeps sucking on the big black cock! The cock is soon nearly all the way inside her throat with a big push it fits inside her throat! Her boss then started to fuck her face not caring about her all he wants is to fill her mouth with cum! This tiny teen girl bobbing up and down on his cock will mean it gets filled really soon! Then his balls tightened is first spurts fill her throat before he withdrew shooting more cum in to her mouth!
"Macy drink down all my delicious cum?" mr brown orders.
She swirls his cum around his mouth tastes and saviours every delicious drop. Her first taste of cum not her last of the day or the days and weeks to follow! But Mr Brown is definitely not finished he needed to take both of her teen holes today! He phoned his chauffeur and tells him to be there in ten minutes to take them to the hotel!
"Now get on to all fours Macy and arch up your back?" orders mr brown.
"Yes like that good girl Macy you are going to lose your cherry little girl?" mr brown says.
He then gets up behind her pulls the little white G String to one side. Then he slowly enters her tiny little pussy it hurts but he's gentle with her. Then a push her Hymen is now taken a little bit of pain and a drop of blood. Then Mr Brown pushes in more has his personal assistant moans with joy. In and out nice and slowly working in all of his big black cock. Then with some moaning a sigh his balls are banging against her tight little butt cheeks! He looks down and her tiny little Asshole is there for him! He will take it later knowing she will try to resist but she needs to give herself up to her big black boss!
He's soon building up a good rhythm inside her tiny teen pussy has it milks is big black cock! He feels it gripping him tightly loves it when he takes a shy teen girl. This teen girl would be taking cock between her job now going forward. Then Mr Brown looks down at is watch is chauffeur will be outside now waiting to take him the ten minutes to the hotel. He then power fucks the teen taking her totally by surprise making her bald tiny pussy squirt over is black cock and balls. This makes him fill her teen pussy with hot cum if she's not on birth control that's her fault! He then pulls out looks down at her hot little butt her pussy now gaped open swimming in all his cum it even coats her shaved lips!
"Quickly Macy pull up your panties we are going to spend the afternoon in the hotel bed?" mr brown says.
She pulls up her panties holding in all of his cum and then stops her from pulling down her dress. He then leads her to his luxury limousine is chauffeur smiles but he's seen this all before. She was obviously is newest in a long line of white sluts who threw them selves at him. Then has he drives to the hotel he can see the teen girls between is legs her bruised Ass on show. She's then bobbing up and down on the Mr Brown's big black cock. Deep throating is big cock like a seasoned white slut! Then before they even arrived at the hotel he can see the teen riding is black cock up and down.
He then parks around the back of the hotel they hadn't finished the chauffeur watched is boss cum inside the teen white girl! Has they both then walk into the hotel her Ass and body on show luckily this entrance will take them straight to the room! Macy now a total slut for Master's big black cock! She can't wait to spend the afternoon being his nasty slut! Mr Brown is going to make her his nasty slut and a Queen of Spades!
They entered the room and straight away she's thrown onto the bed. Her Black boss between her legs power fucking her into the mattress. The bed rattling and shaking with the mattress squeaking underneath the weight of Master's fucking. He then fired is third load of cum into her tight teen pussy. Then he lays back to recover while she sucks and licks his black cock clean. His personal assistant is now is personal slut and he will expect her to do anything he requires!
"Macy do you like being my white slut?" mr brown asks.
"I love being your white slut Mr Brown!" macy then whispers her reply between sucking on mr browns black cock.
"Well that means you will do lots of nasty things for me Macy do you understand?" says mr brown.
*What will I have to do Mr Brown?" macy then replied between sucking master's balls.
"Well like your doing already Macy sucking balls that's one you nasty white whore!" mr brown laughed.
"Sorry Mr Brown it seems so natural for me to do?" apologies macy.
"No that's good you will also learn to eat my Ass Macy when it gets sweaty?" mr brown tells her.
"You will also learn Macy to drink my piss when you're ordered?" mr brown groans.
Macy shuddered at the thought of eating Ass and drinking piss. But she was willing to do anything to please her Mr Brown!
"Yes Macy you will need to take my black cock inside your Asshole?" mr brown says.
"No it's to small and tight no Mr Brown just take my tight pussy?" macy cries.
"Shush Macy you will be begging for my big cock inside it later?" mr brown then reassures.
"Macy you will eventually become a Queen of Spades for me and my friends"? mr brown says.
"What's a Queen of Spades Mr Brown?" asks macy.
"I don't want your friends Mr Brown just you?" then replied macy.
"You will learn Macy to crave black cocks no more white cocks do you understand?" mr brown tells her.
"Queen of Spades is when white boys also white girls give themselves to black cocks they wear tattoo or clothes to say that Macy?" explains mr brown.
Macy gets wet at the thought and wonders if Mr Brown also slept with white boys! The thought of a life with big black cocks did seem good to Macy though. Then Master puts her on all fours while adding lube to her tight Asshole.
"No please Mr Brown don't fuck my tight teen Ass!" macy pleaded.
"Shush Macy I will go nice and slowly you will learn to love it?" mr brown says.
To be continued... Macy's Anal virginity!
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This is the second part where macy is now on all fours ready for her black Master.
"No Mr Brown please don't fuck my Ass!" macy pleaded.
"Shush Macy Mr Brown will go nice and slowly you will learn to love it?" mr brown says
Mr Brown then climbed onto the bed with his cock aiming at the Asshole of Macy his tiny new teen P.A. The big head slowly now entering her tightest of holes possibly it's to big. But Mr Brown is now used to always getting what he wants in work and his love life! Teen white sluts are is speciality but he will fuck their mothers train their brothers to! Today her Ass is going to open up to is ten inch black cock! Another push and she starts to get afraid really afraid it's going to tear her open!
"No please No fuck No Mr Brown No fuck please pull out take it out Mr Brown?" begs macy.
"No Macy relax you nasty little white slut?" moans mr brown with his cock now being squeezed giving her red hot Ass a spank to remind her.
"Sorry Mr Brown but it's to big?" yelps out macy.
Mr Brown is not pulling out he wants this teen Asshole milking his big black cock. So with another push more entered again the huge apple sized head stretches her tiny little booty hole. This starts her wailing this time sobbing so loudly in pain!
"Quiet Macy you will get us thrown out of the hotel?" mr brown laughed.
He then pushed in a couple of inches into her backdoor along with his huge head of his black cock. Macy did not feel good not like when Mr Brown has taken her tiny pink pussy virginity. This hurts so badly the pain was becoming unbearable has Macy keeps on screaming out in so much pain. This just encourages Mr Brown to keep on pushing more cock inside her tight booty hole.Then looking down to see her tiny butt opening up to his massive big black snake! The big black snake is now stretching the teen girls backdoor wide open is now still entering further!
"Yes Macy you slut open up and relax for your boss Mr Browns cock!" mr brown orders.
Then he pushes a little more and now she has five inches of thick black cock along with the huge apple sized head. The pain is worse than her glowing red bruised Ass it feels like her boss is ripping her Ass wide open. Then he pushes again the pain is so bad he's so big and thick. She tried to relax but with this huge black cock entering her tightest of holes it seems impossible! Her black boss has now got seven inches with the huge apple of his cock head inside her.
"No fuck No please Mr Brown your to big it's hurting my tiny butt hole!" alice moans.
"Shush just a little push and your tight tiny booty hole will belong to black cock Alice!" moans out mr brown.
Then a final push followed by a big scream Mr Brown is now balls deep inside his teen personal assistant. Her screaming turn into little moans has Mr Browns big black cock starts to resize her backdoor. This tight tiny backdoor will always be open for her black bosses huge black cock! She drips on to the hotel bedding feeling like such a nasty slut. He stops pushing and just rests inside her tight Anus he then looks down and that nearly makes him cum! Her tiny butt looks so good with his big black balls resting on them he's waiting for the teen white slut to start to beg for a Anal fucking!
"Oh so fucking good so fucking big feels so fucking good please Mr Brown fuck your tiny teen girl?" alice moans over and over.
This is all her black boss wanted to hear the teen white slut wants to be fucked! He then gives her what she wanted going in and out slowly then quicker. The sounds of her Asshole being fucked fills the room as do the sluts moaning! The Asshole expels air when the black cock goes in and out like farting sound this just urges Mr Brown to keep up the fucking! He is now power fucking her bruised tight butt with long and deliberate strokes. Her boss enjoying the power over his teen P.A he goes slowly at first then faster. Now is black balls are now both smacking the tight teen butt cheeks! He will soon fill up this tightest of holes and doesn't get tired of fucking Assholes. This slut will offer up her bumhole regularly for his black cock and he's looking forward to her asking for it up her butt!
Then his balls tightened and he floods her bowels with warm hot cum! Her shit hole is now milking her black bosses cum from is huge black cock. He pulled out and that tightest of holes stays gapped open with cum bubbling out of it! He now needs to take her into the bathroom he now wants to clean out her Asshole!
"Macy hold my hand lets give you a shower and clean out my cum!" mr brown orders.
He leads her into the bathroom with cum still dripping out of her backdoor. He then placed her on all fours inside the shower cubicle with her Ass full of his Anal cream pie. He then humiliates his teen P.A again by pissing into her Asshole to clean out all of his cum. Over and over again stream after stream of hot piss goes inside her tiny Asshole. Then it bubbles back out of her little bumhole. Cum and piss flooding out of her bowels into the shower cubicle. He then gets her to open her mouth and gives her the last stream to drink down. She then does this without complaining and sucks any piss that remains off his big black cock!
"Good girl Macy you are learning all about pleasing your black boss!" mr brown says.
He then leads her back into the bedroom now she rides her bosses black cock. All the time Mr Brown praises her telling her to keep riding the black bull. He then flooded her teen pussy again with cum over and over again. Then he has her on all fours on the middle of the bed. He now fucks both tight teen holes three strokes in her pussy then three inside her bumhole. His balls smack her tight butt has he then keeps on swapping both holes. Over and over until he then fills up her bowels again with hot cum.
She spends ages sucking then stroking his big black cock hard again between licking his sweaty balls. Her mouth is constantly all over is big black cock encouraging it to get hard once again. He then gets up on to all fours with out being told she placed her teen face into his black Ass crack. Licking up and down his sweaty crack then darting her tongue in and out of his black Asshole.
"Macy that's it keep licking your bosses big black cock slut?" mr brown moans.
She continues eating Ass until her boss is ready to fuck again. This was on all fours anally fuck only after Macy begged. She is becoming a complete slut cor black cock a true Queen of Spades to please her boss! The hotel room was well used for the rest of the day with teen Macy getting cock all afternoon and night. Three more are doggy style fucks twice she rode Mr Brown's cock like a bull. Twice missionary pounded into the mattress with her slim white legs over the black bosses shoulders. But her new favourite was Anal she loved being so full of black cock! Her tight backdoor opened up three more times twice Ass up and her face down on the mattress. Then the last time she rides Mr Browns big black cock cowgirl style with the teen girl bouncing up and down until her boss orgasmed!
It's the following day and she's between Mr Browns thighs sucking his cock. Her boss is on the phone and it's to Julie Clark the Senator she's not willing to meet him. This infuriates Mr Brown he's used to always getting is way! He has another way around it her son Alex he will get him into the hotel room. The eighteen year old he's already met the boy is a pretty FemBoi. He will fuck the senator's son to get is contract signed! So he gets his P.A. Macy to make the arrangements for the boy to be taken to the hotel room!
"Macy phone the Belleville Hotel and book a room today for Alex Clark?" mr brown moans between getting his cock sucked.
Macy stops sucking for a brief second"He's a boy Mr Brown are you sure?" macy asks.
"Yes Macy he's a pretty boy who will learn the joy of black cock?" mr brown answers.
"Okay Mr Brown do I order the technical firm has well?" macy enquires.
"Yes Macy but this time don't double book it make sure they've set their cameras up before Alex arrives?" mr brown groans his P.A still sucking on his black cock.
"Yes Mr Brown after I swallow your big load I will make the booking?" macy moans.
"Macy one more thing the little boy likes girl clothes send a sluty school outfit for him to the hotel?" mr brown then moans before he filled up his P.A's mouth with cum.
After Macy swallows her bosses cum she contacts the hotel the technical firm before arranging for a school girl outfit to be sent to the hotel room. The outfit consists of a pair of flat black shoes a black flared skirt with white knee high socks. A white open backed satin jockstrap with a white shirt then a striped tie. Mr Brown insists on him receiving a pink flat cock cage.These items were put in place for little Alex's visit to the hotel room.
Macy then sends the booking to Alex and he's told it's a treat from his mother. He will be provided with a dress up outfit has his mother knows that he likes dressing in nice girly clothing! Alex reads this text and is all up for a day of dressing up and spending time in a nice hotel room.
So this time Macy is allowed to look at the live video feed from the rooms camera's. The camera's are all shot in crystal clear 4K video nothing is missed. Every single part of the room is covered the camera's follow anyone around the room. The bathroom is even covered the toilet and the shower! To Macy this is worrying has Mr Brown got the copy of their day in the hotel room? What if her parents or family seen what she did in the hotel room? Her Ass being fucked then pissed into only for her teen mouth also to be pissed into!
Then all her thoughts are snapped back to the present hotel room door is opened. In walked a very small tiny boy this must be Alex Clark the Senator's son. He was very small even smaller than teen Macy also for a boy he looked very feminine. His hair so long like he grew it that way he also wore makeup! He is also wearing long knee high white socks with platform shoes! Then a little pink crop top and a pair of tiny booty shorts he looks like a young girl! Now Macy could see why her boss Mr Brown wanted to take him to the hotel.
The boy then is happily going through the clothes left for him. Macy watches how he got excited at the thought of playing dress up! He then takes off his crop top to reveal a pair of tiny breasts! The boy is on Female Hormone's H.R.T probably provided by his mother the senator! Then he removes all of his other clothing he is completely bald. He has a tiny girly bubble butt which to Macy knows it's going to get split wide open! She doesn't she a cock but then he removed it from between his butt cheeks. It's so little Macy laughs to herself knowing the size of her bosses big black cock! This only makes Macy think that she could only ever get her pleasure from a black cock!
He then works out to put on the tiny pink flat cage walks around wearing it! Now he is pleased is tiny white cock and balls are all covered. Macy feels sorry watching him knowing the pain she went through when Mr Brown took her tiny butt hole. Though Macy now asks no begs for her bosses big black cock inside her tight Asshole.
He then pulls up his white knee high socks then is white open backed jockstrap. He then pulls up is skirt and is shoes go on. He is then bending over checking out is tiny butt in the mirror before putting on the rest of his outfit. He button's up his shirt over is tiny breasts then puts on the tie. He looks like a virgin school girl about to find out is fate!
Then the hotel room door opens and in her boss Mr Brown walks in. There was a look of complete shock and horror on the teen boys face has the large black man walked into the hotel room! Macy sits back to now watch the action unfold then turns up the volume has well. She catches the first time conversation between them both!
"Alex is this how you dress inside a strange hotel room like a schoolgirl slut?" mr brown asks the teen boy.
"No I was told to come here and I was also told to wear these clothes?" alex protested.
"Well Alex we wouldn't want your mother finding out all about us do we?" mr brown replied.
"Who are you and what would she find out about us?" asks alex.
"Well Alex you will know me has your black Master boy I have a text with you asking me to meet you?" replies mr brown.
"Lies I never asked you to meet me and I won't be calling you Master either?" argued alex.
"Well I know your mother so we let's her decide shall we Alex?" mr brown replied.
"Please no she's not happy I dress in girls clothing Mr without being dressed like this inside a hotel room?" alex begged.
"Well we are both here so we will make the most of this hotel room Alex so no more arguing got it?" mr brown tells him.
"Yes Mr?" alex whispers.
"Yes what Alex and what did I say to call me white boy?" mr brown tells him.
"Yes to use the hotel room Master?" alex again whispers.
"Good boy Alex we won't want you getting in trouble with your mother?" mr brown says.
"Now Alex are you a virgin you obviously like to dress to attract men so we won't talk about your sexual preference?" mr brown his master knows he will be in his bed.
"Yes Master I am a virgin please don't tell my mother she doesn't know I have been taking H.R.T female hormone she will get very mad and take away my allowance?" begs young alex to his black master.
"Oh I didn't know Alex so your more a little girl than I first thought?" laughs his master.
"Now lets get more comfortable and I won't tell your mother if you do everything I tell you Alex do you understand?" says mr brown.
"Yes Master I will do all you tell me but do not tell my mother please!" pleads alex.
He hasn't noticed Master strip off is clothes and is now nude in the hotel room! Then is P.A Macy sees something she's not seen before this makes her gasp while watching the video link! Her boss Mr Brown is now wearing something around his cock! It's a ring that makes his cock look bigger and if possible harder than she's seen! She thinks about the little white boy struggling to take this black monster inside his Ass!
"Alex come to Master stroke his big black cock boy?" commands master.
Alex then looks up and he also gasps out loud it's the biggest cock he's seen in the flesh. He watches Gay porn knows all the black men have big cocks but he's never seen one in the flesh! He's hypnotized to it like a moth to the flame he desires it badly.
He goes to his black Master immediately he holds it and stroked it in his little white hand. It seems to grow with each stroke he now can't take his eyes off it. This cock he now wants to take his Anal virginity and he wants it to be his first!
"How does that feel Alex does it make your tiny clit throb inside it's cage?" master asks.
"What's a clit black Master don't you mean my cock?" alex whispers while still looking and stroking masters big black cock.
"Your tiny nub locked away Alex is now to be called a clit tell your Master?" master says whilst moaning with is big black cock being stroked.
"Master my cock is a clit?" alex whispers?
"Good boy Alex your clit will cum while your pussy gets fucked by Master"! moans out his black master.
"Pussy fucked Master?" alex says puzzled while still stroking the big black cock.
"Yes your tight booty hole is now called a Ass pussy but I want you to call it boi pussy little white boi?" master moans out.
"Yes Master boi pussy is my tiny little booty hole?" sighs alex still stroking masters black cock.
"Now see the fluid on the hole on my cock head Alex it's pre cum lick and suck it up?"
orders master.
Alex groans out loud while still stroking the big black cock and licks the huge head of his Masters cock. His little clit throbbing in it's cage while he tasted Masters delicious cum! Macy is now rubbing her clit saying to herself over and over so fucking hot! This is the best porn she's ever watched better than the teen twins. Master is happy that his plan is working out he's more obedient than the twins.
"Now Alex open your mouth wide take in my huge bellend slut!" master orders.
Macy is watching has the poor teen white boy tried to fit the head into his mouth. He managed it with a groan stretching his teen mouth to now accommodate is Masters big black cock. His mouth looked so full but he looks crazed with lust wanting Master's big black cock! She sits back and starts slowly playing with her clitoris has she's enjoying the teen white boy struggling with Master's big black cock! Just has she struggled with Master's big black cock in all her holes. So she hopes that he gets fucked hard like she was.
Alex is getting his mouth all over Master's big black cock and now making a very big sloppy mess all over it with spit and saliva.
"Slow down Alex we have all day and night sissy boy now slowly up and down aim for the cock ring?" master tells him.
Alex then starts to follow his Masters guide and slowly slides more black cock inside is mouth. He is determined to get to Master's cock ring and his big black balls. He slowly starts to swallow more black cock one inch at a time has his mouth stretched to accept Master's big black cock. In no time he gets about seven inches into his mouth and he's in sissy boy heaven is own cock leaks into it's cage. He closed his eyes and moaned all over the big black cock stretching out is teen mouth.
"No Alex don't close your eyes look up at your Master white boy?" master orders.
Alex sighed and opens his eyes and looks up at Master his eyes glazed over with lust and desire. This now has become his goal in life to get to Master's cock cage and his big black balls! Master now gently pushes him down into his cock adding a few more inches. Alex groans and swallows the last inch to Master's cock ring then is tiny clit cum into it's sissy cage. Dripping cum out for the cameras to capture the moment in full 4K video.
Macy also cum while now watching the tiny sissy boy between her Master's big black thigh's cum into it's cage. Watching the boy constantly dripping all is cum from the cock cage. The video was better than watching the twin girls with their black Master. She is hoping that Master will give him a fucking he will never forget if he wasn't Gay before he will after receiving black cock! Has her own Master told her that she's black cock only so will Alex become black cock only!
Now Master is slowly pushing the teen boy down onto his big black cock. Now fucking Alex's face with each push the boys tongue starts to lap at Master's balls. His saliva and spit coating Master's big black cock has it's now fucking his teen mouth. Up and down he bobs taking Master's face fucking again and again. His balls slapping his chin while he tries to lap at them he now doesn't care about anything all he needs is black cock!
"Good boy Alex you will now need to learn to swallow not to spit do you understand?" master tells him while face fucking the boy.
Alex couldn't answer has his mouth was full of big black cock. Now with Master holding his head still his balls tightened and then is cum hits the back of the sissy boys throat.It went straight down his throat to is belly he was drinking so much cum. Four streams of thick Master's cum directly down his throat only for Master to pull out and glaze is face and drip onto his school girl outfit. The boy dripping Master's cum over his outfit like a trophy. The white teen boy very soon will become Gay with his Master's cock inside is tiny boi pussy! The boi pussy will now be resized for big black cocks only and he will learn to take multiple black cocks.



Macy still watching and rubbing her clitoris knowing what's next the boy taking black cock inside his Ass. She now sits back and is ready for the main event of the video.
Master has put Alex in to the middle of the bed for round two. His first taste not his last of big black cock inside is boi pussy. After he has taken his tight boi pussy he will now need more black cock to fulfil his desires.
"Now Alex arch you back and spread your legs really wide yes just like that your little boi pussy is now slightly open?" master says to him.
Alex does has he's been told and Master is is now adding lube to his big black cock. He also dropped some between Alex's Ass cheeks and over his tight boi pussy slowly massaging it into his tight backdoor. Then he give Alex some amyl nitrate to sniff and make him relaxed for what is to come. Alex is moaning with his Master now adding one finger first then a second finger then a third finger and with each finger his boi pussy is starting to gape open. The poppers he is now sniffing are relaxing him and making is head all fuzzy. His little clit keeps leaking in to it's cage with each finger being added to his boi pussy. Now Master's big black cock is now pushing at is backdoor the big black slowly adding it's head.
"Alex relax Master is taking your boi pussys virginity!" master tells him.
Now Macy still playing with her pussy starts dripping more of her lady cum. She's been waiting for Mr Brown to now start fucking the white boy. This makes her moan at the video she's watching has Master's big cock enters his tiny boi pussy.
Alex is now realising this black cock is now going to hurt him just has the head enters is tight boi pussy. It hurts even after three of his fingers added lube and the poppers he's sniffing to relax him. Is big black cock is now starting to tear his boi pussy wide apart just by Master pushing the head of is cock inside.
"No Master No it's to big please no I don't want hour cock please no!" alex cried.
"Alex to get the pleasure you need the big pain and the bigger black cock now relax and you will learn to love it!" master says.
Then he pushes more inside and the little boi pussy starts opening really slowly. Alex is now moaning and groaning in absolute pain with his boi pussy being torn apart.
"No fuck no take it out it's way to big no I am not Gay please Master no pull out?" alex demanded.
"Alex it's called a pussy like all pussys they open up to cocks and big black cocks have the best key to open your boi pussy boy?" master tells him.
Macy is still watching and playing with her pussy now waiting for Master to go balls deep inside him. She now sits back to now watch the white teen boys virginity taken.
Now ignoring Alex's pleads and moans his Master's big black cock pushed straight in to his boi pussy. No more gentleness he is now having cock if he wants it or not. He's seen many boys and girls try to stop his big black cock entering their tight Asses. Only for ten minutes later to beg for black cocks inside their Asses again. The boys were all straight and after black cocks were turned Gay all become white sluts for black cock. So with another big push he's adding more black cock inside the white bots bowels. Alex tries to get up and run away but he's no match to his Master who just holds him down. Then spanks both Ass cheeks really hard leaving red hand prints on both of his Ass cheeks and further moaning. Another push followed and this time Alex's moaning are more softly and sound of his pleasure is he now starting to enjoy his fucking.
"Yes Alex push back on the big black cock you know you like it slut!" master tells him.
Then Master pushed again and his ten big black inches are inside his boi pussy. This is too much for Alex who cries out in joy is little tiny clit approves has it dribbles in to it's cage. He starts to now push back onto the big black cock wanting Master's balls to rest on his Ass cheeks. Moaning out like a little schoolgirl which to Master he was a little schoolgirl who wants is black cock! So Master withdrew and went back inside is white boys backdoor looking down at to see his school flared skirt up over his butt. Then is knee socks this spurs his Master on to start power fucking the white sissy.
Macy has cum again while Master is taking the boys boi pussy has his own. When the big black cock enters that's the minute tiny Macy squirted over the office floor and all over the chair she's sat on. Now she turns off the television her body still all shaking from her last orgasm. But she knows there is lots more orgasm's to cum for teen Alex!
"Yes Alex take Master's black cock does you mother Julie need black cock?" master asks.
"No Master Mother likes girls not men that is why she split from my Dad?" alex moans between being pussy fucked.
"Oh Alex that's good information I have the right girl in mind for her!" master says has he keeps fucking the boys pussy.
Alex is moaning like is schoolgirl slut while Master power fucks his boi pussy. Balls are now slapping against his upturned Ass the boy keeps moaning how much he belongs to black cocks. Master is fast approaching is orgasm he's going to fill up Alex with his cum coating is bowels. This little tiny white sissy boy is going to be now leaking all of his Master's cum all day and night.
"Yes Alex your boi pussy is milking Master's black cock here's your reward boy!" moans master while firing cum inside is boi pussy.
Load after load is being fired so deeply into Alex's shit hole and bowels. Master holding is hips tight while the last of his cum gets in to the deepest part of is boi pussy. Groans and moaning from Alex fill the hotel room he has never felt sensations like this has is little clit keeps leaking into it's cage. Master pulls out and admires his gaped wide hole a perfect wide "O" that now blows out a big cum bubble. Then it slowly closes expelling lots of Master's cum in the process.
Master walks to the front of the boy and he instantly sucks his big black cock. Easily to now reach Master's cock ring deeply whilst cleaning all the cum off. The boy is getting a first but not last taste of his Ass juices he will learn to crave all different tasting black cocks he will receive. Each big black cock will have its own unique taste and all their cum will have different tastes. But to this teen white sissy boy all will be delicious.
That day Alex learns many ways to please big black cock. He learnt to ride cock both forward and reverse cowgirl with the black cock deeply probing his prostrate. He was required to eat Master's musky sweaty Ass crack and Asshole twice. He learnt to also suck the sweat off Master's big black balls.
He tasted his first piss has he held Master's black cock has he pissed before sucking it clean of piss. But Masters favourite style is doggy on all fours he gets power fucked in his boi pussy this way a further three times. This sissy white boy is a new member of the Black New World Order and will now become a slut that only worships big black cocks and black cocks only! Master leaves him covered in cum still wearing schoolgirl clothing and heads back to the office.
When he gets back Macy is bent over the desk with her bruised Ass on show to him. She's watched him arrive on their security cameras and knows her place is to please her black boss. Mr Brown smiles then goes around to Macy's face and she started now sucking his big black cock. Not knowing it's covered in all Alex's Ass juices for Macy to now clean.
"Good girl Macy now which hole do you want me to fuck?" asks mr brown.
"You decide Mr Brown they belong to you?" admitted macy.
"Good answer you are a personal assistant and you do belong to me slut!" mr brown smugly answers.
Then he gets up behind her bent over teen Ass and adds a few spanks to each cheek. Then slides into her shaved pussy and he then goes into Asshole alternating now he goes between each tight hole. While Macy moans and groans with Mr Brown going in and out of each holes. Then an occasional spank which adds to her bruising on to her teen butt.
"Macy you will visit the senator tomorrow for me Mrs Julie Clark and you will please her in any way she commands?" mr brown tells her.
"Mr Brown I am not a lesbian you told me only big black cocks I will serve?" pleaded macy.
"No I need the senator to do me something Macy so you will please her for me that is a order do you understand?" mr brown now moans with his cock embedded in her butt.
"Yes Mr Brown has you order me!" macy answered.
Mr Brown groans out loud has he then fills up his assistants tight Asshole with is cum. Then Macy goes between his thighs Ass in the air leaking cum and her mouth cleaning up all his Ass juices and cum. While Macy is cleaning up her boss he now picks up is phone to make an important call.
"Hello Julie it's Jason yes Mr Brown I have a gift for you are you interested?" mr brown says and waited for the senators reply.
"Well I have a teen girl who's eighteen and will be willing to do anything for you?" mr brown tells her then the reply he wants.
"Good she will be with you tomorrow and she's all yours to train at your leisure!" mr brown confirms with the senator.
Macy is horrified she's not Gay and hasn't been with a woman or wanted a woman. But her boss tells her what to do and that's to serve the senator and she will. Mr Brown then fills up her teen white mouth with cum before leaving her to go to a business of is.
To be continued.. Macy visits the Senator.
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This is a fantasy story not truthful it's about a Mother of an eighteen year old white girl. The Mother gets Black Mailed by a friend of her Husband's this then ends up with his friend taking the Mother to protect her own Daughter. This is the Day after Gary came home to find his wife Claire fucking one of his black friends. Now his own wife is such a slut and wants more big black cocks!
Themes of Interracial Sex/ Interracial Anal / Air Tight/ Cuckold and Pregnancy.
This takes place in Atlanta.
There are five people in this story.
Claire Gates thirty seven years old white women and five foot six big Ass and 36 DD cup breasts.
Gary Gates thirty eight years old and five foot eight and small with six inch cock.
Lester forty year old black man six foot tall and eleven inch cock.
Jason forty two years old black man six foot two and twelve inch cock.
Jake eighteen year old black boy six foot tall muscular ten inch cock.
This is the following day from when Claire's husband watched and cleaned up his own wife from black cock and cum! He was also hoping by clearing up all the cum from her she wouldn't get Pregnant. But to his and is wife's Claire dismay she does a pregnancy test to find out she's now pregnant carrying Lester's bi racial baby! Lester is so proud of his achievement he now will have access to this wife when ever he wished. He now has Claire on all fours sucking is big black cock while he talks to her husband. Who is looking at his wife struggling to fit eleven inches of black cock inside her mouth has he stares at her gaping wide Ass and also cum filled pussy!
"Now Gary there will be some big changes around your home you will address me has Master and I will be moving in is that clear!" says lester.
"Yes Master it's clear!" gary meekly replied.
" Good you will get lots of cleaning of cum cleaning to do Gary I think going forward that Claire will be black cock only and will become a Queen of Spades?" lester says.
"What Master I don't get to sleep with my own wife no more and what's a Queen of Spades?" gary devastated answers.
"Yes Gary you watch and clean like a white men and boys a Queen of Spades is when a white person declares they are attracted to blacks and wear clothes and jewellery to advertise the fact also get tattooed?" lester tells gary.
"I see Master does that mean my wife will get tattooed she hates them?" gary says.
"Yes and maybe piercings to please Master and his black friends Gary?" replied lester.
"Do I not get any say in any of this it's my body?" claire says between sucking black cock of her masters.
"No Claire you will do has Master orders now Claire keep sucking big black cock like you were told too?" lester tells her.
"Now Gary get me some refreshments?' says lester.
Claire continued sucking Master's big black cock has her husband goes to get Lester a drink. Master is looking down at this prude shy housewife sucking away at is big black cock with her large tits in view. Satisfied to find out she's also carrying his baby inside her fertile womb. He then decided to then ask Claire her views on been pregnant.
"So Claire your body will soon put on some weight and those big tities will be fuller are you relishing that? lester asks.
"No I am to old to be pregnant and Gary is now devastated I can't believe you got me pregnant Master?" claire tells him.
"Claire you enjoyed the breeding you were happy when I bare backed your way fertile womb and wrapped your legs around me to accept all my cum so it's to late?' lester replied.
"You said you would pull out Master and no condoms fitted your cock I had no choice?" claire complained.
"Well I didn't rape you Claire you were very happy squirting all over me and allowing me inside your backdoor?" laughed lester not once feeling sorry for the housewife.
"Well I only fid what you wanted Master it is awful for Gary and what about my Bailey!' claire complains.
"It's okay Gary will get plenty of cum there will be a steady supply of black mens cum Claire!" lester tells her.
"That's going to help my marriage to Gary is it Master? claire says.
"Yes you have never had sex like big black cocks can give to you Claire I will live here and supply you with black cock while your hubby watches and cleans accept it?" says lester.
"Yes I did love your black cock Master but that's only yours I can now understand why my friend Jane has a black lover?" claire admitted.
"Please tell me more about this Jane your friend it sounds interesting?" lester asks.
"Well my friend Jane has got herself a teen black boy and got herself pregnant?" says claire.
"Wow your just like your friend Jane a slut for big black cocks Claire and pregnant has well!" lester laughed.
"No it's different she's single he was cutting her grass and it just happened anyway he's just a boy she has a son who's older?" now claire protests.
"Well the boy mowed her grass really good I bet for a boy he's packing and double the size of hubby Gary like all us blacks Claire you are going to need your grass mowed?" lester adds.
"What are you suggesting Master I sleep with my friends boy?" claire says horrified.
"I am not suggesting or asking Claire I am telling you contact your friend Jane slut and Jason is coming around tomorrow?" lester tells her.
"No way he's only eighteen and Jason has well.I can't he's Gary's friend please Master no!" claire argues.
"Yes in all accounts the eighteen year old sleeps here tonight and Jason will be here tomorrow or I will visit another eighteen year old myself Claire?" lester firmly says.
"No not my Bailey okay I will speak to my friend Jane about her boy Master?" claire quietly replied.
"What about Jason Claire?" asks lester.
" He can visit tomorrow Master?" claire now says sheepishly.
"Good Claire now get your friends boy to visit we have a busy night and Gary has a lot of cleaning to do?" lester replied.
Gary then returns hands is Master a fresh lemonade and then takes another look at his wife Claire who's oblivious to him while sucking Master's big black cock. Her Ass is nude and on view with both holes gaped after their recent fucking. Gary then goes to do some work on his laptop while black Master fires cum into his wife's mouth. She is like the cat that's got the cream she then gets up to make a phonecall to her friend Jane.
Claire is now on the phone. "Hello Jane I have a favour if you could help me out?"
"Claire for you anything you just need to ask me?" jane replied.
"Well I am going to need my lawn mowing Jane?" claire innocently asks.
"Ha ha ha I told you that black cock is best Claire just ask can Jake fuck me your not splitting up from Gary or his he still away?" replies jane.
"No he's home but it's okay I will look after your Jake don't worry Jane?" claire then answers.
"Okay he will be around shortly just don't break him or your bed Claire?" laugh's jane.
So Claire has now showered and is looking for something to wear for both the blacks something that's sluty very revealing not what she would wear for Gary! She found a bra that boosted her breast size short and tiny mini skirt high heels. Then a very see through blouse that shows her cleavage to all around. Then a tiny black G String that is between her big white Ass cheeks. She is ready she looks at herself in the mirror and does her hair and makeup before saying to herself not bad for a thirty seven year old.
She then goes back to the bedroom there she will suck Master's black cock again and waiting for the teen black boy Jake to mow her lawn. Master is impressed that Claire is clearly making an effort for Jake she is just right for black cocks just like her Bailey and is ultimate plan is both mother and her own daughter being fucked by black cock with her husband being their cleaner! Yes that is what Claire will do next he will get Bailey to watch her mother being a slut for big black cocks before seeing her dad clean up all of the cum!
"Claire you look beautiful dressed up like a slut for black cock the boy is going to be all over you?" lester praised claire.
"Thank you Master I wanted to please you and the black boy!" claire said rather sluty.
"Yes I must get you a tattoo of the Queen of Spades Claire you will be big black cock only no more tiny white cocks?" says lester.
There's a knock at the front door and Gary the husband opened the door a big black strapping teen boy is stood there.
"Hello can I help you boy?" asked gary.
"No I have been sent by Jane to do some jobs for Claire Mr?" jake replies.
"Jane sent you here boy to do jobs for my wife?" replied a confused gary.
There was an awkward silence but upstairs Claire and Lester was hearing everything so Claire decided to intervene.
"Gary it's okay I know all about him please send him up to my bedroom?"claire shouts.
"Come in then boy top door of the stairs!" gary embarrassingly says.
He watches the boy brush past him and he makes his way upstairs to the bedroom. He can't believe his own wife is fucking these black cocks and is saying he had to accept it! This shy prudent housewife is acting in a way a common slut would. Also given up her tight booty hole with a huge black cock Infront of him. He was in two minds to just walk out leave and file for a divorce. Then he sat there watching his friend fuck Claire and it was the best porno he's ever seen it was also live! Then he eat is cum from both the wife's both holes and it tasted delicious to Gary! Now deep down he wants to keep eating fresh cum from all her gaping holes.
Upstairs Jake has walked into the bedroom and the site he witnessed was a white slut sucking on a huge black cock. The married slut is on all fours with her skirt barely now covering her Ass. Her G String is lost inside her fat white Ass and her pussy is dripping wet through them. She's oblivious to Jake has all she concentrated on was the black cock in her married mouth. Lester smiles at the young black boy and he's going to give him Claire for himself first before she gets more black cocks!
"Jake is it please undress and then make yourself comfortable she's all yours?" says lester.
Jake undressed in record time and is black cock is erect watching this married whore sucking black cock. Then Lester gets up and walked off leaving the teen black boy alone with the married white wife.
Claire turns around and gasped at another big black cock why oh why has she waited this long her friend Jane was right. Now it was her black boys cock which made her gasp out and her pussy drip again.
"Jane was right you are hot and built for big black cock?" jake confidently says.
"Really Jane said that all about me she's telling you I am a slut?" claire angrily says.
"Yes she's right you are a Slut now strip off show me everything white slut?" jake now orders.
"No your a boy and I am married not a Slut I have changed my mind this is all wrong!" claire tries to take control again.
"Like fuck strip off show me everything and your holes are all open for me!" jake tells her.
"No please I can't keep embarrassing Gary like this I am married please no!" claire now pleads.
"Don't worry he will be involved I will call him to clean up my cum now before you are beaten strip off show your boy?" jake ordered.
Reluctantly Claire dropped her skirt to the floor then removed her see through blouse stands in front of Jake in her underwear. He likes what he sees but he fucked Jane before leaving they both agreed Jake was going to treat her like a slut and be rough with her. Jane told him she's always being judgemental and very prudish. She was so disgusted that her friend Jane slept with a teen black boy and got her pregnant. This married wife was going to be treated much worse than she's ever been treated. He is going to force himself upon her and breed her with his bog black cock.
"Slut I told you everything off you married whore!" jake then slaps her face before he ripped her bra off exposing her large DD's.
"What are you doing boy that was my best bra you've ripped it off!" claire angrily tells the boy.
Downstairs her husband Gary is hearing it all and goes to rescue his wife Claire. Then Lester stopped him and stood in his way he wanted Claire to be treated this way.
"No Gary it's just foreplay you can go up to the bedroom later to clean her up?" lester tells gary.
"No like fuck the boys hurt her and she's all upset I am her husband out of my way!" says gary angrily.
"Sit back down Gary she's my slut accept it your just the cleaner?" lester angrily says.
"No I won't sit down you're bigger than me but don't freighten me Lester?" gary then argues.
"Well Gary lets tell your friends and family all about your cum eating and your wife's pregnancy shall we?" lester calmly replied.
"No it would ruin me and embarrass Claire please no?" pleads gary.
"Well remember my name is Master you've already forgotten Claire will be claimed by the boy Jake and you will clean her up?" lester tells him.
"Yes Master I will clean Claire up after she's been claimed!" gary quietly replied and sits down listening to the commotion upstairs.
The bedroom is now in full swing Jake has ripped off the married wife's G String. She's now being fucked hard into the mattress. The mattress springs can all be heard now downstairs along has the bed rattling then shaking like it's going to break. Her loud screams fill the house has she's now been fucked by a black boy the same age has her own Daughter Bailey.
"Yes slut keep coming all over my teen big black cock god your such a slut for black cocks?" moans jake while power fucking the older married whore.
"Oh so good breed my boy empty inside me oh so big yes so big!" groans claire has the teen black boy fucked her like his slut.
Then he fills up her pussy with is teen cum before putting her up on her hands and her knees. Now power fucking the old married wife doggy style in and out spanking both fat Ass cheeks red. The bed still rocked and shaking with each hard thrust his white married slut moaning like a bitch on heat. It wont be long until is second load which he shoots all over her back and fat Ass. Then he face fucks her till she's puked all over is big black cock blowing bubbles with her own saliva and sick. Then she's forcefully put back onto a fours and Jake is back into her pussy still spanking her. The rougher he fucks the more she cums and moans in complete ecstasy groaning out like a slut.
He then spits all over Asshole and adds his fingers opening up a little gape. He then is struggling to get his cock inside her tight backdoor in no time he's balls deep again. He then swapped between both holes has he fucks pussy and Asshole with a few big strokes each. Then he cums deeply inside her Asshole now two holes full of teen cum and cum dripping off her fat Ass and lower back. Then she rides her black bulls huge black cock mounting him like a women in love with big black cocks. She rides all the cum out if is teen balls for her third big cum load inside her.
"Ask your hubby to lean you up slut?" jake orders.
"I didn't want him to see me like this Jake?" protests claire.
"Like what Asshole gaped open full of cum and a red bruised Ass Claire?" asks jake.
"Yes and the bites on my tits the love bites on my neck and the cum dripping off all my body with my pussy full of your cum?" adds claire.
"Well good Gary will know your my nasty married white slut now call him Claire?" jake tells her.
"Gary come up to the bedroom now?" shouted claire.
"Go Gary I will follow you up and clean your Claire up then take a seat for the show?' lester tells him.
Gary goes up to the bedroom and he's now devastated his wife looks like she's been so badly beaten and treated like a slut.The black boy is smiling at him fucking his wife on all fours power fucking her married tight pussy. Her tits are covered in bites and lots of bruises her neck has got love bites. Her Ass is red and bruised dripping his cum he then sees her Asshole gaping widely full of cum. She's moaning away like some cheap nasty dirty married white slut!
"God Claire what's the bastard done to you he's raped you do you want me to call the police?" gary worriedly asks her.
"No I wanted all the nasty things he did to me Gary just watch him fuck me then clean me all up?" claire moaned.
Gary sits there watches a black boy about the same age has is Daughter Bailey fuck is wife on his own marital bed! He really did fuck her spanking her already bruised Ass and pounding in to her fat Ass. Then he cried out and he cum again into his wife Claire adding to all the other loads of cum.
"Now hubby cleaning up time?" jake says.
Gary now gets behind his wife's Claire's fat Ass and licks dried cum off her lower back then her both Ass cheeks. Then she farts a load from her butt hole into his mouth then he moves to her full pussy and sucks out so much cum over and over again. He then sees Master walk into the bedroom and he casually lays down under his wife and now Claire started to lower onto his black cock.
"Gary place Master's black cock against my tight pussy that's a good hubby?" claire tells him.
He holds the big black cock up against his wife's pussy has she dropped down taking is big length and girth again. If only Gary's little white cock could match it's size he will still be in charge no his cock is less than half it's size! What makes it worse he's less than half the size of the boys cock to these black cocks are huge! Talking all about the boy he now jumps up onto the marital bed with his cock hard once again aiming now at her backdoor.
"Now hubby place my big black cock up to your wife's booty hole she needs two black cocks inside her?" jake orders.
"No not two your way to big no please just one cock at a time your too big no no you can't?" pleaded jane.
"Shush Claire you will learn to take room full of big black cocks over time and also Double Anal and Double Pussy it's what your built for pleasing black cock now relax and enjoy two black cocks?" master tells her.
Gary holds the boys big black cock up to is wife's closed booty hole. He gasps himself has he held it in his hand has it feels so big and heavy. He might be a boy but he's way bigger than most men or should we say the white men! Master holds her tightly has the boy slowly parts her Anus with is big head slowly opening Claire's backdoor with each push it opens to allow the boys cock inside deeper with each push! Gary is fascinated that his wife can easily take two big black cocks together it's such a great porno that is playing out in front of him. The sounds are filling the room of cocks sliding in and out of pussy and Ass making an obscene squelching sounds. While Claire started to scream now she's wide opened mouth just moaning and crying out nasty words!
"Yes so full so full of black cocks I am black cocks only no more little white cocks just big fucking black cocks yes Master you've made me a Queen of Spades?" claire then keeps moaning out like a slut.
"Yes Claire you're the property of big black cocks and there's one more later three big black cocks for all your holes slut?" moans her master lester.
Then both cocks are fucking her like their in a competition has both are now power fucking her into the mattress. Gary thinks he will end up buying a new bed and new mattress at this rate. His cock has never been has hard has it is now is six inch cock feels much bigger and it bulges inside his shorts.
"Gary pick up Claire's G String and you can use that while you watch your wife?" says master.
"What you mean Master?" asks Gary.
"You are enjoying your wife getting black cocks so wank to get rid of that erection?" master tells him.
Gary picks up Claire's ripped panties and he even puts them up to his nose he smells her cum inside her ripped panties!



"Good hubby yes smell your wife's cum you nasty white man then add your cum?" laughs master while thrusting upwards into her pussy.
Gary dropped his shorts and with no care that there are three people fucking next to him puts Claire's panties around his cock he cums immediately. Then keeps on then watching and wanking at the same time. Is still amazed that Claire is taken both these monster black cocks together. Then with a big scream Claire squirts all over both big black cocks fucking her holes spraying two sets of black cock and balls. Both men are now fucking her harder has both balls are full of cum that needs releasing.
"Claire tells us too breed both your white holes be a good wife and beg?" master tells her while still fucking.
"Yes give me your cum fill up my Ass and pussy together no more little white cocks please Master breed me?" begs claire.
Both the boy and Master fire together in to Claire's white holes and her husband cums is third load watching inside her tiny little panties. Her husband knows what is next he will have to clean up their cum! At first he was horrified but now he craves all their sweet tasting cum each of their cum tastes different he craves both! They both pulled out of his wife's holes and stand above her face and she starts to stroke both big black cocks while cleaning off all the cum also her Ass and pussy juices. She looks like a wanton slut and earlier she had to be black mailed to have sex with Master! Now put a big black cock in front of her and she will want it so badly!
Claire's up on all fours cleaning and also stroking their big black cocks. Her Ass is facing her husband both holes are gaped wide open deposited full of all their yummy cum. He doesn't get told but he dropped behind is wife and sucks and laps up all of their cum from both gaping holes.
"Yes Gary clean up Claire there's going to be loads more cleaning today for you?" says master.
Gary is glad he gets more cum to clean up today and hopefully it will be regularly for him to keep doing. Claire wants Master in the marital bed so it sounds like yes a lot more cleaning. He has cleaned up his wife and is watching her stroking and kissing both big black cocks hard inside her little white hands. Each cock looks bigger when he looks at them he's impressed that Claire can take both big black cocks.
Then another loud knock at the front door and they all look at each other. Gary and is wife Claire hope it's not their only Daughter Bailey! Master knows it's Jason coming to join the party fucking all three of her holes together.
"Gary it's okay Jason has arrived he wants a piece of Claire?" master says.
"Jason he's having Claire too Master?" asks gary.
"Yes Gary and he's bigger than me both of us so Claire will get further stretched?" says master.
Claire sits there smugly while Gary goes to let Jason into their house. Within minutes her husband and Jason walked inside the bedroom. Claire is laying on her back with her legs wide apart with her puffy pussy all on show glistening wet in anticipation. Both the big black cocks are being still stroked in her small white hands. Jason strips off to join all the action and when his pants drop Claire gasps out. Master and the boy are so big or you could describe has huge but Jason is bigger again longer and thicker.
"Open wider Claire I have waited so long to get a piece of your Ass white slut?" jason tells her.
Claire open wider and braces for another hard fucking still stroking both other black cocks inside her little white hands. Jason is now climbing between her legs has Gary is now sat down again to watch the live porn! Claire has a look of pure wanton lust inside her eyes has Jason's huge cock pushes up against her shaved wet pussy. Then started to deeply enter the married white wife then he stopped with just the head inside. She starts to try to wrap her legs around is back to get more of that huge black cock inside her.
"No Claire I have waited for this all those times you teased me now ask for my black cock?" jason tells her.
"Yes god yes fuck me I really need your huge black cock if I knew you were both had cocks like this you would have been fucking me from day one!" moans claire.
Gary can't believe how much is wife is now a total whore for these black cocks! They used to have sex once a week and always missionary style with him always wearing a condom for protection. Now she's got two big black cocks inside each hand another huge cock slowly penetrating her while all their potent cum has got her pregnant well Lester her Master has put a bun inside her oven! Jason is easing inside with each slow big push has her pussy squirts all over him. The other two big black cocks are still now being stroked by her little white hands. The huge black cock is now nearly all the way inside her pussy with the last push Jason is fully inserted. She then wrapped her legs all around his big black torso while stroking the other big black cocks. She then started screaming out loudly and asking Jason to fuck her harder has he is slowly thrusting in and out of her pussy.
"Yes Jason fuck me fuck me don't go slow go fast and hard breed me?" claire screams at the top of her lungs over and over.
"Can someone put a cock in her mouth to quiet the slut down!" jason demands.
Then Jake then pushed his big black cock gagging her screaming and face fucking her married face. Her eyes roll has the spit and saliva covered all her face keeping her now from screaming out! Has Jason now started to power fuck her into the mattress big long powerful deep strokes. The bed is rattling and shaking with each thrust she's in heaven one huge black cock thrusting in to her pussy. Whilst one big black cock is now fucking her mouth the other eleven inch black cock bring stroked hard. Then Jake filled up her slut mouth with all is thick cum which she snowballs into her husband Gary's mouth feeding him cum while she is passionated kissing him.
Jason then filled up her married pussy has he watched the married couple share the boys cum. He deeply fucks Claire has he is breeding her already pregnant womb. He's cumming spurt after spurt deeply filling up her married womb he pulls out and it's all full of Jason's cream pie. Her husband is now between her thigh's eating up all the cum another delicious meal.
"Now Jason are you good to go again?" asks lester.
"Yes I have been waiting to breed her from the first time I seen her she's just like her Bailey?" replied jason.
"Good take her tight booty hole next she's trained to take black cocks in all holes?" lester tells jason.
Meanwhile Gary and Claire are worried had he just mentioned their Daughter Bailey!
"What you mean just like Bailey?" claire asks horrified.
"Claire don't worry about that get up on all fours and present your booty hole to me?" jason ordered her.
"But my daughter is only eighteen please no not Bailey?" sobs claire.
"Shut up Claire and do what Jason told you when Jake fucked you he's only eighteen and that didn't bother you!" master tells her.
She gets up on all fours sobbing worrying about her own daughter then she arches up her Ass presenting it to be fucked. After all the cocks have fucked her backdoor it's still remains tightly closed. Jason then gets up behind her tight booty hole and his big black cock goes to enter.
"Gary hold my cock and feed it into Claire's booty hole?" jason orders him.
Gary reluctantly holds his black cock and he marvels at its size and weight. It makes his cock dribble some cum just by holding it's huge size in his hand.
"Look the husband is a faggot he loves big black cocks look his cock is leaking cum?" jake points out and laughed.
Gary sits down all embarrassed and then he watches Jason enter is wife's tiny booty hole and her backdoor now been forced open..She's soon all crying out in pain and pleasure both the other big black cocks then take a turn being stroked and fucking her face. All to silence her cries moaning on a big black cock makes such a good pacifier. Jason is soon power fucking her shit hole going all so deeply inside her married bowels. Then he tenses and breeds her Asshole with all his cum splashing all around inside her Ass and bowels.
Now Gary has another big load to eat has she farts the cum onto his mouth her own hubby happily eating Jason's cum straight out of her Ass. Her wide opened Ass now gapes so open a perfect "O" full of cum. He sucks and slurps all this cum while all three blacks erge him on calling him a very good cuckold! Now to her main event why three is the magic number she has three holes to be filled together.
"Now Claire ride my cock Jason about time you got her sluty mouth and Jake her Anus is all yours boy?" master orders.
Master lays down with his cock erect has the married whore starts to ride him then a huge cock presses against her slut mouth has Jason enters her mouth. Then Jake is behind her upturned Ass and slowly feeds her tight booty hole full of big black cock!
Now all three big black cocks have made a married whore Air Tight with all three holes full of black cocks. She can only moan over Jason's big black cock has it stopped her from moaning out and talking. Master and Jake are both working together to fuck her tight boles full of big black cocks. Her Gary looks on in amazement how can she take all three huge black cocks together. She's tiny compared to all these three black men all taking each hole for their own pleasure.
Then Jason cums and Claire spits this in to her husband's throat feeding him more hot cum. Then both black cocks cum deep into her white holes the petite shy married wife now a black cock whore. The men will get her branded by a Queen of Spades tattoo. She is now totally available for any black men her Master chooses for her and he is planning her next session already.
They all spent the night fucking her so that she's Air Tight all-night long. All three get her mouth pussy and booty hole before all three have filled each hole with cum. Then her husband is used to clean up all three holes each time and he's not bothered that is wife is a whore for big black cocks!
To be continued....like mother like daughter
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This is purely a fictional story of a teenage white boy who gets mind controlled by is father's chauffeur.
Themes of- Mind Control/ Straight to Gay/ Sissy Clothing/ Chastity Cage/ Ass Eating/ Big Black Cock/ Hypnosis Video/ Teen White Boy with Older Black Man/ Queen of Spades.
This all takes place in Las Vegas-
There are two people in this story-
Courtney Harris an eighteen year old white boy very good looking long blonde hair and blue eyes with five inch cock a small slight build five foot six tall.
Calvin Taylor a forty year old black man in real good shape six foot tall muscular and a ten inch cock.
The story started when Courtney's Father took on a new chauffeur for his son this would be his private driver.
Getting to the very start Courtney's Daddy owns a mega business that supplies water to the people. The Harris Water Company employs a lot people working for them and they live a life of privilege. Courtney has a private tutor a private music teacher and he gets concert tickets and days out all the time provided by Daddy David Harris.
Now David has divorced from his wife and he lives alone in an twelve bedroom eight bathroom residence with pool and private security. David worried about Courtney has he's small and not street wise. This was the main reason to get Courtney his own driver to take him to his lessons and days out. He would be more than a chauffeur has he will also be is bodyguard to keeping Courtney safe too.
David got it down to two people a white guy called Mike a black man called Calvin when they turned up for their interview he looked at them both and immediately gave the job to Calvin. Calvin looked like a man who would be working in a nightclub has their security. He was ripped with muscles and was six foot if not taller with a look that said you wouldn't mess with him. If he was to just stare at you and give you an order you would obey it!
Courtney goes to is music lessons his own limousine turns up it's got the new driver chauffeur Calvin driving it.
"Where's James my usual driver I do not want you to take me get out of my fucking car?" shouts courtney.
"Look rich boy your Daddy employed me has James has been fired so accept it!" says calvin back trying to keep in his anger.
"Like fuck I am phoning my Dad you will be fired today trust me!" courtney replied.
Calvin couldn't believe this rich brat he has everything except manners! The rich boy is quite racist so Calvin believes and he's was making plans for him now. This rich boy is going to learn respect and manners is way and if that means he becomes is slave that would be fine by Calvin!
Meanwhile Courtney storms off to confront his Daddy about employing a new driver without telling him! This driver is also black and full of tattoos looks off the street not a man that Courtney wants to drive him. He then finds is Daddy and confronts him has the spoilt brat he his.
"Daddy where the fuck is James and there is a black gang member driving my limo?" courtney shouts in rage
"Now listen yeah Courtney I decide who is doing what James was fiddling is expenses and I caught him!" david tells his son.
"Calvin will be a great driver for you the only candidate I trusted to look after you do you understand Courtney?" david tried to calm his son down.
"Well Calvin is it what gang or tribe his he from Dad your putting me in danger!" argues courtney.
"Really Courtney didn't bring you up to be a racist your not in danger he's big enough and strong enough to care for you!" david tells his son.
"Okay but he does one thing wrong and he is gone Dad do you understand!" courtney tells his dad.
"No I still hire and fire if he does anything wrong you speak to me Courtney!" david says.
Courtney storms off to then go to his music lesson he gets in his Limousine where he's driven to his lesson. Calvin looks in to the back and sees an irate Courtney looking at him. The car can only look out nobody can look in because of the privacy glass it's all soundproofed and no sounds can escape.
"Morning Courtney I am your new driver my name is Calvin if there's anything you want just ask?" calvin asks him.
"No just close the hatch and don't speak to me again you got it Calvin or whatever you tribal name is!" courtney replied.
Calvin closed the hatch between the front of the limousine and the back leaving them not in contact with each other. The ride is short and Courtney watched videos in the three screens in the back one large center screen two smaller screens on the side. His driver Calvin listens to some music whilst he drives him to his lesson. They arrived he goes to speak to Courtney then the white rich boy storms off without so much has any good-byes! This pissed off Calvin and he wants revenge to teach him a lesson he will never forget!
This was the same for every lesson he was driven there with the hatch closed without any communication between them. Calvin just listened to music and Courtney is then watching his videos. This now made Calvin even more determined to get at Courtney but how could he teach this rich white boy respect! The weeks went by without even a good morning or hello's all between them each day Calvin wanted to teach him a big lesson!
Calvin has not been in a any relationships for years after breaking up with a long time girlfriend. Lives alone and goes out once a week between his chauffeur job. Calvin did watch porn regularly he liked watching big black men with younger women. Interracial porn and he tried to date white girls but the dating sites he's used led to a load of time wasters. Then Calvin was watching porn he then sees a petite pretty white girl riding a big black cock. He settled back and goes to wank whilst watching and the girl hops off the black cock to his shock the girl is a boy! A very pretty boy dressed like a girl and he's a total slut for the mans big black cock!
Now Calvin actively searches for this porn and finds loads he sees some porn where the boys get turned into loving black cocks they become Queen of Spades! He finds a site which is hypnosis porn and it looks like it works or is it just for the viewers! But he downloads lots of these hypnosis porn and puts them on a USB stick drive. He is going to try one on Courtney and then move up to each one untill the rich boys becomes is willing slut.
The plan was set has Courtney needed to go to a cattle ranch over a five hour drive away to look at a water deal for Dad. Then before they left the USB was inserted into the video system. Courtney arrives and he again ignored Calvin not for much longer if these hypnosis videos really work! So after an hours drive Calvin pressed play he was expecting the brat to complain and ask for it to be turned off but nothing! He was now watching the porn hypnosis video whilst it played with Calvin listening has he drove.
HYPNOSIS Video 1-
Courtney was bored after an hour's drive and was a bit tired. Then all the sudden the programme he was watching stopped and a video started playing. It started off with a load of bright colours then a calming voice of a woman. It says your starting a journey to improve yourself and make yourself feel good. Then a white hand appeared holding a big black cock. The video played with big black cocks being stroked with a woman's voice saying wouldn't it feel good to stroke a big black cock. This was repeated over and over with lots of different black cocks all were huge all looked massive inside a small white hand. Each time the colours are being flashed and asking would you like to stroke a big black cock! Then saying these black cocks need small white boys hands to stroke them! Then asking the viewer to repeat everything that was being said!
"I want to stroke Daddy's huge black cock!" woman's voice says and asks the viewer to repeat.
"I want to stoke Daddy's huge black cock!" courtney repeats.
This continues for a further five times!
"I want to stoke Daddy's huge black cock!" courtney repeats.
Then it praised the viewer saying all white boys should have a black Daddy! Now you repeat this white boy and keep repeating.
"White boys need a black Daddy!" woman's voice says and asks you to repeat.
"White boys need a black Daddy!" courtney repeats.
This is repeated five times the boy like a robot his mind is now being controlled!
"White boys need a black Daddy!" courtney repeats.
Then more black cocks are being stroked until they shoot cum in the air and you see a white boy lick all the cum up! So the last thing to be repeated starts up.
"Please Daddy can I stroke your cock until you cum!" woman's voice says.
"Please Daddy can I stroke your cock until you cum!" repeats courtney.
This gets repeated again by the white boy five times.
"Please Daddy can I stroke your cock until you cum!" repeats courtney.
Calvin is listening to every word Courtney is repeating just like the videos he watched is the white boy under mind control! He is heading to an old industrial unit he knows he can park up in. Now he will find out if the hypnosis video worked! He pulled over parked in a secluded part of the industrial unit and goes in to the back to check out Courtney.
"You okay Courtney we are having a little stop for a break?" calvin tells the boy.
He's much more happy to see him really happy! Then with a look of total submission he starts to speak.
"Daddy can i stroke your black cock!" asks courtney.
"Yes Courtney I have been waiting for you to ask me?" daddy replied.
He sits down next to him and the little teen white boy waits for his reward. Calvin then dropped his pants and boxers releasing his huge black cock. The boy instantly holds it inside his little white hand started to stroke.
Feeling it pulse and grow inside his hand it looked huge and one hand struggled to hold it!
"Courtney two hands and look up at your black Daddy white boy!" orders daddy.
"Yes Daddy!" courtney replied.
He then used to hands to stroke this huge black cock and there was room for another one maybe two! He looks up and strokes now the huge black cock drips pre cum off it's huge head. The white rich boy still now stroking the huge black cock.
"Don't waste my pre cum Courtney lick and suck it up!" daddy sigh's.
Courtney sucks and licks the pre cum off the head of the huge black cock savouring it inside his mouth. His first taste and not is last taste of Daddy's cum!
"Good boy Courtney your a quick learner now stroke faster white boy!" daddy says.
He starts to quickly stroke on his Daddy's black cock. Then it exploded firing cum all over his hands and the leather interior of the limousine. Three thick streams covered the seat the roof and his hands.
"Now white boy clean up my cum like a good slut Courtney!" daddy tells him.
He then gets out to continue the journey to their destination. Courtney then sucks and licks the cum off his little white hands. Then off the seat and even the cum dripping off the ceiling like someone eating the tastiest meal. Then all of the sudden the video now changed he forgets all that he has done.
Calvin smiles knowing one day of training at a time he doesn't want to scare off is rich white boy! He has plenty more training for him to watch and learn to do.
Back to everyday life-
A few weeks had passed Courtney is still acting like a rich brat but Calvin is waiting for the next long journey. Today he's going to take Courtney to a big theme park a four hour drive away. So his very next hypnosis video and another change for Courtney to sample big black cock!
HYPNOSIS Video 2-
In the back of the limousine Courtney is in a bored mood and he starts to search for something to watch. Then has he searched a voice he recognises started to speak and all three of the screens started to flash. He was over the moon all the previous video is coming back to him and he is programmed to obey straight away!
The screen then shows black cocks being sucked by white boys all are wearing girly clothing and are on their hands and knees. The women's voice started to talk again to the viewer. Telling the viewer to repeat all that she says!
"I want to suck Daddy's huge black cock!" woman's voice says asks the viewer to now repeat.
"I want to suck Daddy's huge black cock!" courtney repeats.
This continues for a further five times!
"I want to suck Daddy's huge black cock!" courtney repeats.
Then it praised the viewer saying all white boys should please their black Daddy! Now you will repeat this white boy and you keep repeating everything your told!
"White boys want their black Daddy to fuck their face!" woman's voice asks you the viewer to repeat.
"White boys want their black Daddy to fuck their face!" courtney then repeats.
This is repeated five times the rich white boy like a robot and his mind is now being controlled!
"White boys want their black Daddy to fuck their face!" courtney repeats.
Then more black cocks are being sucked all shoot cum into the white boys mouths and throats. Then you see a white boy eat all the cum up has it sprays loads into their mouths! The last thing to now be repeated started up.
"Please Daddy can you fuck my face until you cum!" woman's voice says.
"Please Daddy can you fuck my face until you cum!" repeats courtney.
This gets repeated again by the white boy five times.
"Please Daddy can you fuck my face until you cum!" repeats courtney.
Calvin is listening again to every word that Courtney is repeating just like the previous videos. He is now heading back to the old industrial unit to park up in. Now he knows the hypnosis video worked before and can hear him repeat it all again! He pulled over again and parked in a secluded part of the industrial unit. Calvin then goes in to the back to check out teen Courtney.
This time he has already stripped off and he has stroked himself hard. He opened up the backdoor of the Limo and goes inside straight away Courtney dropped down on all fours mouth open. Waiting for is Daddy's huge black cock. Then he speaks to Calvin asking him something only a slut would ask!
"Daddy can I suck your huge black cock?" asks courtney.
"Good white boy open wide Courtney!" daddy orders.
He opens up and Daddy slides his cock in to his teen mouth. Allowing the boy to suck it all over like a lollipop while looking up at his black Daddy.
"Now Courtney Daddy's going to fuck your face white boy!" daddy tells him.
"Thank you Daddy use my mouth for your pleasure!" sighed courtney.
Then Daddy starts to add more cock inside his mouth till it goes into is throat. Then he started to slowly fuck his face with each of the in and outs Daddy's balls slap against is chin.The boys making a right mess with spit and saliva going everywhere. On the three video screens the same is happening to so many multiple white boys. In and then out the boy is face fucked by his Daddy! Then Daddy fells the cum building had the rich little white boy moaned and groaned over his huge black cock. He pulled out of his mouth and throat to allow the boy to now speak.
"Daddy can you cum inside my mouth and throat?" moaned out courtney
"Yes certainly Courtney I will feed you my cum!" daddy replied.
Then he goes back to fucking his teen face over and over again. Then his balls tensed up and his cock goes rigid then it explodes into Courtney's mouth and throat. Four big loads of tasty cum for the boy to drink it all down. His tongue coated in Daddy's cum is throat coated with hot cum. He then stops cumming and the rich white boy sucks off the remaining cum. He then licks his lips and kisses the head of Daddy's black cock.
Happy with his todays mind training video then Calvin gets into the front and drives off like nothing happened.
The video stopped and Calvin smiled he is taking the brat on another long journey at the end of the week. There will be another hypnosis training video for him then.
Back to the rest of the week-
Three days have now passed other than is rich brat owner smiling nothing has been said between them. Calvin believes after the video is stopped the white boys all go back to normal and forget what's has been going on with them. Now it's Friday and the rich brat is going to a Zoo that is another long distance away. Time gor a stop off at the industrial units for some more training!
HYPNOSIS Video 3-
In the limousine Courtney is now watching some videos.Has he watched the video it stopped and a voice he recognises started to speak all three of the screens started to flash and change to bright colours. He was now going to watch the hypnosis videos all again. The previous videos are all coming back to him he is programmed to obey to these videos straight away!
The screen then stared to show big black cocks next to little white boys and all are wearing girls clothing. The women's voice starts to talk again to the viewer. Telling the viewer to now repeat all that she says!
"I want to dress up pretty for my Daddy?" woman's voice asks the viewer to repeat.
"I want to dress up pretty for my Daddy?" courtney repeats.
This continues for a further five times!
"I want to dress up pretty for my Daddy?" courtney repeats.
Then it praises all the viewers saying all the little white boys should please their black Daddy's! Now repeat white boy and you will keep repeating everything your told!
"White boys want to shoot cum for their black Daddy's!" woman's voice asks the viewer to repeat.
"White boys want to shoot cum for their black Daddy's!" courtney then repeats.
This is repeated five times the rich white boy a robot his mind is being controlled!
"White boys want to shoot cum for their black Daddy's!" courtney repeats.
Then more big black cocks are being held inside white boys hands. The black cocks are being stroked on top of their tiny white cocks until they cum over them. This then caused the white boys to drip all over the bigger black cocks. They now all started to repeat more.
"Please Daddy can you let me cum all over your big black cock!" woman's voice tells the viewer.
"Please Daddy can you let me cum all over your big black cock!" repeats courtney.
Then it's repeated again by the white boys five times.
"Please Daddy can you let me cum all over your big black cock!" repeats courtney.
Now each white boy is limp and even more smaller than the before next to the bigger black cocks! They are all then put inside a cock cage and handed instructions to then follow along with a girly outfit! Then started up the voice again telling the white boys to repeat and the viewers to repeat.
"Please Daddy can you cage my tiny cock it's not worthy!" woman's voice tells the viewer.
"Please Daddy can you cage my tiny cock it's not worthy!" repeats courtney.
Then again gets repeated again by the tiny white boys five times.
"Please Daddy can you cage my tiny cock it's not worthy! repeats courtney.
Then on the video it shows all these white boys being given girls clothing. There's a voice again saying repeat what you are all now told.
"Please Daddy can I ho home and dress like a girl for you!" woman's voice tells the viewer.
"Please Daddy can I ho home and dress like a girl for you!" repeats courtney.
Then again gets repeated again by the tiny white boys five times.
"Please Daddy can I ho home and dress like a girl for you!" repeats courtney.
Calvin is listening to every word that teen Courtney is repeating like all the previous videos. He is now back in the old industrial unit to parking up. He knows the hypnosis video worked and can hear him repeat it all again! He then pulled up over again and parked in a secluded part of this industrial unit. Calvin goes into the back to check out teen white Courtney.
Again he has already stripped off and has stroked hid huge black cock hard. Then he opens up the backdoor of their Limousine then goes inside straight away. Courtney is looking at his black Daddy his huge black cock stands erect in front of the rich boy.



Then he speaks up to Calvin asking him if he could come!
"Daddy can I shoot cum from my tiny white cock?" asks courtney.
"Yes Courtney take it out and we will play with both cocks together!" replies daddy.
Then Courtney takes out his five inch cock and showed it to Daddy.
"That's not a cock Courtney that's a clit boy after you cum Daddy will cage it!" daddy tells him.
"Yes Daddy your black cock is a cock not my little white cock!" whispers courtney.
Then Daddy placed his huge black cock on top of Courtney's tiny clit he stroked both cocks in his big black hands. Within a few little strokes the smaller cock dribbles his cum over the huge black cock. Then after a few more strokes the big huge heavy black cock fires loads of cum over the boys cock. Dripping two loads all over the both cocks one cum a lot more than the other!
"Now Courtney don't waste all the cum lick it all up white boy!" orders daddy.
He then scoops up all the cum off both the cocks greedily drinking it before sucking a little more off Daddy's big black cock. Then Daddy places a cock cage on him and then hands him a bag of clothes.
"Now Courtney next time we go on a long journey play the video that's saved on your phone under long trip!" daddy tells him.
Calvin gets out of the limousine and drives off just has the hypnosis video stopped. In the back of their limousine Courtney holds the bag given to him. But for dome reason he doesn't open it or look inside it. He has something in his mind telling him he needs it in the future!
Back to the normal week-
Courtney still doesn't show much respect to Calvin there's less animosity between the pair. He takes him to all his lesson and days out. Then in a days time another long trip over five hours to do a contract for his fathers company.
The night before Courtney for reasons that are unknown to him gets out the bag and is looking at all the girl clothes. He then plays a video marked long trip and it's the same woman's voice and straight away his mind is controlled again. It tells him to shower and shave off his body hairs. Then his new role in life is given Daddy access to his tiny boi pussy. This is said over and over letting him now his Arsehole is a boi pussy. Then it says wear your outfit to please your black Daddy white boy.
He then takes out a outfit that looked like a schoolgirl outfit. Long grey socks with grey flared skirt white shirt and a striped tie. Flat black shoes white big cotton panties then makeup and a bow for his blonde hair. He puts these too one sides and sleeps now waiting for tomorrow's trip.
HYPNOSIS Video 4-
Inside the limousine Courtney is dressed in his new schoolgirl outfit. Grey skirt socks and white shirt with striped tie. Black flat shoes and big cotton white panties hiding is cock cage. He's also wearing makeup with a pink bow in his long blonde hair. He then started watching a video and it then stops there's a voice he recognises. That is starting to speak and all three of the limos screens start to flash then change to bright colours. He's going to watch the hypnosis videos again these previous videos are all coming back. Courtney is programmed to obey to these hypnosis videos!
The screen then stared to show big black cocks fucking little white boys all are now wearing schoolgirls clothing. The women's voice started to talk to the viewer telling all the viewers to repeat all she says!
"I want to change from straight to Gay for my black Daddy?" the woman's voice asks each viewer to repeat.
"I want to change from straight to Gay for my black Daddy?" courtney then repeats.
This continues for a further five times!
"I want to change from straight to Gay for my black Daddy?" repeats courtney.
Then it praised the viewer saying all white boys should now give their black Daddy their boi pussy! Now you will repeat this white boy you keep repeating all your told!
"White boys need black Daddy's to fuck their boi pussys!" woman's asked you the viewer to repeat.
"White boys need black Daddy's to fuck their boi pussys!" courtney repeats.
This is repeated five times the rich white boy la robot his mind is now controlled!
White boys need black Daddy's to fuck their boi pussys!" courtney repeats.
Then Courtney looked at all the huge black cocks fucking white boys boi pussys on the videos in front of him. The last thing to now be repeated starts up for the viewer.
"Please Daddy can you fuck my boi pussy until you cum!" the woman's voice says.
"Please Daddy can you fuck my boi pussy until you cum!" repeats courtney.
This is repeated again by the teen white boy further five times.
"Please Daddy can you fuck my boi pussy until you cum!" repeats courtney.
Calvin is listening to every single word that Courtney repeats just like all the previous videos. Calvert is now driving back to the old industrial unit so he can park up. Calvin knows the hypnosis sissy video works has he can hear Courtney repeat it all again! He pulls over and parks in a secluded part of the industrial site. This time he now has access to filthy out industrial unit that has a bed and a run down bathroom. Calvin then goes in to the back of the limousine to get the teen Courtney to take him to the unit.
He holds Courtney's small white hand and after praising his schoolgirl outfit takes him into the rundown unit. Courtney only wants Daddy's black cock but didn't know what is going to happen. He is a Straight white boy who is going to be turned Gay by an older black man. He never wanted to be Gay but these videos he's watched control his teen mind. He never believed he would lose his Anal virginity ever especially a black man who's older than his own Dad. The videos have changed his mind he now wants big black cocks inside him.
They get inside it's like a filthy drug den for crack whores! There's a bed in the middle of the unit that has an old cum stained piss stained mattress not where a Straight boy would want to become Gay! Especially this boy whose born into privilege and doesn't need or want for anything!
"No we can't Daddy it's filthy we can't!" cries courtney.
"Susch white boy follow Daddy to the bed!" daddy tells him.
He leads him to the bed and rips his white cotton panties off scaring Courtney in the process! Then lifts him easily up on to the bed laying down on his back looking up at Daddy. He's going to lose his virginity now missionary so Daddy can look into his eyes has he takes his boi pussy. He then looks into the rich boys eyes has he parts is legs wide and pushed up against his boi pussy.
Preparing to make this rich boy a pretty girl who will only cum with black cocks inside him.
"Courtney ask Daddy to enter your tight boi pussy?" daddy tells him.
"Daddy please fuck my boi pussy!" begs courtney still mind controlled.
Daddy then spits on the boys boi pussy he then slowly pushes his huge bell end into is tiny booty hole! Looking down at the rich spoilt white boy wearing a little schoolgirl outfit with his grey socks wrapped around his waist. The skirt flipped up showing his cock cage and the white boys eyes are all glazed with lust. Daddy is slowly splitting is tiny boi pussy wide apart a huge snake that now enters his tiny booty hole. Then a big push and the huge head is gaping the boy open. Has this huge head entered his little clit had it's first sissy orgasm has he leaked into his cage.
"Now white slut you won't look down on black men again will you Courtney?" asks daddy.
"No Daddy I love all black men especially all their cocks!" moaned courtney.
"Good boy after today I have a few of your ex workers who want to look after you little white boy!" daddy says while pushing in a few more inches.
"Daddy what ex workers?" moaned out courtney has more cock enters him.
"Don't worry concentrate on my huge black cock Courtney you will.become a Queen of Spades white boy!" moans daddy adding a few more inches.
"Queen of Spades Daddy what's that?" has courtney moaned while being stretched.
"Queen of Spades Courtney is someone like you whose black cock only you will be tattooed next week white boy!" daddy then says.
This makes Courtney cum again more cum adding to the filthy piss also cum stained old mattress. Then Daddy pushed in is big cock deeply with a few more thrusts he is now balls deep. Looking down at the rich boy whose moaning and groaning away! He then started to chant his love of is huge black cock Daddy now made him Gay!
"Yes fuck yes so good oh my gawd I love this black cock Daddy!" moans courtney.
Daddy then pounds the rich white boy into the mattress deep slow strokes soon start to change into deep fast strokes. This old bed is trying to survive this fucking has it now shakes and rattles under the weight of their fucking. Daddy power fucking his tiny spoilt white boy over and over in and out!
Then he cums deep into his bowels all the pent up frustration and disrespect in this one hard fucking. He will now become the boys owner he will fuck who ever Daddy is telling him to fuck! Always black cocks and all wanting to make this rich spoilt brat their slut!
The rest of the day he learns to eat black Ass and twice he drunk Daddy's piss all of it adding to this filthy cum stained and piss stained mattress. He was fucked four more times once standing up holding his slender ankles. Once bouncing up and down on is big black bull before getting his boi pussy filled up again! The boy learnt Daddy's own favourite style doggy style twice like this at first he had to be shown to arch up is back exposing his boi pussy. The second time he presented his boi pussy to his Daddy to receive a hard doggy fuck while screaming like a slut out loud in the unit. This mattress lost a few more springs and got covered in more piss and cum stains!
To be continued...
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This is purely a fictional story of a teenage white boy who gets mind controlled by is father's chauffeur.
Themes of- Mind Control/ Sissy Clothing/ Big Black Cocks/ Hypnosis Video/ Teen White Boy with Older Black Men/ Queen of Spades/ Tattoos/ Chastity Cage.
This all takes place in Los Vegas-
There are five people in this story-
Courtney Harris an eighteen year old white boy very good looking long blonde hair and blue eyes with five inch cock a small slight build five foot six tall.
Calvin Taylor a forty year old black man in real good shape six foot tall muscular and a ten inch cock.
Neil Brent a thirty six year old black man five foot ten with a nine inch cock.
Miles Brown a thirty eight year old black man six foot tall ten inch cock.
Jacob Brown a sixty year old black man six foot tall greying overweight ten inch cock.
This story all started when Courtney had a new chauffeur driver Calvin he disrespects him and was shown respect. He was given a hypnosis video to watch on each one of his long trips which turned him Gay. He is now his chauffeurs bitch boy and watches hypnosis videos all the time on each trip. He regularly stops at the old industrial unit to add more cum and piss stains to the bed mattress.
It's two weeks after the initial fucking and is rich boy is mind Controlled every trip not is long trips. The ten minute drive to is music lessons last an hour has Courtney asked if Daddy could stop at the industrial unit! The boy now wearing a cheer girl outfit in blue gets fucked up on all fours on the filthy piss and cum stained mattress. His boi pussy is still has tight has is first black cock it gapes open and then closed up afterwards. Today he went into the bathroom it even smelt a lot worse than the mattress. Courtney then drunk Daddy's piss sat on the filthy toilet is teen mouth sucks the piss covered cock all clean afterwards. Then he rode Daddy like a bull before changing into something that is more suitable for his music lessons.
The ride to the lesson he watched more of the hypnosis sissy porn. There was a boy who looked like Courtney dressed in a nun outfit with four black men all claiming they were priests. The hypnosis Video kept now saying pray to the big black cocks. Then it changed to the white boy on all the getting fucked in his boi pussy while being throat fucked then stroking on the other two big black cocks. The video kept saying more is better you need more big black cocks over and over. Courtney now needed more big black cocks and he soon will!
The following day the chauffeur was taking Courtney to a private tutor. He then played another hypnosis video this time the voice started up again and the rich boy started to once again be mind Controlled.
Queen of Spades Hypnosis-
The rich brat sat in the back of the Limo he got happy when he hears the familiar voice again the woman's voice is very softly and calm. White boy look at the video screen the text messages say and Courtney again look up at the three screens. It has white boys all in clothing with a symbol on the front. This is a black spade symbol with a Q inside for a Queen of Spades. Then it showed jewelry has these boys wear anklets but what they all have is tattoos of this symbol on their Asses and also above their cock cages!
The woman's voice speaks up calmly again white boys repeat after me.There's a text message started up for the viewers to all repeat the viewers all being young white boys.
"I want to become a Queen of Spades to be black only and black cock only!" woman's voice says repeat.
"I want to become a Queen of Spades to be black only and black cock only!" courtney repeats.
This is repeated a further five more times.
"I want to become a Queen of Spades to be black only and black cock only!" courtney keeps on repeating.
Then the video showed white boys holding hands of big black men all happy. Then all these white boys are showing their Queen of Spades tattoos. Then one white boy is speaking and saying he's tattooed because he's now black cocks only!
Then it goes on the woman's voice started back. This is Calmly telling the viewers to repeat all her next words. These words are all bold text messages on the video screen.
"I want to be a Queen of Spades to keep my Daddy happy!" the woman's voice says repeat.
"I want to be a Queen of Spades to keep my Daddy happy!" courtney then repeats.
This is repeated a further five more times.
"I want to be a Queen of Spades to keep my Daddy happy!" courtney kept on then repeating.
Then the video changed and there are little white sissy boys with multiple black men. They are all saying their Queen of Spades all black cock only. They all show off their sissy clothing and Queen of Spades tattoos while stroking two cocks at a time while a black cock fucks their boi pussys!
Then the woman's voice started back all is calmly telling the viewers to repeat all her words. The words all bold text messages on the video screens in front of Courtney.
"I want a Queen of Spades tattoo and want to be black cock only for Daddy!" says the woman's voice who asks you to repeat.
"I want a Queen of Spades tattoo and want to be black cock only for Daddy!"courtney repeats.
This is repeated a five more times.
"I want a Queen of Spades tattoo and want to be black cock only for Daddy!" courtney repeats multiple times.
The chauffeur Calvin then parks outside is tutor's apartment. He has a small window to get is cock sucked by the rich white boy so gets in the back of the limousine. There he dropped his pants and boxers releasing his huge black cock the hypnosis video is still playing. The video is now showing little white boys stroking and sucking big black cocks. Just like Courtney's Daddy needed.
"Quick Courtney we haven't got much time come and stroke Daddy's cock!" daddy tells him.
Courtney dropped to his knees and gets in between Daddy's black thigh's. He stroked Daddy's cock feeling it grow inside is hand feels bigger and heavier every time he has held it. Has a result he started to use two of his little white hands to stroke it again!
"Now Courtney suck Daddy's cock!" orders daddy.
Courtney started to kiss the head and then place his mouth around it's huge head. He then sucked more into his mouth and then bobs up and down on it. Daddy's cock gets deeper inside his mouth with each such he then takes his cock out of his mouth with a big plop!
"Daddy can I get a tattoo just like on the video?" courtney asks before sucking on his daddy's black cock again.
"Yes we have a free day this week we can go to the tattoo parlour then Courtney!" answered daddy.
Courtney redoubled her cock sucking now she's deep throating Daddy's black cock in his mouth up and down. Groaning has just the taste of Daddy's black cock makes the teen white boy clit cum in it's cage. This is what Daddy is been waiting for has he then fired three big streams into the sissy boys mouth. Pulling out to spray his face with a load more cum before Courtney sucks the rest off Daddy's black cock. Courtney then wipes off the cum off his face and sucks it in to his mouth before going to his lessons.
The rest of the week he watched hypnosis videos on the way to his various trips. All the boys were Queen of Spades and he is now also black cock only. The short trips were cock sucking and stroking of Daddy's black cock. The longer two trips he visited the industrial unit and had an hour long to dress up for Daddy and become is slut! He ended up on the filthy mattress adding all Daddy's cum and sometimes his piss to the already cum and piss stained mattress.
Then a free day so Courtney told is Dad he was being taken out by is chauffeur Calvin which his Dad laughed at saying you like him now Son. If only Dad knew what he did like about his black chauffeur.
Queen of Spades Tattoo-
The free day started with a short ride to a tattoo parlour in the vegas downtown.The tattooist was a friend of Calvin so agreed to do his tattoos for nothing. They went in the shop was only opened for them to use and for Courtney's tattoos. Calvin had told the tattooist a black man Neil all about the stuck up rich boy Neil is happy to give him sluty tattoos!
"Okay Calvin how many tattoos for your white boy?" asks neil.
"Well I want the Queen of Spades on his Ass cheek Neil is that okay?" asks calvin.
"Only the one tattoo I can do more if you want Calvin?" replied neil.
Courtney is sat there without any say has they discussed tattooing his body. The one time boy in charge is now mind controlled to worship black cocks! This boy will be tattooed then watching hypnosis porn on the way to industrial unit for Daddy to see is tattoos up close!
"Well Neil can I get a little tattoo above his cage saying 'Daddy's Sissy Boy'?" calvin asks.
"Yes no problem Calvin he's got a cage I got to see that I will do something arty on top of it!" says neil.
Courtney is then bent over a chair and then his pants are removed exposing is Ass. He is then cleaner with a wipe and Calvin has decided where to put the spade tattoo. He then yelps has the tattooist first started to use is needles. In no time he has a new art on his Ass cheek Queen of Spades tattoo! Courtney is then sat in a chair and both the black men laugh at his cage for his tiny clit.
Then Neil cleaned the area above his cage and he used a needle to start his tattoo it's a vine with the words 'Daddy's Sissy Boy' all in the middle of the vine. So Ass and clit are pierced for his black Daddy. They both get Courtney to do a dance for them where he bends over in front of them like a whore who's working at a lap dancing bar! Not the rich privileged boy who didn't want or need anything totally mind controlled just by him watching the videos.
"Damm Calvin that's some fine Ass better than the local bitches around here!" neil says.
"Yeah he's prettier to and more nasty great at deep throat that Ass pussy always goes back tight after it gapes!" replied calvin.
"Well if I close the shop for an hour can I get some Ass from the rich boy Calvin?" asks neil.
"Well I will tell him Neil we got a free day he's got some clothes in the car has well!"
calvin replied.
"Clothes Calvin what he dresses up for you to have sex?" exclaimed neil.
"Yeah makes a really pretty girl Neil we can go in the backroom both get closer looks at his new tattoos?" replies calvin.
Courtney is sitting there is clit throbbing as they both discussed him. Like the videos he's watched multiple black man training a white boy to be their Queen of Spades. He will do what ever his black Daddy tells him it's now in his mind all day black cocks and now the more the merrier!
"Courtney will you like to get dressed and come into the backroom with Daddy also his friend?" daddy asked.
"Yes Daddy I just want to make you happy!" replies courtney looking at both black men.
Queen of Spades Slut-
Daddy goes to the boot of the limousine to get Courtney an outfit while Neil takes the white boy into the backroom. This room is basic with a couch a small restroom also a big bed that is obviously used often! Not as bed has the old broken bed inside the old industrial unit. This mattress has cum stains on it from previous customers who payed to get tattooed other ways!
Neil strips off to reveal himself to Courtney he's slightly shorter than his Daddy less in the way of muscle's. To Courtney's delight is cock is nearly has big as Daddy's it's nice and thick with pulsing veins a large head it is also his second big black cock! His mind now controlled to want black cocks not any white little cock no big black cocks!
Daddy comes in hands Courtney a outfit to change into and looked for a screen. While Courtney changes inside the restroom into the new outfit.
"Neil is there a way to play this USB stick it is a video I play Courtney in the car?" asks calvin.
"Yeah the back of the television on the wall there's a USB connection Calvin!" replied neil.
So whilst Courtney is changing he sets up another hypnosis video this video is three white boys in a room with six black men all dressed pretty. Proudly showing off all their Queen of Spades clothes and tattoos. The woman's voice is loudly saying repeat after me one black cock is never enough to be a Queen of Spades you need to lots of big black cocks! Daddy is now stripped and both black men are sat on the couch naked stroking their cocks watching the video.
In the restroom Courtney is changing in to his new outfit looking around the room it's also filthy but not as bad has the industrial units bathroom! He takes out the outfit this outfit is white high heels with white garter belt and white stockings. There is a white skirt that's short and flared then a crop top.
This crop top shows his toned belly off but it has a symbol the Queen of Spades.
Courtney pulled up the white stockings the white garter belt is then attached. Then he steps in to the high heeled white shoes he instantly feels taller. Then pulls up the skirt has he walks it doesn't cover anything at all his cock cage and Ass both on show. Then the last item is Queen of Spades white tiny crop top fixes his makeup and hair. He then looks at himself and thinks he looks better than any girl! Then goes back into then see the video playing inside the backroom.
Courtney looks up at the screen and then at both big black cocks. Then while looking at both cocks he starts repeating what he reads on the screen like a robot!
"One black cock is not enough I am now a Queen of Spades!" courtney repeats while looking at both black cocks.
This he repeats five times while looking at both black cocks!
"Daddy I need lots of big black cocks to be a Queen of Spades!" courtney repeats this while looking at both big black cocks.
He repeats this five times now licking his lips looking at the black cocks!
Then he crawled over to both black cocks and sits in front of them on his knees. Both black men stand either side of him and he's then holding each black cock inside is tiny white hands. Just like the video screen he's then stroking them both while looking up at both black men. Neil's cock drips it's pre cum which instantly gets sucked inside the sissy boys mouth. He turns to see Daddy's black cock dripping pre cum like a slut this is soon sucked up and swallowed!
Both black men now take turn face fucking his mouth and throat. Neil would face fuck has the teen boy would be stroking on his Daddy's big black cock. Then Daddy would face fuck him while stroking on Neil's black cock! This went on and both men then took turns fucking his pretty face. Then just like the video playing both men pulled out of is mouth he held his mouth open wide. While both black cocks were being stroked faster inside his little white hands. They both then cum together two big loads all glazing his pretty face and going into his mouth. Just like on the video there white sluts were all getting their faces and mouths covered in the black mens cum!
Then on the video all six black men went on hands and knees and each of the three white sissy sluts went behind and eat each Arsehole and Arse crack in turn while still stroking these big black cocks hard! This is what Neil and Daddy do go up on all fours with their Asses in the air.
"Now Courtney follow what's happening in the video!" daddy orders.
Courtney gets behind Neil first and is soon lapping up his sweaty Ass crack and starts to stroke him hard. Then he does the same to his Daddy licks the sweat up from is Ass crack whilst stroking his cock. Then it's Neil that's getting his Ass eat only this time the Arsehole getting cleaned out has he is still stroking his black cock. Then it's back to is Daddy eating his Arsehole while stroking is big black cock!
This goes on until the video is changed on the screen each of these three sissy boys were all up on their hands and knees back arched with one big black cock inside all of the three boi pussys fucking them! There's another three black cocks in front of them all three boys are being face fucked with a mess of spit and saliva. This keeps on then changing around has each white boy does Ass to mouth with all three big black cocks.
Now Daddy puts Courtney up on his hands and knees allowing Neil to fuck is tight boi pussy first. Courtney arched is back and he moaned has Neil has wasted no time and is now entering his tiny butt hole. In a few strokes he's power fucking Courtney's tight boi pussy while Daddy is now face fucking his mouth and throat! Neil is Gaping his boi pussy wide open "O" with each stroke. His Daddy is deeply face fucking him spit and saliva going all over his sissy outfit. Then it is all change Neil having the white boy do dirty Ass to mouth while Daddy gapes his tight boi pussy again. This goes on and on until both black men are reaching their own point of no return. Then on the video all the black men cum at the same time one inside each of the three boys the others inside all the three boys throats. This made Neil then cum deep inside Courtney's boi pussy then Daddy shoots over his face and sissy outfit!
That afternoon he is happily been used like their slut with each man fucking him three more times each. He rides each black bulls big black cocks gets up on his hands and knees all the time stroking or sucking the other black cock. Daddy shot cum all over is 'Daddy's Sissy Boy' tattoo has he's taking Daddy's cock missionary style. Neil pulled out from a doggy style fuck and shoots his cum allover the Queen of Spades tattoo!
The rich boy is then changed into a suit he has a business meeting to go to. If all the investors could see his tattoos and is wide gaping boi pussy full of cum!
His chauffeur or should I say Daddy takes him to the meeting before he goes to this meeting. Daddy gets into the back of the limousine and gets his black cock sucked while showing Daddy his new tattoos!
The Following Week-
This was the same has any other week his chauffeur took Courtney to his lessons and his meetings. Each trip the boy watched his hypnosis videos keeping him controlled his mind only thinks of black cocks.
"Courtney we have a long trip thursday I have some people who want to meet you?" daddy says while courtney sucks his cock.
"What people Daddy?" asks courtney has his big black cock slides out of his mouth.
"The Brown father and son ex employees of your company I believe?" says daddy.
"No Daddy they said they would get to me when I fired them!" courtney says in fear.
"Yes Courtney they only want to get what they believe they both deserve!" daddy says.
"No I won't meet them Daddy?" argued a now terrified courtney.
"Yes on thursday I will drop them off and you will dress up for them Courtney!" says daddy.
He's then told no more of Daddy's cock if he refuses he then looked up to see black cocks on the video screen. This is all that Courtney needed to see has he nodded yes to Daddy.
Meeting The Fired Browns-
The limousine turns up at the old industrial unit Daddy parks out side there's a old car that's already parked up. Daddy gets inside the back and Courtney is still watching the video it's two big black cocks inside a little white boys boi pussy. Daddy then hands an outfit to Courtney to wear. But he's not now looking at the outfit he's all fascinated that two big black cocks can fit inside a tiny boy and fuck him!
"Daddy is that possible that two cock can fit inside a boi pussy?" asks courtney.
"Yes Courtney your boi pussy will relax and take two cocks with practice!" daddy then answers.
Then he puts on his new outfit black garter belt black seamed stockings black heels a crop top of with 'BBC Slut' on the front! No panties his clit locked inside is cock cage it will be leaking it's cum all day long! Daddy then holds his little white hand then leads him inside the old dirty unit. Then next to the old dirty broken bed is two older black men one much older! Both these men are naked stroking their huge black cocks they are both waiting to get their revenge!



"You are Courtney I will leave here for an hour or two Miles and Jacob will look after you really good!" daddy tells him.
"No Daddy you can't leave me here with these two dressed like this please no!" crys courtney.
"It's Okay Courtney me and Dad will both look after you!" shouts out miles.
"Yes Courtney just like you looked after us remember me and Jacob were looked after when you fired us without compensation!" jacob angrily says.
No Daddy they will hurt me please take me with you!" begs courtney.
Daddy ignored him and walked off leaving the teen white boy with these two older big black men. Knowing that both the big black men want their revenge on him! Courtney then hears the door lock behind Daddy it's him and two old black men he had fired!
"Come here Courtney we don't you show me and Miles your new skills!" laughed jacob.
"Yes Courtney remember you said me Dad were not good at anything well today you will find out what we are good at!" miles says angrily.
"Look guys if it's money you want I can get you loads the company had no choice but to fire you both!" pleads courtney.
"No we good for money we come for that little boys Ass Courtney and I remember it wasn't the company you said me and my son were to be fired!" jacob replied.
Courtney went next to both father and son has they looked him up and down. Both of the big black cocks being stroked next to him he could smell the mattress it stank of piss and dried cum! Courtney then looks at both big black cocks was that the source of the cum and piss smells!
"Now Courtney what are you waiting for an invitation stroke our cocks!" jacob Ordered while he slapped him hard across the face.
Courtney yelped after the hard slap then to both black men's delight is little hands hold both big black cocks. Up and down has the older black men stand over him glaring at him. Revenge and sexual tension is now in the air. He can now smell these cocks and they both smell like the filthy mattress! The source of the bad smell is their black cocks it's like they haven't been washed! He now dreads what is to come next he must have pulled a face and closed his eyes. Has his eyes closed they soon slapped his face for him to open his eyes back up. Once again both big black cocks are in his face!
He stroked each cock harder and faster it makes both big black cocks start dripping their pre cum. If it was Daddy he would be now sucking and licking it off his huge big head of his black cock. Not these old black father and son they cocks smell of old cum piss and sweat!
"Open wide white slut!" miles orders while he looks up at them both.
Miles then spits inside Courtney's mouth it is then followed by Jacobs spit. These men are disgusting Courtney would love to get away from them both.
"Don't you dare swallow our spit white slut keep your mouth open and look at us both Courtney!" jacob shouts down at him.
Then while he holds is mouth open with all their nasty spit inside Jacob fucks his teen mouth. No going in slowly just holds on to the back of his head and then started face fucking him! He left go of both black cocks has he tried to push Jacob away has he's now fucking his face. Only to get slapped by a black cock this time has Miles used is big black cock to slap his face.
"Courtney who told you to stop stroking!" miles asks him.
Courtney then strokes both black cocks at the same time whilst getting face fucked by Jacob. In and out spit saliva going all over his sluty outfit and face with long strands all dripping off Jacob's ten inch black cock!
"Dad got to get me a piece of that sluts throat!' says miles who then started face fucking courtney.
Then for the second time Courtney is now gagging on a ten inch black cock. Saliva is now again everywhere has his mouth gets fucked roughly again. Then to is short relief they stop fucking his face they want his boi pussy. He's put on all fours with is little butt framed in the garter and stockings. Jacob sees his Queen of Spades tattoo and then spanks it really hard. Causing Courtney to jump and yelp out loud with the hard spank that left a hand print!
"Look Miles the owner's Son is a black cock only slut!" laughed jacob.
"Yeah his tiny cock cage got a tattoo too Dad it says Daddy's Sissy Boy!" miles also laughed.
"Yeah we should tattoo the slut property of the Browns would you like that rich boy!" asked jacob.
Courtney remains silent hoping his ordeal would finish soon or is Daddy would come and rescue him. Then felt a cock pushing into his boi pussy Jacob was now taking is tiny boi pussy. Not slowly adding his black cock no with a few pushes Jacob was balls deep inside the rich white boy's boi pussy it felt so good though! Courtney's mind has been trained to love black cocks all those videos in the limousine are telling him that big black cocks are great. Jacob is taking is revenge and pleasure out on Courtney's boi pussy power fucking the white boy on in a filthy old unit fucking on a piss stained also cum stained old mattress!
Miles not to be left out places his Ass in to the white boys face. This Ass has not been cleaned recently and smelt really awful. It goes all around Courtney's face trapping is face with nothing to breathe except smelly black Ass. He tried to hold is breath he also kept his mouth shut. Not willing to smell or taste this black Ass! He would rather faint if that meant he didn't smell or taste this Ass!
"Courtney eat my black Ass like a good slut little rich white boy or there will be trouble!" shouted miles.
"Yeah white boy eat my Son's black Ass it's a big treat for your Queen of Spades boys!" jacob laughed while he spanked his ass.
Courtney yelped at the hard spank that he had now opening is mouth. He tried to also breathe now he's smelling Miles sweat big black Ass has he tried not to breathe! Then knowing he had no choice he started to lap at the sweat inside his dirty nasty Ass crack tasted worse than he dared to imagine! He lapped up and down cleaning up this black man's dirty Ass crack. Then he sucked the sweat from Miles butthole started to stroke his big black cock!
"Wow Dad this white boy has done this lots of times he's a nasty rich boy!" moans out miles.
"Yeah rich boy is eating my black Ass later Son!" jacob says between feeding the little white boy his black cock.
Jacob fucks Courtney harder now pushing is face inside Mikes black Ass cheeks. This is all too much for Courtney who keeps on dripping all is cum with each thrust and all the nasty Ass eating. Jacob has reached the point of no return then pulled out of his gaping wide open "O" boi pussy! Then fires cum all over his butt back and is cock cage before shooting a big spurts inside is wide gaped boi pussy! The bed mattress has more fresh cum over it then Miles adds more has he cum in the air while being Ass eat and cock stroked by the rich white boy!
That afternoon Courtney eat their dirty big black Asses more times then he wanted to remember. They added piss to the piss on the mattress alongside their cum. Has both black men took delight in pissing inside the white boys mouth and sissy outfit. Their big black cocks were fucking Courtney all day stretching his boi pussy fuck after fuck. He was either being fucked doggy style or he is riding his black bulls of all their cum. The pair have one more fuck for their revenge before Daddy comes back for him!
"Courtney come and sit down on my cock!" jacob tells him.
"Yes Jacob!" courtney replied exhausted is boi pussy dripping cum.
He mounts the black bull and starts to ride him up and down just like Jacob wants. He then feels a cock slap against is Ass cheek and he's pushed forward where Jacob now wraps his arms around him. Then felt Miles black cock at his backdoor they are going to place two black cocks inside him. These two were going to fuck him together both huge black ten inch cocks stretching is tiny boi pussy wide open!
"No please fuck no not two cocks please you can't your two big!" pleaded courtney.
"Just relax what's twenty inches boy you put me and my Son out of work!" laughed jacob.
"Yeah white boy twenty inches and ninety eight years inside you me and my Dad owe you this!" miles replies while spanking his tiny butt cheeks.
"No please you can't your two big!" cried out courtney.
Then hopefully to Courtney's rescue their unit's door opens up and in walks Calvin is black Daddy. Hopefully going to save him from these two cocks entering him! Daddy walks towards the old bed and stripped off all his clothing stroking is cock has the two black cocks start to enter Courtney's tight boi pussy! Then walks in front of Courtney preparing to face fuck the young teen who is looking up with tearful eyes!
"Daddy aren't you coming to save me!"says courtney with tears in his eyes.
"No Courtney just decided to join the party now suck my cock white boy!" daddy then laughs.
Daddy pushed his black cock inside is teen mouth preventing Courtney from crying out anymore. Has he then felt the second huge black cock enter his boi pussy. His tight boi pussy split in two by both huge black cocks has daddy stopped him from crying out! He is full of twenty nine inches of black cocks has each cock fucks him over and over! It's a scene of raw unbridled sex all inside this filthy dirty industrial unit. This filthy stained mattress is going to be full of more of their cum and piss!
The rich white boy is full all day long of big black cocks when one hole gets empty it's soon full of black cock. Then does double anal with each cock taking turns has his boi pussy gets resized to accept two big black cocks together! They all stand over him as they spray the white boy with cum then it's all washed off his outfit with piss adding to the filthy mattresses stains! The white boy is totally wrecked his boi pussy doesn't is gaped wider than it's ever been "O" a big open bpi pussy dripping so much cum. The boys own clit is constantly dripping it's cum when each cock is fucking him. Then all of these huge black cocks are sucked clean and he's taken back to the limousine.
He sits in the back and the video is playing a white boy dripping cum and smiling up to the camera. The screen all flashing with the words you are owned by black cocks this is repeated over and over. Daddy gets inside the back of the limousine and hands him a business suit and goes to drive him home.
"Thank you for today Daddy did I please you today!" asks courtney.
"Yes Courtney there will be more days like today there are lots of blacks who are all in need of your services!" daddy replied.
"Okay can you leave this video on it makes me feel good when we drive?" courtney asks.
"Yes there's a scene next with five black cocks Courtney for your ride home!" daddy replied.
Then Daddy drives him back home leaving the spoilt rich boy watching his videos.
To be continued???



        Edge of Desires: The Bar

        A Vegas night ignites a couple’s daring new fantasy.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/edge-of-desires-the-bar

Title: Edge of Desires: The Bar

Author: Erot1c_CoupleX666

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A Vegas night ignites a couple’s daring new fantasy.

Tags: fantasy, love, queen of spades, hotwife, passion, bbc, cuckold, married, blacked, sharing




Chapter 1 The Bar
Patty and Kevin were on vacation in Las Vegas. Just the two of them, for the first time in what felt like decades. They have been in Vegas a couple days now. They were having a great time sight seeing between the copious amounts of sexual activity. They even went to a couple strip clubs. Tonight they decide to go to a club, recommended by one of the gorgeous strippers.
This was the final night and they were hoping to finally act on at least one of the many fantasies the two of them have shared together. The very reason they came on this vacation - to spice things up. They had a amazing sex life, not a day went by without some sort of sexual activity. But after years of marriage, and only ever being with one another sexually, they first started role playing various scenarios. They started watching porn together, or sending pictures back and forth that they knew the other would like, or sharing stories together.
They didnt need to do anything to spice things ups, they enjoyed their current sex life, they wanted to spice it up. They discussed trying some of the fantasies. They agreed they only live once. They also knew how strong their love was for each other.
They were ready to walk out of the hotel room when Kevin pulled Patty to her knees. She exactly what he wanted. She undid his zipper and pulled his dick out. She took him in her mouth. She knew exactly how to please him. Sometimes she would take her time, savor his dick, let him relax and enjoy it. Other times she new he just wanted to get off quick, and he she knew how to get it done.
They were ready to walk out of the hotel room when Kevin pulled Patty to her knees. She knew exactly what he wanted. She undid his zipper and pulled his dick out. She took him in her mouth. She knew exactly how to please him. Sometimes she would take her time, savor his dick, let him relax and enjoy it. Other times she new he just wanted to get off quick, and he she knew how to get it done.
Many of her friends were envious of their sex life. Her husband was able to perform as many times a day as she liked. On average he probably ejaculated at least 5 times a day, whether with her, or solo. He loved to get off. He could also bounce back fast.
Many of her friends joked abnout having a go with him. Especially after she told them how from time to time, he would finish inside her and just keep going, until he knew she was fully satisfied and then he would finish again. Sometimes exploding in her mouth, to then move her on her back and start making love right after.
He knew how to use his cock and she loved it. The part she loved the most was his mouth, his tongue knew its way around her pussy. Because he was so good at satisfying her, she had no problem being used for a quick nut from time to time. She knew he would pay her back and then some.
Swallowing his seed as she had thousands of times before. She stood up, wiped her lips, gave him a big kiss, and said "are you ready to go now".
"Sorry you looked to damn sexy and I couldn't help myself, and I didnt want to mess up your outfit" Kevin said "now lets see if we can one of fantasies a reality". They would be fine with any one of the various things they discussed, however there was one in particular they both wanted.
Patty was dressed for danger--the kind that would draw every eye in the room the moment she stepped in.
Her pants were painted on, a pair of black vinyl leggings that clung to her curves with a liquid shine, catching every pulse of neon light from the bar. Each step made the material whisper, tight enough to show the full sway of her hips, and the curve of her ass as she moved.
Above them, her top hugged her frame like a second skin, cut just low enough to tease without surrendering everything, the fabric stretching across her chest and emphasizing the lines of her body with unapologetic boldness.
Beneath it all, she knew what she was wearing, and that knowledge alone made her flush with secret heat--a thong with a waistband that declared itself in stark black letters, BLACKED repeating around her hips like a mantra. No one in the bar could see it, but she carried it like a hidden confession.
Her boots rose high, vinyl matching her pants in that same midnight sheen, the stiletto heels forcing her legs into long, shapely lines. Each step on the polished floor clicked with authority, a sound that demanded attention even before her smile did.
And just at the small of her back, where her top rode up when she danced, a temporary tattoo peeked out--feminine tribal strokes framing a bold black spade, inside it a crimson Q. The mark was playful and daring, a secret code for those who knew, and a provocative mystery for those who didn't. She hoped those that did know would notice
Patty knew exactly how she looked. And she knew exactly the kind of effect it had on her husband. What Patty didnt know and what Kevin knew all too well, was the effect it had on everyone else in the room.
The bar was alive with energy, the kind that only came on vacation nights--neon lights reflecting off bottles, the low thump of bass pushing through the wooden floor, strangers laughing louder than they would back home. Kevin sat at a small table tucked into the corner, a glass of coke and whiskey in hand, watching Patty as she swayed gently in her chair to the music.
Patty's dark hair caught the glow of colored lights as she leaned forward, sipping from her cocktail. Her outfit clung to her curves in a way that seemed to draw everyone's eyes across the room, though she didn't seem to notice. Kevin noticed, though. He always noticed. A day never went by that she didnt make him hard.
That's when he appeared.
Tall, dark, handsome and broad-shouldered. His dark skin gleamed under the bar's soft lights, his white shirt crisp against it. He caught Patty's eye almost immediately.
And then he saw her.
She was impossible to miss. Patty's body was a siren call under the dim lights--black vinyl pants that fit her like poured glass, the material gleaming each time her hips shifted in her chair. A tight, sleeveless top hugged her curves above, accentuating her chest, cut low enough to tease and invite.
Her boots matched the vinyl, thigh-high and sharp-heeled, clicking against the polished floor each time she crossed her legs. The sound cut through the music like punctuation, daring anyone to look away.
He stepped forward through the crowd towards them. Patty blinked, startled at first, then smiled back--hesitant, polite, shy. But Jamal didn't look away. He stepped closer, his voice deep, velvet-smooth over the music.
"You dance?" he asked, eyes never leaving hers.
"Yes" Patty said hesitantly
Jamal asked Kevin if it was ok for him to dance with his wife.
Patty glanced at Kevin, her brows lifting just slightly, silently asking. Kevin gave the smallest nod, and confidently said "as long as she's ok with it I am ok with it."
And then she was on her feet.
Jamal led her onto the dance floor where the music pulsed heavier. Kevin leaned back in his chair, watching them slip into the rhythm. Jamal moved with an ease that was hypnotic--his body rolling with the beat, confident, fluid. He stayed close, but never too close at first, letting Patty find her comfort in the space between them.
It didn't take long. Patty's movements grew looser, bolder. She laughed, tilting her head back as her hips began to sway in sync with his. Jamal stepped closer, his hand guiding her lightly at the waist, the heat between them sparking into something visible.
They moved together like they'd done it a hundred times before. Jamal's body angled toward hers, his chest almost brushing her back as she spun, her pants shined and whispered with every movement, her hair wild. He bent slightly, murmuring into her ear "Move with me... just let go. Do you feel that? That's just you and me right now." That made her cheeks flush deep red. Her smile lingered, her breath unsteady, but she didn't pull away.
Kevin's chest tightened as he watched--equal parts nervous, aroused, and unable to look anywhere else. The music, the crowd, the lights--all of it blurred until the only thing he saw was Patty moving against Jamal, her body awakening under the pull of his rhythm.
The music pulsed, thick and heavy, wrapping around the crowd like heat. Kevin sat at the table, drink untouched, mesmerized watching Patty's body soften into Jamal's rhythm. The way Jamal's hand lingered at her waist, the way her eyes fluttered shut as she moved--it sent a sharp twist through Kevin's stomach that felt amazing.
When the song ended, Patty's laughter was breathless. Jamal leaned down, his lips brushing close to her ear as he murmured something Kevin couldn't hear. "You're trouble in the best way and you're so damn sexy. I could dance with you all night." Her face flushed red hearing him. Then, at last, he turned to Kevin, leading Patty back across the floor.
"Your wife is sexy as hell man and can she move, if you dont mind my saying," Jamal said with a grin, extending his hand to Kevin. "Name's Jamal."
"Kevin," as he shook his hand.
"Patty," she added softly, though her flushed cheeks and sparkling eyes already told Jamal everything.
Kevin shook his hand, the strength in Jamal's grip undeniable and matched his own. Patty slid back into her seat beside him, still flushed, still glowing. Her hand reached for Kevin's thigh under the table--comfort, reassurance, or maybe just a reminder that they were in this together.
And just like that, the night had shifted.
They sat for a while, talking over drinks. Jamal told them he was from out of town, traveling solo, his voice deep and smooth enough to draw looks from nearby tables. Patty leaned in close, laughing at their stories, her hand brushing Kevin's knee under the table as if to tether him to her.
After another drink, Jamal glanced at the dance floor again, then back at Kevin. "What do you say we all go back out there?"
Kevin hesitated. Patty's eyes met his, silently asking. Something in her look--part daring, part pleading--made his chest tighten. He nodded.
The three of them slipped back onto the floor, the music faster now, bodies moving closer in the crowded space. At first, Jamal danced opposite Patty while Kevin stayed just behind her, but soon the rhythm carried them into a circle. Patty in the middle, Kevin's hands on her hips, feeling the vinyl of her pants, (a feeling he loved every time), Jamal's presence just in front of her.
The bass thumped, lights flashing. Jamal stepped closer, his chest brushing Patty's as she laughed, leaning back slightly into Kevin's hold. Kevin felt the sway of her hips under his palms as she moved, the heat of her body caught between the two men.
It grew more charged with each beat. Jamal slid around behind Patty, his movements slow, deliberate. Kevin caught her eyes over Jamal's shoulder, saw the flush in her face, the way her lips parted with shallow breaths. Jamal's hands guided her hips, rolling them in time with his own.
Kevin's hands never left her, holding her steady, part of her body, part of the rhythm. Patty was laughing still, but softer now, a low sound that melted into the music.
Jamal bent down, his mouth close to her ear again. Patty shivered, her head tipping slightly toward him as though the words carried a weight only she could feel. Kevin couldn't hear them, but he didn't need to. The look on her face--wide-eyed, alive--told him enough.
By the time the song ended, Patty's chest was heaving, her skin glowing. Jamal's hand lingered at her waist as they left the floor together. Back at the table, they sat closer than before, conversation flowing more freely, the air charged with unspoken possibility.
It was Patty who finally said it, voice soft but steady:
"So... Jamal. We've got a suite here at a hotel."
Kevin could tell she was ready to make their fantasy a reality and he could also tell she wanted Jamal in the most primal way possible.
She glanced at Kevin as she said it, a silent check-in. He nodded, knowing what her plan was.
Patty's hand slid over Jamal's on the table. "Maybe... you'd like to come back with us? Maybe even spend the night?"
Jamal's smile was slow, certain. He looked at Kevin, not just Patty, before answering.
"Are you two sure you want me to join you in your hotel? Wouldn't I be a third wheel? I am sure your husband plans to have his way with you when you get back."
Kevin saw a sly smirk come over Pattys face.
Kevin didnt have time to answer Jamals questions before Patty stood up.
She was sitting across the table from Kevin. Sitting right next to Jamal.
Patty leaned way over the table reaching for her purse on the chair next to her husband. As she was bent over the table to grab her purse, she looked back over her shoulder at Jamal. A sexy grin on her face, and said "we are more than sure, besides he's had his way with me all week".
Jamal's eyes lingered on her ass, catching the faint reveal when Patty bent over the table: the waistband of her thong riding just high enough for a glimpse. Black letters circled her hips in bold print--BLACKED--a secret message made all the more intoxicating because most of the room would never see it.
Then he noticed her top rode just high enough to expose the small of her back. There, lit by the neon glow was a tattoo: flowing tribal lines framing a deep black spade, inside it a red letter Q. The mark was feminine, dangerous, and unmistakable--queen of spades.
Jamal's lips curved slightly. She wasn't just dressed to turn heads. She was dressed for him.
Kevin's pulse thudded in his ears. "We are definitely sure we want you to join us if your up for it." he said with confidence.
And just like that, the decision was made. The three of them stood, leaving the noise and neon behind, stepping out into the humid night.
To be continued...
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The night outside was quiet, a soft blur of streetlights slipping past the windows. Inside the car, though, the air was thick, heavy with everything left unsaid. Kevin's hands tightened around the wheel as he glanced at his wife in the passenger seat. The ride had been quite so far.
Patty sat in the passenger seat, still glowing from the dance floor, her body alive in black vinyl. Her pants clung like liquid to her curves, every shift of her hips making the shiny material catch the light from passing lamps. The vinyl creaked softly as she crossed her legs, thigh-high boots glinting in the dark. Every time she shifted, her thigh-high boots creaked faintly, teasing both men with the sounds of her body wrapped in shine.
Kevin cleared his throat, his voice low but firm.
"Patty... why don't you get more comfortable? Maybe keep our guest company in the back."
Patty froze for a moment, wide-eyed. Then she turned toward him, her lips parting. There was hesitation in her breath, but her cheeks burned with color. Slowly, she nodded, reaching for the zipper on her boots. She pulled them off.
She reached for the waistband of her pants, and started sliding them down slowly, releasing her from the vinyl's grip. She shimmied out of the pants, peeling the glossy fabric down her thighs, over her calves, until they pooled on the floor. What remained was her red thong with the black waistband proudly circling her hips with the words BLACKED, the white block letters catching even in the dim glow of the dashboard.
Kevin's voice came again, rougher this time.
"Put the boots back on."
Her lips curled into a shy smile as she obeyed, putting them back on, her long legs bare except for the shiny, thigh-high heel boots. Then she pulled her top over her head, revealing the matching sports bra--tight, Red with a black band matching her thong, the words BLACKED circling beneath her breasts.
The sight made Kevin's chest ache and burn all at once.
She hesitated one last time, then climbed into the back with Javion, her heels clicking against the floorboard. "Do you mind if I join you back here Javion?" She said timidly.
Javion didn't answer her with words. His arm slid around her waist, drawing her close until their lips met. Patty gasped, then melted against him, kissing him back with a hunger that startled even herself. Their mouths moved slowly at first, then deeper, wetter, their breathing heavy.
The air grew hotter instantly. Javion's arm slid naturally around her waist, drawing her in. His lips brushed hers, testing, before claiming her mouth in a slow, lingering kiss. Patty melted into it, her breath catching as her hands pressed against the breadth of his chest.
They kissed deeper, the sound of their lips and breath filling the car. Patty's hands roamed upward, fingers curling against his shoulders, then downward again. Javion's palms moved with deliberate patience--sliding across the smooth vinyl of her boots, then up the bare skin of her thighs, circling the curve of her hips, tracing the band of her thong. His touch was steady, reverent, but filled with promise.
Patty gasped softly against his mouth, arching into his hands. Her body trembled with nerves and heat, her skin alive under his caress.
At last, her hand dipped lower, brushing along the front of his jeans. Her eyes widened as she pressed against him, the size and weight of him undeniable even through the fabric.
Her breath left her in a shaky laugh, half in disbelief, half in awe. She squeezed gently, testing, and the sheer reality of what she felt made her thighs clench with sudden need.
Kevin's chest tightened, his knuckles white against the wheel. In the mirror, he caught flashes of them--Patty's hair falling across her face as she kissed Javion hungrily, Javion's hand sliding up her back to cradle her neck, their bodies shifting closer and closer.
Javion's hand moved with deliberate patience--stroking up her thigh, squeezing the curve of her hip, then sliding higher. He tugged the fabric of her bra aside, exposing one soft breast. His lips broke from hers only long enough to lower to her breast, his mouth warm as he drew her nipple between his lips.
Patty moaned, the sound raw, clutching his shoulders as his tongue circled and teased. Her body arched into him, the sensation sharp, electric, almost overwhelming. Patty only wanted to tease him before they made it to the hotel. With what she was feeling, she wasnt sure she could wait that long.
Kevin caught flashes of it in the mirror--his wife's head tipped back, Javion's lips at her chest, her thighs tightening around his lap. The sight made Kevin's chest burn with heat and ache with want all at once.
Then Javion shifted. He moved her to the side and pressed her back against the seat, his large hands spreading her thighs, sliding up the insides of her boots until her pussy still wrapped in the red thong was exposed. Without hesitation, he lowered himself between her legs, his face disappearing between her legs.
Patty cried out, her back arching, her fingers tangling in his hair. His tongue moved slow and purposeful. First roaming her curves through the fabric of her thong. She could feel the heat of his breath, the warmth of his tongue, and the mosture soaking her panties. He then pulled the red fabric aside, exposing her beautiful shaven pussy. He used his tongue to explore her lips, mound and clit, savoring her, tasting her. Each flick and press sent waves through her body, her breath coming in desperate little gasps.
Kevin's knuckles whitened on the wheel. The sound of her moans filled the car, each one cutting through him.
Time blurred. The world outside was gone.
Patty screamed out from a vary intense orgasm. The thought of another mans tongue pleasuring her most intimate regions with her husband sitting right there, sent her over the edge.
She had wanted to wait until they got to the hotel room to start the festivitys. However this sent her over the edge and she want to thank him in return.
At last, Patty's trembling slowed. She sat up and pushed gently at Javion's shoulders, her lips curving into something new--confidence. Seduction. She tugged at him until he leaned back against the seat.
Her eyes glittered in the dark as she whispered, "My turn." while making eye contact with her husband in the rearview mirror.
With deliberate slowness, she slid down, her boots squeaking faintly as she shifted to kneel. Javion was sitting at an angle, his back against the seat and the rear passenger door. He had one leg stretched on the seat towards the other door, and the other was on the floor, knee pressed against the back of the passenger seat.
Patty was now kneeling between his legs. Her hands trembled as she undid his belt and slid off his pants. She then pulled at the waistband of his boxers. She froze as his length sprang free. Her breath caught, awe and nerves twisting together. She finished taking off his boxers.
It was her first time with a black man, her first time truly seeing what her and her husband had only fantasized about. The size, the weight, the reality--it made her thighs squeeze together.
Kevin had brought this particular fantasy up first. Then slowly they started watching videos, reading stories, an fantasizing together about how fun it would be. Patty found this fantasy quickly joined her top three, and that was before they ever came on this vacation.
At this moment Kevin changed the angle of rearview mirror. They were at the perfect angle over his right shoulder for him to see the show his wife was about to put on. He was rock hard.
She wrapped her fingers around Javion, marveling at the heat, the length, the girth, the solidity. Her lips parted, and she lowered herself slowly, her tongue flicking against the tip before her mouth slid over him.
The taste was sharp, musky, unfamiliar but intoxicating. She moaned softly around him, the sound vibrating in her throat. Her lips wrapped tightly around his manhood. Her head bobbed gently at first, cautious, then with growing hunger. Each motion made her feel bolder, more powerful, more alive. She wanted him to enjoy this as much as she enjoyed hers.
Patty loved giving head. Very few days went by without her taking her husband in her mouth. She loved the power, the control, and the feeling of accomplishment when they came.
Javion's hand slid to the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding, his deep groan filling the space.
Kevin could barely see the road now, his eyes flicking constantly to the mirror--Patty on her knees in only her bra, thong, and boots, her lips wrapped around Javion, the wet sounds filling the car.
Patty wanted this in the best way and was savoring every moment of the pleasure she was recieving from pleasuring another man while her husband watched. Not just any man...a black man.
"The hotel is just up ahead" Kevin letting them know time was short.
Patty suddenly felt disappointment followed by determination. She wanted to make Javion finish, she felt she earned it. She wanted to feel him pulse in her mouth as he shot his seed all over her tongue.
Suddenly and without warning to her, Javion or her husband, Patty's inner goddess took over. She moved her mouth, lips, head, tongue and hands like she had never before.
She wanted to taste his cum and she wanted it now. She wanted it before they made it to the parking lot. Sure, if she asked, her husband would drive around the block a few times so she would have more time. But this was a fun exciting game and she wanted to win. She wanted this stranger to cum in her mouth in the back of their car with her husband driving and she wanted it now.
As the parking garage came into view just as Javion's breath grew ragged. Patty's pace quickened, her confidence surging. And then, with a deep groan, Javion tensed. Patty gasped softly as warmth of his cum filled her mouth, her body shivering with a small orgasm as she swallowed him, her lips sealed tight, and tongue swirling and lapping up his cock until he was finished. She savored the taste of thick liquid. This was the most amount of cum anyone had filled her mouth with, and she loved every drop.
Even after she knew every last drop was out, Patty still kept licking and teasing his cock with her tongue and mouth. She was playing with him and keeping his head in her mouth. She wanted him to get hard as quickly as possible because when they made it to the hotel room....She was wanted him to take her. She needed her pussy to be filled by another man while her husband watched and enjoyed. She also wanted to know what it was like to feel a black cock in her pussy.
Kevin pulled into a space, chest heaving in exciting and exctasy, the engine ticking in the silence.
Patty finally sat up, wiping her lips with a sexy smile, her eyes blazing with new confidence as she leaned to the front and gave her husband an amazing kiss. She whispered thank you as she pulled out of the kiss.
To be continued...
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Summer floated in the air, throwing her head around, her hair flowing, her arms free. Then she felt it. Liquid puts out a fire. But when she felt ten inches of Black cock start to fill her, the fire grew. Summer's head jolted upwards, fixed in place, looking intensely at him. A guttural 'Aaaaggghhh' from round the gag.
Intro
The day after her mother had enjoyed being used by a group of black guys, Summer Watkins wakes up with her boyfriend and master.
Today he has planned to take her into town. Of course Dwayne has a plan to show her off, and to use her.
What lies ahead?
Summer's turn for fun. With her Queen of Spades on show.
__________♠️___________
"Good morning, my beautiful slut."
Dwayne woke up to the sight and feeling of Summer's lips wrapped around his big, meaty cock. She didn't even look up to his words but kept on worshipping his cock. Summer loved to do this every morning that they woke up together. Yesterday, she had woken up and found his cock, but things had been different. Yesterday had been the day her mother was blacked by Dwayne. Summer didn't have her morning 'milk'. Instead, Dwayne had taken her mum and fed her his cock. Summer had to have his brother Darren's cock instead. Still a really fantastic second choice, but not her master's cock.
Summer was happily slobbering away on the big, thick cock. Filling her throat, taking it further and further in. Ten inches of Dwayne's throbbing, hard cock filling her mouth, stretching it wide. Even gagging on it felt right (every woman who had tried to take all of it gagged on it. It was so long and so thick). That sound of her gagging on a cock had turned on so many men as she sucked on their dicks. But this was her king, her man, her master, the black cock that had enchanted her into wanting just black cock for the rest of her life.
A Black-owned BBC slut, she was at her happiest and naughtiest when she was enjoying a Black cock in one of her holes. Her fingers explored Dwayne's balls, feeling how full they were even after yesterday's activities.
She may have let him fuck her mum yesterday morning, but that evening he took care of her when they were finally alone. Taking her to bed, taking her! He was her master, but Summer was divinity in a white slut body. He had taken her as his white sub, not because she was just a cock whore, but because she was the finest, the most beautiful, and the kinkiest woman he had met. She had become a Queen of Spades. His Queen of Spades fulfilled both their wildest dreams, and they continued to make those dreams wilder.
His cum stirring
"That's it, baby. Feed yourself."
Dwayne reached down and stroked Summer's beautiful white skin. It made her tingle. She smiled on the inside, her mouth still very full. On the outside, the way he dominated her may look overbearing, but this was how Summer enjoyed her relationship to be; not everyone understands the Dom/sub dynamic or the black master/white slut. He made her feel so dirty, so nasty, yet so loved, so amazing. Why wouldn't she suck his cock every morning to show him what he meant to her?
Memories of the night before, when she rode his cock. Her on top, impaled on that thick beast. Sliding up and down his immense cock, the moans filling the room turned to screams of pleasure. The ripples of orgasm as she thrust herself up and down, the lust in her eyes, finally having what was hers. Looking down at her man. Yes, she shared him, and he shared her, a lifestyle, but a perfect relationship. Happiness came when they were united.
Dwayne's hand slapped her perfectly rounded, white arse. His black hand impacted on it, warming it. Summer knew it was a sure sign that he was about to cum. Her lips sliding up and down his cock. Last night her cunt had been filled; now.... there it was. Her fingers squeezing his balls, gently encouraging his cock to fill her throat with black seed. His hand was gripping her ass. Squeezing that white flesh, his hand felt so good; his cum tasted better.
Swallowing every drop until no more came. Finally, she lifted her head, her lips parted from his cock to turn and smile at him, to lick those insatiable lips. She returned to his cock, kissing it. One, two, three, four delightful kisses down his entire cock length and one for his not-so-full balls. Summer felt a warm glow of happiness as she knew today had started perfectly for her and Dwayne. She kissed his body as she straddled him. God, yes, a Black god; this guy was fit. Fit, well-hung, and full of so many sexy, crazy, filthy ideas that they both enjoyed. No wonder she worshipped him.
Finally lying on top of him, his hard cock pressing against her. Her breast pressed down onto him. She didn't expect to be fucked right now, but her cunt was soaking. Her lips finally met his, the kisses, the intense passion. Her fingers, nails gripping his shoulders, his hands feeling her lustful body. Gripping her hair, sliding down her back, her skin continuing to tingle with his touch. Lips, tongues, desire.
"I think you enjoyed that as much as I did," Dwayne said to her softly.
"You know I love waking you up like that. Worshipping your cock. I missed having it first thing yesterday; it was even tastier this morning," Summer told him.
The two lay kissing, feeling one another's bodies. Just the two of them. White on black... Dwayne rolled Summer over and laid on top. Pinning her arms above her head. Helpless this time to his kisses; many times she had been helpless to his cock. Black on white.
His kisses nibbling her skin. Summer was powerless as he enjoyed the sweet taste of her body. He owned her; he could have her anytime, anywhere. Fuck, yes, his lips on her neck, now her breasts. His teeth biting on her already hard nipples. Holding them in his teeth. Pulling them one at a time. 'Oh god', lying there, he could do anything he wished with her, she thought, 'Ravish me.' Kisses on her stomach, his fingers sliding into her cunt. Summer started moaning loudly yet again.
"Horny fucking white bitch," Dwayne teased.
"Nasty fucking black Master"
"Needy fucking whore"
"You make me like this, Master," she told him.
"I wouldn't have you any other way." He looked at her with a wicked grin.
"Or my mother?" Summer quickly retorted.
Dwayne pulled his fingers out and quickly gave a hard smack to Summer's cunt for her cheek, but also because he knew she loved it.
"Admit you loved watching her taking all that black cock yesterday."
"Dwayne, honestly, it was as hot as hell; I just wish I could have joined in."
"Summer, you were amazing keeping your dad company the way you did; that fucking ornament... will never be the same. I'm going to have to see that for myself. As I said, I'm going to treat you today and maybe treat your cunt too." He gave it a lick, his smile like the cat that had the cream.
Mid-morning, breakfast eaten. Time to get dressed. It was lovely to be able to wander around the house naked, enjoying the sight of one another's bodies. Summer enjoying the view of her boyfriend's body. Bent over, putting things away. So fit, so muscular, those thighs, his arse - mmmm, dreamy. He swung round and saw her watching. From head to toe, a black Adonis. Arms, his strength, to pin her down or lift her up. With the physique he had, any woman would drop at his feet (or was that just Summer dropping at his feet to suck his cock?), and then there was that monster cock hanging between his legs.
Dwayne turned back and found Summer perving over his body. He didn't mind being naked; he worked out and knew he looked good. Happy to go out in the garden naked, any woman seeing him would be impressed, and any man would feel inferior. In the past, he had taken Summer out to both the front and back gardens to show her off, sucking his cock and even fucking her. Yesterday it was her mother's turn to be shown off and used. A little exhibitionism had been just the start of her day.
Summer sat on the barstool at the breakfast bar in the kitchen. She sat with legs wide open, her shaven cunt on display, as if she were trying to entice Dwayne in. She hadn't always wandered around naked but knew Dwayne liked it, liked seeing her curvaceous body. She had the queen of spades tramp stamp on her back, and as part of letting it heal, Dwayne had told her to work from home and stay naked at all times. This helped her feel comfortable walking around naked, even when his friends or sister were around.
The day she answered the door naked to his dad really made her tingle. It was one thing answering the door to the postman or the Just Eat delivery guy, but your boyfriend's dad was something different. Dwayne knew his dad was arriving and sent her to answer the door. His dad was impressed by the white meat that opened the door. Where to look first. Curvy, something to hold onto. Not fat but definitely thikk. From being dumbstruck, Summer recovered quickly. She knew Dwayne had sent her deliberately, wanting his dad to see her like this.
"You must be Dwayne's dad; I'm his white slut, Summer," she announced positively. From shrinking away, she was now tits thrust out and confident. He walked in and instantly hugged her. His arms around her, Dwayne was watching down the corridor. Summer reached back and moved one of his hands from her back down onto her arse, allowing him a good feel.
"Don't be afraid to have a feel; I'm his queen of spades as well." She let him know. He made sure he had a good feel and squeezed it thoroughly.
"Pretty nice, ass." He pulled back and pulled her nipples
"Thank you, Sir," she replied
He then took hold of her tits, feeling them as if weighing them. Round melons, succulent, a handful, pretty nice for a white girl.
Summer stood with her arms behind her back. Moved her legs further apart as if standing to attention or being inspected.
"You should inspect everywhere," so the thought was in her head to show off her body.
Noticing what she had done, his hand slipped down and felt her cunt. Of course, being touched like this immediately made her pussy wet; he slipped two fingers in so easily.
"I can see why he likes you," as he took out his fingers and wiped it on one of Summer's tits.
"Thank you again, Sir." She turned and saw Dwayne watching and winking his approval. She strutted down to the kitchen, making sure Dad enjoyed the view of her arse swaying and the Queen of Spades tramp stamp.
"Fine bit of white meat you have there, son," he said. "Is she obedient?"
Dwayne's dad would find out how obedient the white meat was later when Dwayne ordered her to blow him before he left to go home. Summer naturally dropping to her knees and did just as she was told to do. He had enjoyed more of the 'white meat' on a couple of other occasions when he popped round knowing Dwayne was out.
Dwayne looked at Summer, sitting with legs spread on the barstool, offering herself, teasing him.
"I've put some clothes out for you."
Something Summer enjoyed. She wouldn't know what he wanted her to wear, and often how little he wanted her to wear, until she found it laid out in the bedroom.
"Thank you, sir," she said obediently. There was a time when Summer would call him 'sir' or 'master', and times when she would call him Dwayne.
"I thought we would go into town, and I'd treat you to some new lingerie and clothes," he told her. "After your mother wore some of yours yesterday."
Summer got off the stool and pressed herself against him, pushing her tits against his chest as she pushed herself up on tiptoes to kiss him. Dwayne grabbed her ass to keep her in place as the kiss lingered. Squeezing that lovely, rounded ass of Sumner's appreciatively.
"Thank you, Dwayne; it will be lovely to get some new things. I'm sure I can model them for you later on." She said with a cheeky smile on her face.
"Oh, I'm certain you will, my baby slut," he smiled at her as he said it.
"While you nip upstairs and get ready, I'll put a couple of accessories in your handbag." Dwayne winked at Summer.
Summer knew what accessories could mean: nipple clamps, a gag, and a butt plug. But if she looked, she would be spanked. It was best to wait and find out when Dwayne was ready to use them.
As Summer walked up the stairs, Dwayne enjoyed the view. Her naked body, especially her naked ass, as she took each step. Summer knew he was watching; she emphasised the movement just to keep Dwayne horny.
As she walked into the bedroom, she saw her clothes for the day laid out. A red flowy skirt; it would cover her arse, but only just. Next to it lay a white strappy crop top. Thin straps, very clingy, showing off Summer's shapely tits. It would cover just below them, but not her stomach, and of course, on her back, the tramp stamp she had would also be on show. Showing off that she was a "Queen of Spades" to all those who looked at her. Especially for those who knew the meaning of the tattoo.
Nothing else, no bra, no knickers. No surprise to Summer. Dwayne loved to show off her body, and why not? She was thikk. From the curves of her 38D breasts to her nicely rounded ass kept trim by regular spankings. Her thighs looked powerful but very sexy when she wore high heels and short dresses or skirts. Most men would turn their heads to look when she was dressed up or, in this case, dressed in very little.
Summer stepped into the skirt and pulled it up, wiggling it over her rounded ass and letting it sit on her hips. Looking at herself in the mirror, the skirt sitting just below her tattoo was perfect! The curvature of her arse pushing the skirt out. While at the front, it sat nicely against her skin, sitting just about an inch below her pussy. She slipped the top over her head and pulled it down. Snug, pulling it over her tits.
It wasn't quite a second skin, but it did cling to all her curves. Very shapely. Wrapping underneath her breasts, adjusting it so her tits together formed a beautiful cleavage. Yes, of course, Dwayne had chosen the top which would show the most cleavage. The one that caused her nipples to harden because of the material. Everyone would get an eyeful. Dwayne would enjoy everyone looking at his queen.
Summer would love being the centre of attention. She herself never wanted it (Rosie, her sister, was the one who craved the attention of guys looking as they grew up and still did), but as Dwayne loved showing her, her body and even her skills off, she was now used to so many eyes on her.
She remembered back to the nights at the bar before Christmas, where Dwayne had arranged for Summer to bartend. The attention she had then, every black man in the bar knew that she loved big black cock. Dressed to show off and then being undressed to show off. Undressing as a show, performing for all the Black guys at the bar. A white slut "performing" for Black men made her very popular as a barmaid.
Her hand slipped between her legs to her cunt. Those thoughts filling her head, remembering everything she had got up to.
"Dirty bitch," Dwayne said as he walked into the room. "What are you fucking thinking of? Need, I guess, probably black cock."
"Yes, sir, I was remembering my time 'serving' at the bar at Christmas," Summer replied, smiling.
Dwayne came over to her and ran his fingers through her hair, down over her body, brushing a breast, causing an even bigger smile from Summer. Stroked across her bare midriff and then slid down over her skirt between her legs. Below the hem of her skirt. His hand came back up inside. Finding her cunt.
"Wet as ever; you never know, you might get some cock while we are out," Dwayne told Summer as he touched her.
He didn't say whose cock she thought. Dwayne always had a plan; what his plan was for today, who knows, but the way she was dressed in, or even what she wasn't wearing, suggested she would be shown off and used. His hand stopped touching her, and his fingers came to her mouth. She sucked them clean.
"I do like that top on you. You look amazing in it." Dwayne, admiring her hard nipples that were protruding, he pulled on them just to tease her a little bit more.
As they arrived in town, Dwayne parked outside the shopping centre. Summer opened the car door and swung her legs around in her skirt. Considering the length of it, there wasn't an elegant way of doing it. Did she mind flashing her cunt? Of course not;, Dwayne encouraged her to show all of her body off. Four-inch heels pushed her up to almost 6 ft, but still Dwayne stood over her. He held her hand as they walked through the car park, out from the trees into the warmth of the sunshine.
People were already looking at Summer. The heels, the skirt, and the crop top were screaming, 'Look at me.' They entered the shopping centre on the ground floor. Facing the choice of the escalator or the lift. Escalator always and walk up. Dwayne led.
The reason Dwayne led was that he wanted to show Summer off. That short skirt and heels combined with walking up the escalator allowed everybody standing on the right a lovely view, which he would block if he walked behind.
A lovely view of everything, bare white skin from her feet to her, ass she had no knickers on. It didn't matter who was standing on the right-hand side; you could not ignore the white flesh flashing. Old men to teenagers, wives telling their husbands not to look when they had their jaw on the floor already. The bare legs, the bare arse, the glistening cunt.
Dwayne went in front so as not to spoil their view; he could see it any time he liked. If he ordered her to spread her legs for him anywhere, she would.
They continued walking along the 1st floor, those behind knowing exactly what was under the short skirt. Those approaching them were treated to the view of that shapely top, that cleavage, and those hard nipples very prominent to the eye. Summer strutted along with her heels onto the next escalator. People sat on benches at the bottom, watching her and then getting a view they hadn't bargained for. The strut of a confident young woman with her boyfriend. Long legs and a curvaceous body.
Some of those eyes kept watching. Summer strode up the escalator. The skirt hardly covered her arse. From below, everything was on show and even more people were starting to take the view in.
Dwayne was aware of them looking at Summer as she bounced up the escalator. Smiling on the inside, he loved Summer showing off.
Reaching the second floor, Dwayne put his arm around Summer, sliding it down, resting it on her skirt.
"Lovely view as ever; I bet you just made a few guys' day by walking up those escalators showing so much," he said to Summer.
They headed to the sports store. Dwayne was looking for some gym gear, while Summer was looking for some new trainers. Summer was happy with her body, but keeping fit wouldn't harm her. She had even thought of asking Becky and Liz, the lesbian couple she knew, if she could join them when they went running.
Dwayne kissed Summer and then said to her, "Go look for those trainers you want; don't be afraid to show off, come find me when you're done, have fun."
Summer walked over, swaying her hips seductively. Dwayne just watched his girlfriend flaunting herself.
She wandered round browsing. Sometimes, squatting down to look at trainers, her skirt resting across her legs. Summer knew that her bare cunt would be on view if anyone were that low down, but the likelihood was that no one would see her this time.
Other times, she would bend at her hips, her skirt riding up; she was sure that at this point her arse cheeks were on show. Not only her arse on show, but also those tits hanging, with cleavage on show for anyone in front of her to see.
She was aware of eyes watching her. She chose a pair of trainers to try on. She walked over to a bench and slipped off her heels. Summer then slipped her feet into the trainers.



She lifted her right leg up onto the bench so she could lace it up. The skirt pulled up with her thigh rising up, she felt the cool air on her cunt. This time, it was more on show than when she squatted. Then the other trainer to tie up. Showing everything.
An attendant came over. His eyes were looking everywhere, at the curves and the way she was standing, but most importantly, he had already spotted the Queen of Spades tramp stamp.
He spoke to Summer. "Everything ok, Miss? Anything I can help you with?"
Summer looked up; a young Black man, quite fit, his eyes focused on her body. "Yes, I'm good, thanks; just looking for some trainers."
"They look good, but are they comfortable? Why don't you walk over to the door there to see how they feel?" The attendant pointed to the door to the stockroom.
She walked over towards the door and was about to turn around and walk back when she felt fingertips on her back. Not just on her back but exactly where her Queen of Spades was.
The voice of the assistant behind her said, "Go through the door, turn right, and go in that next door into the stockroom."
The Black shop assistant had followed her, and he obviously knew what the Queen of Spades meant from where his fingers rested.
Summer glanced back and then opened the door. She walked through it, turned right, opened the next door and entered the stockroom. The light didn't automatically come on as she moved into the centre of the room and turned around.
The door closing, the sales assistant finding his phone, turning on his torch
The light on it shone straight at Summer's tits.
He was first to speak. "So that tattoo, you love black cock; in fact, you don't say no to black cock. You put on quite a show out there. Now I've got a black cock for you; why don't you squat down like you did outside?"
Summer did as she was told. He was unzipping his trousers. Reaching in. His phone was shining down on her. Summer knew what he wanted. Her heart was beating. Being brought into a stockroom to give a blow job.
"Pull that skirt up," he instructed.
Summer did as she was told, showing off her bare cunt as she squatted. She wasnt afraid to show off to any black man. He pulled his cock out.
"Wow, you come shopping dressed with no knickers on. Are you looking to be fucked or what? I just wish I had the time too." He told her, his cock hardening in front of her.
Summer reached up and stroked his cock, taking it to her lips, smelling it, licking it, and tasting yet another big black cock.
"That's it, get sucking." He stroked her hair as she took his cock in her mouth. Every time her hungry mouth accepted a little bit more.
An unexpected click, the door opening again. A voice.
"Chris...." A head looked in and saw the phone light highlighting Summer.
"Fuck me," the voice said.
Another Black sales assistant.
"Queen of spades?" the voice asked as he searched for his phone and then shone it at Summer.
Summer was now blinded by two phone lights in the stockroom. She continued sucking on the first cock, but she heard the second guy unzip.
One hand wrapped around a thick black cock, Summer's lips sliding up and down, instinctively her other hand reaching out and finding a second cock. There it was, a second black cock needing to be sucked by a queen of spades.
Her lips left cock one and found cock two. As it hardened, she wrapped her lips around the second black cock, slightly smaller. The second cock entered her mouth, filling it. This white woman was really a queen of spades, happy to have any black cock.
For the next couple of minutes, she worked on both cocks, stroking and sucking, switching between the two.
Chris, the first sales assistant, spoke again, "Suck me off, luv, then do him. We both shouldn't be back here; take my cum, then finish him."
Summer got to work, her hand stroking the second cock, but her mouth was full of the first big black cock, now filling her throat; it was so long. The phones shining down on her.
Yes, it could be just a light from their phones, or they might be filming her. She put on a show. Chris ready to cum.
"Are you ready for it? You're gonna swallow it," he said, looking down at Summer.
She couldn't speak, her mouth full. About to be made that little bit fuller by the addition of a load of cum.
She nodded, and within seconds he came, his cum filling Summers' eager mouth and throat. Gulping it down. She just couldn't get enough cum.
Licking it, making sure she had it all, like it was the drop of cum on the world. Chris tucked his cock away as she moved to cock 2.
"Enjoy, bro." Chris said, "I'll see you back out there in a minute"
He walked away as Summer worked on the second cock. The second assistant was keener to help her. She didn't need to work so hard as he started face-fucking her. His hands on top of her head, holding her still as he thrust his cock in.
He started telling Summer how it felt. "Yes, you white slut, oh, you're a good fucking hole, you feel so good, you're so hungry for black cocks."
"That's it, take it all." She started gagging on his full length filling her throat; looking up into the light, she wasn't going to try to stop sucking it. Her eyes said she wanted it all, that she was loving sucking him off.
His pace quickened as he got close, thrusting harder. Summer hadn't even seen this guy properly, but here he was cumming. Cumming hard, and she was happy to. The queen of spades fulfilled every Black man's need.
Swallowing hard, her second load in minutes, fucking her mouth like it was a white cunt. He pulled out, and one last string of cum blasted at her. A small drop fell on her tits. She licked around most of her mouth and then licked his cock clean.
He tucked it away as best he could. "Right, we'd better get back outside."
Summer cheekily asked, "Do I get anything off these trainers I was going to buy?"
He opened the stockroom door, and the light shone in. He was another fit young Black sales assistant.
"Fifteen percent," he said.
"I just sucked you both off," Summer's way of negotiating.
"OK, twenty-five percent; you drive a hard deal," he responded. As they re-entered the store.
Summer had pulled her skirt back down. "Two loads of cum and twenty-five percent off? I might just come back here the next time I need some trainers," she said out loud.
A thirty-year-old white woman heard and looked at him. Summer smiled at her. Was the woman thinking 'lucky bitch' or 'dirty slut'? It didn't matter. Summer was happy with her bargain.
She untied the shoes, putting each foot on the bench again, airing her pussy to the world. She handed the trainers to the sales assistant, who found the box to put them in.
He marked the box 25% off. Then, he added a spade with a 'Q' in it. Summer took the box, smiled and walked over towards Dwayne. She spotted the other assistant and blew him a kiss.
Finding Dwayne, she showed him the bargain she had got.
"I can guess how you earned that discount. There's a drop on your tit and a little still on your lip," he pointed to the corner of her mouth.
"You don't mind me bartering for a better deal, two loads! I worked hard to get a good price. As for that bit, I'm saving it for later when I want some more." She replied.
"25 percent, that's 15 quid for two blow jobs," he said out loud.
A couple of people looked around and looked at Summer smiling.
Dwayne gave her the money to pay for the trainers. Of course, she chose the black cashier so he could see the cum she was wearing and the Queen of Spades mark on the box.
"Is that all, Miss? Did you get everything you need?" he said.
"Yes, thanks, I got a lot more than I expected," she replied with a smile and a wink.
Next stop was the big department store. They wandered around the ladies' clothing. Dwayne kept his promise of treating her to new clothes. Of course, he was helping to choose some revealing tops and a very revealing dress, but Summer was happy to show off and be shown off. It was Summer who chose the dress, knowing it was the sort of thing Dwayne liked.
Showing a little cleavage, the dress was form-fitting and longer than most of her others. Thin straps looped under her arms and over her shoulders to allow the dress to be backless. This, in turn, with Summers' ample bust, would mean from the side, there would be a flash of breast. The back of the dress didn't start until the small of the back, making it look like a skirt. But very distinctively, it wasn't a skirt, as the front piece and the back piece were joined down both sides by 4 ties. It was clear to Summer that in this dress, she couldn't wear a bra or knickers. Another plus for the dress. The tie sides would give a great view of Summer's thighs, definitely a head-turning outfit. The more flesh, the more fun.
They wandered into the lingerie. Lovely thongs, bras, teddy's, bodies. One really caught her attention. A light blue, actually turquoise body. The colour reminded her of a thong she once had when she had a lesbian lover in Holland. Her mind drifted back to the forest, the mud. This body would look amazing and feel amazing on her.
"You like it, don't you?" Dwayne said.
"Oh, I love it!" Summer replied.
"Your size. Maybe you should try it on here. Find a changing room, come out and model it for me," Dwayne said cheekily.
Summer knew that he would love her to walk out of a changing room dressed in just that. Was it a challenge, a dare? Whatever it was, she was going to do it for him.
This was working out even better than Dwayne had expected. He knew that Liz, one of the lesbians that Summer knew, worked at the changing rooms in the store. He had even seen her as they wandered round the shop. His plan had been for Summer to try some of the clothes on.
They approached the changing rooms. Liz popped out. She started blushing. Only at the weekend had she seen Dwayne feeding an older woman his cock in his front garden. Becky, her partner, had been with her; they were both mesmerised by the scene.
'Oh, hi, you two. I haven't seen you for ages." Liz then saw the cum drying on Summer's tit and the corner of her mouth. "Have you had him for dinner? Oh, I mean, have you been out for dinner?" Liz blushed even more.
Summer replied, "Not yet, but I'm sure he will find something to eat soon. I've had a snack already. We just thought I might try some of these items on, if I could?"
"Sure, the only thing I would ask is if you're trying on the lingerie, can you put it on over the bra and knickers that you're wearing?" As Liz said it, she looked at Summers top her nipples hard. No bra straps - was she even wearing a bra? Was Summer the type to not wear any knickers too? No, her imagination was getting the better of her.
Summer giggled inside; she knew she had no underwear on.
Dwayne stepped in. "I think Summer likes it so much she might wear it home."
Liz just started imagining what it would look like on Summer. "OK, use changing room 2."
Summer took the items to the changing room and started stripping off; it wouldn't take long: skirt, then top.
Liz looked at Dwayne, embarrassed, but she had to ask. "So, who was that woman the other day?"
"When you watched? That was Summer's mum. It's ok; Summer knew. They are quite a kinky family and, well, love black cock," Dwayne told Liz.
Liz shouldn't have blushed, but her and Becky had both been turned on by what they saw, even wondering what that black cock was like, and now here was Liz talking to Dwayne, knowing full well how big he was.
A lady came out of changing room one; she acknowledged Liz. Liz was happy to be distracted. "Thank you, enjoy the rest of your shopping."
In the changing room Summer was slipping into the turquoise lingerie. First one foot, then the second. Pulling it up, just like that turquoise thong those few years ago as Jess had watched on. This time she was dressing for Dwayne's pleasure.
Pulling it up to her wet cunt. Well, she had to buy it now the material was being soaked by her horny pussy.
High-cut Brazilian thong back, she looked in the mirror; her bag and the other clothes were on the chair next to it, and her arse looked good. Cheeks fully on display. If she did walk out and show Dwayne, the world would see her arse.
She pulled the top half of the lingerie up. Unclipped it, a halter neck. The lace separating in two from the knicker line, leaving a central gap. The turquoise lace covered the outer half of each breast.
The lace panels held and pulled in her breasts so they had a cleavage in the gap in between. The two pieces of turquoise lace were joined by 4 pieces of black elastic going across at the bottom of the breasts. It would just make anyone looking at the wearer look straight at their tits. Summer admired how her breasts sat in the material. The colour of the lace, the black elastic holding it together and then her tits, the cleavage. Dwayne would love this.
Doing up the clip on the halter, she adjusted her boobs, grabbed her phone and took a picture, sending it to Dwayne on the outside. Captioned with 'They're coming out ready or not"
Dwayne looked at his phone and opened WhatsApp. Wow, stunning. Now let's see if she dares walk out in it.
Summer dared; she slipped on her heels, left the phone on the chair, opened the curtain, stepped out, closed the curtain and walked out to Dwayne and Liz.
It was like she was on the runway for Victoria's Secret. She walked out in heels and the turquoise body. Liz looked, looked again, and didn't know where to look. Dwayne looked and nodded his approval.
She strutted by, hips swaying, tits just held in, held together, awesome cleavage. As she passed by, the bare back, just the thong back, her arse cheeks so perfectly round.
Liz forgot about Dwayne's cock; she was back to the fantasies of Summer joining her and Becky for some fun. If Bex could see what she could see now.
Summer strutted back to the pair. She put her hand on Dwayne's chest. He looked at her. His eyes could only look in one place, the flesh of Summer's breasts forming a cleavage.
"Damn, Summer, you look hotter than ever. I don't think that you have anything sexier than that; how do you feel?"
"Oh, it feels amazing, it looks fantastic, and it fits perfectly." Summer moved her body seductively. It didn't matter to her that she was standing in the department store in just this revealing underwear.
Dwayne's hands moved to either side of her neck; his fingers followed the path of the material down, stroking her body through it. His hands running over her breasts. Summer was tingling the way he was touching her.
Liz didn't know where to look but just kept on looking at Summer. Who else would have the nerve to stand in a department store in a body and heels and look that good?
Dwayne's hands reaching her stomach. One reached round to her bare arse, the other slid down between her legs.
"Fucktoy," Dwayne said to Summer (Liz in shock at how open they were)
"Yes, your fucktoy," Summer replied.
"You're soaking." His fingers on her cunt, the material not damp but drenched in Summer's sexual excitement.
"Did you expect anything else?" She smirked.
"Dressing room now," Dwayne ordered.
He turned to Liz. "I'm sorry she gets excited easily; I'll get her to take it off, and I will go and pay for it straight away."
He walked towards the dressing room behind Summer. Liz didn't know what to say, just letting it happen.
Dwayne joined Summer in the changing room.
"What are you doing here?" Summer said.
"I'm 'doing' you, fucktoy."
Summer slipped off her heels, dropped to her knees and unzipped his trousers. Reaching inside, she found a semi hard cock which was quickly hardening with the view of Summer in front of him. Pulling it out, there was the monster she worshipped regularly.
Her lips met it, kissing the head, looking up at her boyfriend, her master. Both hands managed to wrap around it, and still there was room for her lips. It tasted so good, it felt so big, it was so fucking big. Every time he fucked her, she was sent into a state of bliss. Black heaven.
Removing a hand from his cock, her mouth sliding down, taking more of the cock into her mouth, filling it. Her mouth was so hungry for it. Tasting pre-cum. Dwayne stroked her hair, his way of letting her know she was pleasing him. His cock was rock hard now, the full ten inches. She took it out of her mouth; it stood erect, glistening in front of her eyes, hypnotising her.
"I know how much you want it, but first I need to do something to you." Dwayne walked over to Summer's handbag. Finding the items that he had placed in it earlier. Firstly pulling out a red ball gag. He turned to her, and she automatically opened her mouth wide.
"You know I love your moans and screams, but maybe this time we don't want everyone knowing what we are up to. Liz might get the sack." Dwayne told her.
Summer nodded her head; without a word, she accepted the need, and then she accepted the ball that kept her mouth from closing, as her teeth only came around half of the rubbery sphere. Soon it would glow with saliva; Summer couldn't help but drool. The scarlet sphere just made Summer look more mischievous. Dwayne fastened the straps behind her head, locking it in place.
Dwayne's hand again went down between Summer's legs. Finding her cunt lips, the material now completely soaked, he rubbed his fingers between her pussy lips. Summer squirmed and moaned through the gag as he teased her clit; he knew exactly what he was doing. Driving her sexually insane. Pulling the blue material from between her lips, moving it to the side, allowing himself the freedom to take her at any point now. Nothing stopping him from sliding his thick black cock into her thirsty white pussy.
He kicked off his shoes, pulled down his trousers and boxers, and stepped out of them. Summer reached for his cock, fondling his balls. She knew she couldn't talk, but still she tried to say, "Fuck me, Master." Dwayne smiled at her pleading.
He took her and stood her in front of the mirror, moved the clothes off the chair and moved it to her. He lifted her leg up so her foot was up on the chair. He pushed her shoulders forward. Summer stopped herself from falling by putting her hands on the mirror. There she was, her reflection. A sexy slut dressed in lingerie, gagged and ready to be taken. If this were in the bedroom, this would have been normal, but here he was about to fuck her in the changing rooms of a department store. Summer loved the excitement of this. Moments like this made life electrifying.
Dwayne bent his knees to get the right angle of attack. His cock pointing upwards, he guided it past her arsehole until it met the wetness of her cunt. Pushing forward, Dwayne's fat cockhead met Summer's wet pussy lips. Pushing upwards, finding a welcoming hole stretching around his cock, driving it in. Taking his cockhead, not the first time but still every time felt like heaven as it filled that wanton cunt
Sliding in further, warm and welcoming, Summer's juices flowing for just this moment. The moan through the gag as every thrust went deeper. Looking at herself in the mirror. Pushing her whole body back, sinking on it. The feeling of that cock inside. Dwayne's angle of penetration finding the mystical G-spot. Deeper and deeper, taking every inch. The way he was fucking her, it felt like his cock was poking out of her stomach when he was fully in. Her eyes half closed, her head rocking to the thrusts. The thrusts like the beat of a drum. Incessantly pounding a relentless rhythm. Thank God for the gag; the sensations so intense.
Her hands were on the mirror, but she felt the need to grip it. Her jaw was open, but now because of the sensations, she was biting the rubber ball. The juices from her pussy coating his cock. The only way her cunt could cope with this heavenly fucking. Her body reacting, saliva flowing from her mouth down her chin. Her body was shaking with pleasure. Dwayne's big black hands gripping her hips, pulling her back as he thrust forward. Summer's cunt felt so sinfully satisfying.



His hands moved; one slid round and down, under to gently slap and tease Summer's clit, the other gathering her flowing hair together in a ponytail, pulling her head back. Controlling her.
"Look at yourself," Dwayne said to her.
Her eyes popped open, staring at the mirror, watching her body reacting to his incessant fucking. Standing on one leg the other on the chair, seeing his hand touching her cunt. The feeling was more than enough but now seeing it doubled the sensations. Looking at her stomach she could swear that there was a cock head bulge showing when he thrust fully in, Dwayne's cock was that damn big.
Rhythmically pounding that massive cock in her. How much more could she take before she exploded? This was why she was with him; no man had ever fucked her like Dwayne could.
And then his cock came out. Her cunt empty, her body still rocking backwards and forwards but nothing there to fuck on. She was so close; don't stop. Her cunt contracting, pulsing but there was nothing inside.
He pulled her leg down off the chair. Then he brought his arm around her. His arm pressing against her left tit, his hand on her right tit. A full hand grabbing a whole tit. Flesh against his thumb, lace where his fingers lay, squeezing. He pulled her back, her hands no longer on the mirror, one gripping his arm around her, the other on his hand that was around her tit.
He swung her around so she faced him. Her man. Her master. Drool off her chin now landing on her tits, sliding down into her cleavage. Her head was screaming, 'Don't stop fucking me.' That black monster cock covered in her creamy juices.
Then he gripped her arse, moved in and lifted her. Not a tiny, petite flower, but a ravenous slut that needed that cock inside her. The power. In his arms, lifting her off her feet.
Summer automatically spread her legs, lifted them up and wrapped them around his black body. His fingers gripped her arse as he lifted her up, then lowered her down. This time his cock didn't force its way in. This time it just slid in her welcoming open pussy.
This time it was welcomed; it was needed. Summer's stretched cunt filled again. Her arms wrapped around his neck. She sank down on him. His thrusts started again. Her legs locked around him pulling their bodies together, pulling him into her. She could never have enough of this. Of this cock, of this man.
She wanted to kiss him to show him how he was making her feel but gagged she couldn't, but he could see it. Their eyes met, intense fire. Desire, flames of passion. The heat within.
Previous times he had pushed her back against a wall. Fucked her hard in that position, but this time they stood in the middle of a changing room. Thrusting harder deeper, he was fully in again, yet it felt like he wanted to force it further in.
His hands moved from her bare backside to her back. Holding her, his strength. As one, bodies joined. Locked around him, legs and hands. Holding on as he fucked her relentlessly.
The fire within her setting off fireworks in her cunt, she was ready to explode, trying to control her body, but it felt like wildfire ripping through her.
Then Dwayne told her to let go. He had her. She let go from around his neck, her arms falling away. He held her in his arms, their bodies hinged. Lowering her away. He had the strength to hold her. Her arms went out like she was on the cross. He fucked her even harder, nailing her.
Legs wrapped around him, his arms tight around her, yet it felt like she was floating. The sea in Ibiza. Summer looked at him, and bang.
That first explosion, a chain reaction, uncontrollable, her mind melting, her body in ecstasy shaking. Her legs were squeezing, crushing, but then so was her cunt around his cock. The thrusts continued.
As tight as her legs were, it drove him on, physically powerful, his cock engulfing her tight cunt. (It wasn't that tight anymore, but when you have something as big as Dwayne's cock in you, there is no room). He felt her orgasm hit, her body writhing, twisting, contorting.
The gag effective to a point. Sounds still made. Behind the curtain. A little gap where someone wondered what was happening. Liz couldn't help being voyeuristic. God, it was like watching porn. A lesbian, but still watching, feeling and even wanting what Summer was feeling?
Summer floated in the air, throwing her head around, her hair flowing, her arms free. Then she felt it. Liquid puts out a fire. But when she felt ten inches of Black cock start to fill her, the fire grew. Summer's head jolted upwards, fixed in place, looking intensely at him. A guttural 'Aaaaggghhh' from round the gag. Everything she had done for him leading to this point. She knew that she was his queen. His princess, his fucktoy for life. Summer never wanted this to stop; no wonder she was so happy. So happy to do as he wished.
Looking into her eyes, still fucking her, filling that wanton pussy with his seed, it was squeezing it, milking it. God, this woman drove him to new heights. Fucking her here, another different place he had now fucked in. No other woman could match his Summer. No one could drain his cock like her. She was insatiable.
The fires subsided, and he pulled her to him. Her arms around him again. Dwayne kissed her neck. Summer wanted to kiss him but still couldn't; the gag restrained her desires. Then he kissed her nose. His smile said everything. His delight. Summer knew his pleasure.
For those few seconds Summer and Dwayne embraced. Their bodies pressed together. Finally, Dwayne lifted Summer up, his cock sliding out of her full pussy. Her legs released their grip on him. He lowered her down onto her feet.
At this point Summer would normally drop to her knees and take his cock into her mouth and suck it clean, but this time she was gagged and unable to.
Summer attempted to say, "Let me suck you clean."
Dwayne knew what she wanted: freedom from the gag, but not yet.
"I have a different idea, Summer, especially with you wearing that amazing lingerie. "You look so pretty, so sinful with that gag in." Dwayne stroked her face. "Take a seat."
She sat down as instructed.
"I know you like to use your hands as well, but you won't need those either." He said, reaching into her handbag again, he found the other items he had placed in there.
This time it was two sets of handcuffs. He clicked the first one onto her right wrist and pulled it behind her and attached it to the back leg of the chair. He repeated the process for the left wrist. He threw the keys towards his boxers.
Summer sat gagged and cuffed to the chair. What did he have in mind?
"Summer, sit properly! SPREAD THOSE LEGS," Dwayne instructed.
She opened them wide.
"And that's how you'll sit." He stepped in between them, his cock wavering in front of her face. Summer's eyes fixed upon it.
Dwayne positioned himself. He lowered himself down so his cock was level with Summer's breasts. But they were contained in the turquoise lingerie.
Dwayne rested his hands on her tits, already with remnants of cum from the sales assistant and now drool from Summer's own mouth. His black hands were the perfect size to manhandle her big round tits. He pulled them apart opening up the cleavage she had, stretching the black elastic of the lingerie. Then he managed to slide his cock under the four bits of elastic that held the two panels of lace together.
Dwayne released her boobs, and they returned back to forming a cleavage, but this time that cleavage had his big black cock filling it.
His sticky cock covered in juices from Summer's pussy. Again, he gripped her tits and moved them around his cock. He slid his cock up and down in between them. Wrapped around his cock, it was like he was being tit wanked, but he was controlling it. The cream from his cock rubbing off on her tits, cleaning his cock. Leaving her cleavage, her tits all sticky.
He pulled his cock out and stepped back
"That's better; thank you for cleaning my cock," he said to her, stepping back and putting on his boxers, trousers and trainers.
Summer sat, a sticky mess between her tits, a sticky mess between her legs, still legs wide open.
"Maybe I should go and ask Liz if she has any wipes to clean you up." Dwayne picked up the keys for the cuffs and put them in his pocket; he then picked up her phone and opened up their WhatsApp conversation. The picture from earlier. He placed the phone on the floor in front of Summer.
Dwayne walked out of the changing room, closing the curtain, leaving Summer alone with her thoughts. Not closing her legs, not trying to free herself from the cuffs and the chair. She trusted Dwayne. What would he do next?
Dwayne approached the desk where Liz was texting her girlfriend. Liz had returned from sneaking a peek into the changing room. The sight of Dwayne fucking Summer had Liz burning with desire.
Dwayne spoke to Liz. "Summer asked if you could give her a hand; she's a little stuck. Liz got up thinking what would she find when she entered the changing room. She left the phone on her desk.
"You might want to take that with you," Dwayne told her. Liz tucked it into her uniform and walked to changing room 2. She took a deep breath before she pulled open the curtain.
'Open, step in, close, turn around - as easy as that,' Liz thought; she counted in her head. Three, two, one.
Summer's heart leapt as the curtain opened; she looked across, helpless. Liz, thank God, she thought.
Liz turned around.
First, she noticed the open legs. The turquoise lingerie - she was still wearing it and looked fantastic. A gag, a ball gag, bright red - oh god, how slutty. Was she wearing that before? She was too busy watching them fucking to have noticed it. Liz failed to register the cuffs attaching Summer to the chair.
She walked over; the phone on the floor flashed and changed. Liz looked down, and then she noticed her name. She picked it up. A message from Dwayne.
Hi Liz, Summer was trying to tell me something; I couldn't make out what it was, but I'm pretty sure she said, 'Send Liz in.' I think she wanted some attention from you too. Have fun.
Liz looked at Summer, her legs spread. It definitely looked as if she wanted her attention; if not, Summer would have closed her legs when she came in. Then she had a pang of guilt about Becky. She took out her phone, took a quick picture and sent it to her girlfriend with the comment 'What do you think'.
Becky replied very quickly.
"We talked about it, the fantasy. You've got to do it; tell me later. Enjoy."
That's all Liz needed to know: permission from her partner to do this. Liz got down on her knees and put her hands on Summer's thighs.
Summer sat watching Liz read the message; it must have been Dwayne from the picture in the conversation. What had he said? There was no fear; it was Liz. They had met and chatted over a coffee with Becky. It hadn't been your normal conversation when you consider Liz and Becky had been out for a run and noticed Summer naked in her boyfriend's front garden. In fact, they had seen her like that three times now (and her mum just a few days before). Summer knew Liz and Becky were lesbians, that they had joked about how good Summer looked and that she should join the pair of them in bed. Of course, Summer told Dwayne as soon as she got home. Both imagining the scenario.
Of course, bloody Dwayne, he couldn't resist. He knew, and now he was offering Summer to Liz. Summer didn't close her legs as Liz knelt down. There was an excitement running through her. Liz's hands on Summer's thighs felt so good; she knew what was coming, and she wanted it. They both wanted it.
Liz kissed along Summer's inner thighs. It was like electricity running through them, a tingle making Summer shake. A gentle moan from behind the gag told Liz everything she needed to know. Yes, Summer wanted this just as much.
Switching to her other leg, no kisses but her tongue running along Summer's inner thigh. Summer quivering again. Liz's head now directly between Summer's legs. There it was. Summer's pussy. Shaven perfectly bare, so smooth. Lips glistening from sexual excitement.
Liz again gave it some little tender kisses. Summer's mind racing. Then Liz remembered she didn't have hours to tease and please. Here she was with a 'customer'. Her thumbs helped part Summer's pussy lips, a kiss, and then her tongue tasting Summer, working on Summer.
Liz's tongue sliding up and down, flicking over Summer's clit, darting round it, then lingering on it. Summer's pussy oozing out some cum. Liz's tongue felt amazing, taking her back to thoughts of Jess, and more recently, Caz. Summer wanted to grind herself on Liz's tongue. But in no way was she in control. All Summer could do was moan around her, gag helplessly shaking with pleasure.
Liz continued on, her tongue sliding up and down, down so far it dipped into the oozing mess. The taste different. The taste of cum?
Her tongue tasting it, Dwayne had just fucked Summer, cumming in her, and now for the first time Liz was tasting a man's cum. Cum from that huge black cock. She returned to work on her clit, but the taste so different filled her head.
Liz licked down again. Her tongue again touching, tasting it. This time she used her tongue like a spoon, scooping some up and returning to Summer's clit. There she placed it on her tongue so the cum covered Summer's clit. Now Liz had the taste and the pleasure of making Summer cum. Her lips kissing, sucking Summer's clit again, the sensations of the texture on her lips.
Liz went to work. She was at work, but this was pleasurable work. Summer was shaking so nearly there her mouth was drooling.
The words muffled "Oh please make me cum." Summer exclaimed.
Liz had been there before she knew how to. Seconds later there it was. Summer's body again in a state of pleasure. This time one of her friends bringing her to the height of pleasure. The moans of her orgasm were dulled by the gag; if not, Dwayne would have heard her from outside the changing rooms.
Liz's face popped up.
Summer tried to say, "Thank you."
Liz licked her lips, looked up and said, "You're welcome."
She looked down again, Summer's pussy staining the chair with Dwayne's cum.
What was Liz thinking? 'Am I any less of a lesbian if I lick it up?' 'I'm going to need to clean the chair anyway.' 'Oh god, just do it.'
With that last thought in her head, she went down and licked up all of Dwayne's cum that had oozed out. Well, the chair would need cleaning afterwards anyway. Licking all the cum up, then licking that perfect pussy one more time. She brought together Summer's legs; Liz then straddled them and sat on Summer's lap.
Liz reached behind and undid the gag, removing it from Summer's mouth and wiping her face.
"Thank you, Liz," said Summer when she could finally talk.
Liz stopped her from talking, her free hand reaching round to the back of Summer's head. Holding her, then leaning forward and kissing her. Summer could taste the cum on Liz's lips. But this was more than that. This was Summer saying thank you. Thank you for a wonderful moment of pleasure.
The kiss lasted and lasted, but finally it finished. Liz held the gag back up.
"As much as I enjoyed that, I think Dwayne expects this in," Liz told Summer.
Summer almost obediently opened her mouth and took the ball gag back in, Liz fastening it back up. Poor Summer, no, actually, she looked fucking hot gagged, Liz thought to herself. She climbed off Summer's lap.
"Remember, legs apart." Liz then kissed Summer's cheek. "Thank you, I'll send Dwayne back in."
Liz stepped out of the changing room, pulled the curtain back and walked quickly back to her desk. She found Dwayne talking to two customers that were waiting. He was being his charming self with them.
Liz spoke. "Sorry about that, ladies; this gentleman's partner had a slight spillage in her changing room, and I needed to pop in and clean up the mess. If you would like to use changing room five, and you can use changing room six. Sir, everything is all cleaned up, but your other half asked if you could just pop in and get her things; she would appreciate that."
Dwayne smiled at the other two ladies as they went to the changing rooms. Then turned to Liz
"A spillage? Needed cleaning up?" He was intrigued. "As long as you enjoyed yourself, and I'm sure Summer did."
"Yes, I did. I hope neither of you mind if I tell my other half." Liz said, smiling away.
"We won't have any problem with you sharing; Summer will love that you share what's happened.." And with that, Dwayne headed back into Summer.
Opening the curtain, there she was as he had left her.
"Did you enjoy that?" Dwayne asked. Summer just nodded, still gagged. "Good, because you deserved your fun today."
Dwayne undid the gag; still covered in drool, he popped it into her bag, and then he undid the handcuffs, releasing her from the chair. Her first reaction: grab him and pull him down for a kiss.
"Thank you," Summer said afterwards.
She stood up, now that she was free, and turned to the mirror. Sumner looked at her reflection, the lingerie, her sticky cleavage, and her pussy. Dwayne came up behind her and reached under her hair for the clasp. He undid it and then slowly peeled the lace panels away from Summer's tits.
They hung naturally, still perfect globes. He lowered the rest of the body down, watching it as it came out from between her arse cheeks, lowering it down till Summer stepped out of it.
"We still need to pay for it," Dwayne said.
Summer put her skirt back on and then her top as Dwayne watched and admired her getting dressed for the second time that day. Dwayne grabbed the bag with the trainers in it and handed Summer the money for the clothes she had chosen, which she
gathered up to take to the till. They left the changing room as they found it - well, except for a wet stain on the chair, but they were sure Liz would clean that properly for them.
The cashier looked at Summer as she presented the clothes she had selected. Dwayne was behind her, both hands reaching round, resting on her stomach, cuddling her, pressing against her. Summer trying to resist wiggling her ass to tease him.
The cashier glanced again as she rang up the items. Did the woman in front of her have dried fluids on her tits, in her cleavage? It really looked like it. Then she got to the last item, the turquoise body. A soaking wet stain at the crotch.
Summer spoke up. "It's ok; it had the desired effect."
The cashier didn't know where to look; Dwayne just gave one of Summer's breasts a squeeze. Summer in turn wiggled her ass on Dwayne's crotch as he pressed against her.
Summer paid the cashier and took the clothes in the bags provided. As she walked away, she could feel just a little more cum sliding out of her pussy onto her thigh. Dwayne rested his hand on her arse
The cashier watching had a tingle between her legs. Lucky bitch, she thought; she will be getting some.
Getting even more!!
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A new bar opens up in Las Vegas that is for Gay men to hang out. It has two big private rooms for black men to relax in.
Themes of- Interracial Anal/ Chastity Cage/ Big Black Cocks/ Straight to Gay/ Hypnosis Porn/ White Boys with Older Black Men.
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The story starts when a new bar opens up in a seedy part of Las Vegas. The bar is for black Gay business men to relax and also unwind in. There will be two white boys at all times dancing that for a few dollars then could go to the private rooms. The new bar is called the Queen Bar has a playing card for it's signage. The playing card Is Queen of Spades and it's a black spade with a Q for Queen inside it. This means more to the knowing it's a preference to blacks or this case black cocks!
The first week of the bar they advertised to have two new dancers. These dancers are going to be two teenage white boys. Their outfits would be similar to a Hooters outfit a small tight booty shorts. The top is a tight fitting crop top in white with the Queen of Spades symbol then black knee high socks and a cock cage. The boys will all be mind controlled watching Hypno porn to wear all of these outfits. If they are taking inside the private rooms there will be no dancing!
The first boy who's desperate for a job has seen this advert as a little bit of a dancing background. He's Bailey an eighteen year old white boy who is petite at five foot six he is also regarded has pretty. He has blue eyes with long brown hair the only thing he does not have is a large cock! His five little inches will be locked away and not needed anyway. He is a Straight boy and doesn't know it will be a black only Gay bar!
The second white boy is Alex eighteen like Bailey with no dancing background. He just needed money to cover is bills to keep the roof over his head. He's also Straight only just broke up from his last girlfriend. Alex is also a good looking petite white boy at five foot seven and small built. He also has blue eyes and longish blonde hair. Just like the other applicant his cock is a let down. He is always wishing it could be bigger at just a tiny four inches he used to skip school gym because it was an embarrassment to him.
Both little white boys were invited for their interview the following day has the bar will be opening the day after. Bailey was very nervous and the first white boy to arrive at the bar. He was greeted by a barman who's job was to explain everything for the boys.
"Hello come with me into the private rooms
we can go over everything in there!" says dave.
"Okay my name is Bailey!" replied bailey.
"Oh sorry I am the assistant manager and the barman call me Dave!" replies dave.
Then he's taken in to a large room with a big bed a shower room and plush couches all around the room. There he sees his new dancer's outfit a tiny pair of booty shorts a crop top and long socks. Is face must have given it away to Dave he didn't look kean.
"Look Bailey it's just a dancers outfit with the club symbol on it!" says dave.
"Yes it's just so small looking Dave that's all its nice outfit though!" says bailey trying to not scupper his chances of the job.
"Look Bailey the wages are good you just need to shake your Ass in a hooter looking outfit!" laughed dave.
"Yeah I can shake it Dave done lots of rap videos has a dancer but will that be all?" asked bailey.
"No I won't lie to you Bailey the club is for Gay black business men you can dance to them but to earn more money you will go to this private room!" replies dave.
"Well Dave I am Straight not Gay why is it more money in this room?" asks bailey.
"This room it's more personal you can now dance closer you will also wear more girly clothes Bailey!" replied dave.
They are then interrupted by a bell and it's the other white boy coming for is interview for the job.
"Two minutes I will get the other boy for his interview and come back Bailey!" dave tells him.
Bailey sits down in a chair and waits for is interview to continue. Dave lets in the next white boy and leads him to the next private room.
"Wait here boy take a seat I will be back in a few minutes and by the way I am Dave!" dave says before going back to the other boys interview.
"Now Bailey how does that all sound to you boy?" asks dave.
"It sounds good except I am Straight not Gay Dave!" replies bailey.
"Look you don't have to be Gay to dance Bailey it pays very good and you can start tonight!" says dave.
"Okay then I am up for it Dave!" answers bailey.
"Well just checking Bailey you are eighteen yes boy!' asked dave.
"Yes Dave I am eighteen so all legal!" says bailey.
"Okay lets get everything ready and you can dance tonight!" says dave.
Okay then if I don't like it Dave I will leave okay!" answers bailey.
"Yes no problem just watch some V.R. on the headset boy!" dave tells him.
He then placed a V.R. headset on the boys head has he got comfortable and went off to interview the second white boy. He went into the other private room finds the other white boy looking at the dancer outfit in front of him.
"Boy that's your outfit think of it has a sort of dancers hooters outfit!" says dave.
"Yes it reminds me of those hooters outfits except for orange booty shorts!" laughed alex.
"Yes except your will be dancing for black Gay men Alex!" replied dave
"Really Dave black Gay men I am Straight not Gay so how will that work out?" asks alex.
"Well simple you have the body they have requested Alex dance for them that's all!" replied dave.
"That's all Dave?" asked alex.
"Yes good money for shaking your Ass the only difference is if you come to this room!" replied dave.
"How is this room different Dave?" asked alex.
"This room is more personal and quiet you would earn more Alex you would also wear different outfits if they requested boy!" says dave.
"Okay doesn't sound that bad Dave and to be fair I really need all the money!" replied alex.
"Yes no problem Alex just watch some V.R. on the headset when I sort out a few little things!" dave replies.
Then has he sits in the chair a V.R. headset is placed around his head. Both boys are now watching virtual reality headsets and a big black cock is flashed first. Then there's multiple huge monster black cocks flashing in front of both boys faces. They are now immersed in a virtual reality black Gay porn world with cock after cock flashing. Both of the white boys cocks are hard dripping pre cum watching black cocks of different sizes but all are huge cocks! Then words flashed on each of their headsets worship superior black cocks. This flashed over and over the screen telling both boys need black cocks.
Then both boys erupted their cum inside their boxers has it showed little white boys stroking huge black cocks. The screen now kept saying worship huge black cocks! The both boys are now conditioned to dancing for big black cocks. Both boys close their eyes and see huge monster black cocks! It then changed to white boys wearing slutty outfits for black cocks. Pink and short with booty shorts and then cocks locked inside a cage. These cages are to stop them both playing with their little white cocks!
Dave checked up on Bailey first there is all cum dripping inside his shorts. When Dave is walking in Bailey is moaning out in lust.
"Here boy clean yourself up and then put on your dancing outfit we have two black business men coming soon!" says dave handing a tissue to bailey.
Has Bailey then started to clean up and he changes into is new outfit Dave attached a cock cage. Just has he witnessed in all the hypno porn videos he's been watching. He didn't say anything just moaned has it was snapped shut all around his cock.
"There Bailey making sure no more messy accidents around the black business men did you also enjoy the V.R.?" asks dave.
"Yes I liked those videos a lot Dave!" bailey admits.
"Good these black businesses men are the same!" replies dave.
Then he left Bailey pulling up his black tiny booty shorts and his long black knee high socks. Then before Dave left he put on his white crop top with the Queen of Spades symbol on it!
"Dave what's the symbol on my top?" asks bailey.
"It's the name of the bar white boys and it's saying you like black men!" answers dave deciding not to say black cocks.
Then he walks in on young Alex who's now openly playing with his little cock. Watching all these monster black cocks as made him lust for black cocks! Dave approached him with a tissue to clean up the room and also himself.
"Here Alex clean yourself up and get your new outfit on there's two black business men who need a dancer!" says dave then handed him the tissue.
Has he cleaned himself his clothes start to come off he's mote than ready to dance for two black men. Then ever so quickly Dave placed a cock ring on his cock just like he's seen on the V.R. headset. He now felt like he needed to meet these black men.
"Alex it's to stop you playing with yourself that's the black mens job!" says dave.
Alex moans out feeling like a slut for these black men already. Then pulled up his tiny little black booty shorts and is knee length black socks. Then puts on is white crop top with the Queen of Spades symbol.
"Dave I like this little crop top!" says alex.
"Yes white boy it means you are available for black men now follow me to the dance floor!" says dave.
Both boys are sat in a booth waiting for the black business men. Rap music blasting as Dave poured both the boys a drink with a mind control drug and a muscle relaxant. In a few minutes both boys are relaxed ready to receive their black business men. Then in walks the first black business man a big imposing man. Over six feet tall and really muscular towering over both of these little tiny white boys! What these boys will find out is this business man is bigger than all of the men on the hypno porn videos.
He is twelve inches of huge thick monster black cock. He's fifty and always had a big spot for young white teenage boys. He's a very wealthy Nigerian business man who's in the U.S.A for business with his business partner who is also on his way. His name is Mr Aku but he likes the white boys to call him Daddy.
Then another man enters the Queen's bar it's Mr Aku's business partner another huge dominating black man. Six foot tall and he's muscular with another big black cock that's only eleven inches and thick. His name is Mr Adebayo and he loves trips to America to meet up with pretty little white boys now being a forty six year old himself. Mr Aku is now talking with Dave they want the bar to be closed and the boys to themselves.
"Look Dave we need to close the club and have these little boys?" asked mr aku.
"Well that will cost you both lots of money!" replied dave.
"Money for our pleasure is fine Dave just disappear lock the bar and leave us with the boys!" mr aku says.
"Okay you will be billed tomorrow just go easy on them their Straight boys not Gay!" says dave.
"Even better did you hook them up to the V.R. like agreed Dave?" asks mr aku.
"Yes they both spent ages watching it and they watched the feminisation videos with the hypno porn!" replied dave.
"Good they will both be programmed to want black cocks the bigger the better!" mr aku says.
"How big are you two?" asked dave
"Twelve and Eleven inches enough to train these Straight boys!" laughs mr aku.
Dave is shocked and almost called it all off but money makes the world go around. He puts a rap USB on to play continuously and he turns the sign to closed. Then he locked the main doors leaving the boys at the big black business mens mercy.
Mr Adebayo picks Alex and as him dance a few dances for him in a booth. He looks at the boy and he's everything he wants very petite blue eyes and blonde hair. In his tiny booty shorts his Ass looks great and he is happy twerking it for this huge black man.
Mr Aku is getting young Bailey to twerk for him and his little butt will be perfect taking Daddy's huge monster black cock. His long brown hair and blue eyes are perfect for Mr Aku and he will enjoy turning him Gay.
"Now how old are you?" asked mr aku.
"Only Eighteen Mr!" whispers bailey.
"Please boy call me Daddy and your name is?" asks mr aku.
"Daddy seems really odd I am just a dancer I am Straight not Gay my name is Bailey!" answers teenage bailey
"Nonsense Bailey it's a term of endearment in Nigeria calling someone Daddy!" replies mr aku placing 500 dollars in his hand
"Thank you Daddy!" bailey replied over the moon for the money.
"Well lets go to the private rooms there's a lot more money for you Bailey!" daddy says
"Yes Daddy!" bailey replies holding is hand being led to a private room.
Alex is now sat on Mr Adebayo lap boucing and grinding on top of the big black man.
"Tell your owner how old you are and your name white boy?" asks mr adebayo.
"Owner Mr Adebayo?" asks alex.
"Yes boy you are now owned by me tonight and when ever I visit Vegas!" mr adebayo says also placing money inside his hand.
"Thank you owner I am eighteen my name is Alex!" replies alex holding the 100 dollar note he's been given.
"Good boy Alex let us both go to the other private room to do more dancing!" replies mr adebayo holding up a load of money.
The little white boy is hoping that he's got all the same package has the black men in the hypno videos!
Now Bailey is on the bed posing for Daddy has he throws 100 dollar bills at him. They are both totally hidden away with nobody to now disturb them. Daddy gets up next to the bed wearing is expensive designer suit and smelling great with his cologne.
"Bailey come help your black Daddy get all undressed white boy!" orders daddy.
"But Daddy I am Straight!" says bailey has he first takes off his suit jacket.
Then he took off his tie then unbuttoned is shirt revealing a toned muscular body. This man could be his Grandpa but he was in a great shape smelt so good. Baileys tiny clit throbbed inside it's cage he felt feelings he has never felt before. Daddy lifts the boy to his eye level and they passionately kiss the first time Bailey has ever kissed a man. It's not awkward and felt so natural for Bailey to be held and kissed by this black man. It felt so good and Daddy's hands were now allover him grabbing his teenage Arse has they both passionately kissed. Then Daddy stopped the kiss and pushed Bailey down eye level to his groin!
"Bailey more clothing to remove!" daddy now tells him.
"Yes Daddy!" sighs bailey seeing the huge bulge in daddy's trousers.
He fumbles at the belt then unzipped those trousers and they dropped down. Now it's revealed to the white boy no underwear it's not erect but it's like a thick snake. It's now hanging down to Daddy's knees it's also so thick like a inner tube that pulsed. Bailey is now brought back to the hypno porn he is now repeating what the V.R. headset said to him while he was being mind controlled.
He starts mumbling words really quietly in a robotic chant over and over.
"Tell Daddy what your saying boy don't be shy it's just you and me?" asked daddy.
"Black superior cocks I need black cocks!" bailey repeated over and over looking at daddy's huge monster cock.
"Yes white boy black cocks are superior it's a Nigerian black cock it will turn you Gay!" daddy confidently says to him.
"Yes Daddy turn my Gay!" whispers bailey in a trance he will do anything to get this cock.
"Don't be afraid of it white boy hold it and stroke it up and down it won't bite Bailey!" daddy softly says.
"Wow so big so fucking big superior black cock Daddy!" moans bailey now stroking is monster black cock in his hands.
"Yes boy stroke it like that twelve inches of Nigeria inside your tiny white hands!" his daddy moans having his cock stroked.
Meanwhile inside the other private room Mr Adebayo is also nude. Alex is also got a huge monster cock in his little white hand.
"Yes white boy you love that Nigerian black cock don't you?" proudly asks mr adebayo.
"Yes I love black cocks they are superior it's huge Mr Adebayo are all Nigerian cocks the same!" alex asked while stroking on his huge monster black cock.
"Yes white boy you need to holiday in my country of Nigeria you will see so many big things just like what's inside your hand!" is new owner tells him mr adebayo.
"Mr Adebayo are you going to be my first I am not Gay?" asked alex stroking his cock.
"Yes Alex your owner will be your first it will be the first of many forget about girls after today all black cocks will be your owner!" mr adebayo tells him.
Alex sighed and carried on stroking on this huge monster black cock. The cock seems to grow again with each stroke it now also got thicker has it kept growing!
"So big so fucking thick so superior!" starts to moan alex.
"Yes little boy Eleven Nigerian black inches remove your booty shorts and get up on to the bed on all fours!"orders mr adebayo.
"Like this Mr Adebayo?" asks alex shaking and twerking his naked ass at him.
"Yes boy relax this Nigerian is going to now make you Gay!" sighed mr adebayo while he's stroking his cock looking at his butt.
Back in the other private room Bailey now is sucking Daddy's huge bell end. His teen mouth barely fits around it is eyes watering while is saliva coats Daddy's huge bell end.
"Good boy relax I will feed you more of this Nigerian cock white boy!" daddy says while he slowly slipped more inside his mouth.
Now Bailey is struggling to take in more of his Daddy's monster black cock. Gagging is saliva all over it and it's only six inches that are slid in his teenage mouth. Another big push and two more inches touch the back of his throat. Now he angled the boys head to push in another two thick inches ten big black inches slid into his throat. Bailey then started to panic and tried to push is Daddy off him. But Daddy is determined and now pushed the remaining cock into his throat this white boy struggles to breathe.
"Stay still we Nigerian's want total obeying and submission off our white boys!" shouts daddy angrily holding his head.
Then he fucked the boys throat like a tight pussy in and out. Sliding in deeply inside is throat saliva strands all over his outfit droll is dripping everywhere. The boy moans out unable to speak or say no has this twelve inch cock fucks his teenage face. Over and over again until Daddy went tense his big balls slapping his teenage chin. Now ready to feed this white boy is first cum shake!
"Drink Nigerian cum slut yes straight into your stomach!" daddy says while pissing all his cum down his throat cum filling up his belly.
Then he pulled out a little another big spurt followed by another and one over his sluty outfit. Dripping down on to his caged cock that is also dripping all it's cum.
"What do you say white boy!" asks daddy has he wipes his cock all over his face.
"Thank you Daddy for feeding me Nigerian cum!' bailey replied while licking cum off is face and outfit.
"Yes now present your Arse for your Daddy white slut up on all fours back arched!" his daddy orders him.
Meanwhile in the other private room Alex is on all fours in doggy style. Mr Adebayo all ready to make the little white boy Gay he's lining up his huge cock against is boi pussy slowly pushing inside. Alex is whimpering has this huge cock parts his tiny boi pussy!
"Stay still I have bought you Alex you will learn to entertain more Nigerian cocks at the embassy!" mr adebayo scalds him.
"But Mr Adebayo it's to big it hurts me take it out please!" pleads alex.
"It's meant to hurt white boy until it's inside all the way then you will beg for Nigerian cocks!" mr adebayo replied.
"Cocks no way this one is to much!" moans alex.
Mr Adebayo pushed again and four inches entered the boy. He kicks and moans but it will do him no good his owner wants all this boi pussy and won't stop until he gets it! It is then followed by another four inches and it looked like it would come out of is mouth has Mr Adebayo pulled out. A big rush of air and his boi pussy a perfectly round "O" it's been stretched to gape open.



"Thank fuck it was to big!" moans alex now felling empty without that monster cock.
But no Mr Adebayo wanted to see all of his handiwork before going back insider. This time he's not going to stop until he goes in balls deeply. Now pounding much harder not slowly like he fucked earlier this white boi pussy is owned by him. In and out slow then hard this monster cock pushing up at the white boys prostate. Each push make is clit leak cum into it's cage over and over.
"Yes yes make me cum god yes so fucking big so fucking full!" moans alex now having multiple orgasm's pushing back is tiny butt.
"Yes boy you and the other slut will be the entertainment in the nigerian embassy!" mr adebayo says.
Then hammers into his boi pussy Powerful strokes deeply inside his bowels. Moaning is filling up the club of sexual bliss has this teenage boy is turned Gay. A huge eleven inches of Nigerian cock stretching out this little teens boi pussy. In and out the boy is screaming in total pleasure over and over is boi pussy accepts its owners huge black monster cock.
"Yes fuck yes I want to be a Nigerian's sluty white whore!" screams out alex.
"Yes take all my Nigerian cum white boy!" mr adebayo moans his cum at the point of no return.
Then he fires stream after stream of his hot cum deeply inside the teenage boy.He's no longer a Straight boy he's now Gay for their Nigerian monster black cocks! The monster cock still hard after shooting it's cum inside his little gaped boi pussy. Pulling out to see all the cum expelled from is little gaped boi pussy. Nigerian cum dripping from that tiny teenage boi pussy
Back to Daddy and Bailey he's presented is little butt up in the air and is back arched. It now slightly opens up is tiny boi pussy. His Daddy's huge monster black cock throbs in anticipation of entering this teenage boy.
"Bailey ask for your Daddy's Nigerian cock inside your boi pussy!" daddy orders.
"Daddy fuck my boi pussy with your huge monster Nigerian cock!" whispers bailey.
"Good boy hold Daddy's cock up to your boi pussy yes like that good boy!" daddy is softly saying has bailey holds is huge cock up to his own boi pussy.
"Daddy I am Straight not Gay!" moans out bailey while his tiny hand places this huge nigerian cock into his boi pussy.
"Of course your Straight relax Bailey your about to become Gay!" moans daddy has is huge head enters the white boy.
With a couple of slow strokes Daddy's boys little boi pussy takes three inches of black cock. Another push the boys clit explodes inside it's cage the first time it's ever cum like this without touching. A big sissy gasm there will be lots more to follow! The boy is rhythmic chanting moaning has his Daddy's monster cock slowly fucks him. Now seven inches stretching his tiny boi pussy Daddy looking down to see the little boys butt all split open.
"Fuck so big so big make me Gay!" moans out bailey over and over is butt feels so full of monster nigerian cock.
Then Daddy pulled out leaving is boi pussy a perfect "O" split wide open. Winking back at Daddy begging for that Nigerian cock to enter it again. Daddy sits back stroking his huge black cock waiting for the teenager to beg for his monster cock. Bailey winking his tiny boi pussy open and closed hoping for Daddy's cock again.
"Daddy please I need your huge monster inside my tiny boi pussy!" begs bailey.
Still Daddy sat waiting for the best moment hopefully the white boy will keep begging.
"Daddy I need your huge Nigerian black cock please it's so empty without it!" begs bailey winking is boi pussy desperate that his cock enters it again.
This was all Daddy wanted to hear this little white Straight boy begging to be fucked. It was all he needs to fuck the white boy now feeding his boi pussy a Nigerian snake. It's now slowly reaching the white boys bowels deeply touching his prostate. Cum dripping once again inside it's cage has Daddy once again starts to take his boi pussy.
Alex has learnt now to clean Mr Adebayo's huge black monster cock. Slurping all over it sucking off all his Ass juices surprised it's still rock hard. This Nigerian cock is ready to shoot it's cum again he lays back on the bed and holds his cock upright.
"Come on white boy ride this Nigerian bull!' orders mr adebayo.
"Yes Mr Adebayo!" moans alex as he drops down on his huge monster cock.
Looking into the Nigerians eyes has is tiny boi pussy slowly started to ride. Up then he dropped back down riding the big monster cock filling up his boi pussy. Bouncing on is huge monster black cock riding it just like a bull. Hands up on Mr Adebayo shoulders to drop up and down his monster cock. Whilst looking deeply into is eyes and is moaning out with each bounce like his little slut!
"Yes my Nigerian bull fuck me fill me with all your superior seed!" moans alex while is boi pussy is full of huge black cock.
"Yes white boy we will take you to visit the Nigerian Embassy you will be full of more Nigerian cocks!" sighed mr adebayo.
Bailey is once again dripping is cum inside it's cage as Daddy strokes his prostate with the last thrust. Daddy's stamina is going on and on Bailey has been fucked doggy style for the last twenty minutes.For a man in his fifties it's so impressive and his cock is rock hard as it fucks the teenagers boi pussy. In and out twelve inches of Nigerian cock are gaping the teens boi pussy. Then it goes so rigid inside him flooding is boi pussy in all it's superior cum. Spurt after huge spurts leaking back out of his gaping 'O" wide boi pussy.
"Bailey clean Daddy's cock!" orders daddy.
Now both boys are slurping cum off both of the monster Nigerian cocks. Alex and little Bailey tasting their Ass all over these huge cocks has both cocks remaining hard while face fucking both teenagers. Now both the boys outfits are ripped open and dripping in copious amounts of cum. Daddy ripped is white boys clean off to get to is teenage little butt. Both boys are now inside one of the private rooms and are now going to be swapped for a new Nigerian cock each!
"Now boys there's new outfits each please put them on Bailey sit between us both has Alex dances!" orders daddy.
Both boys were given high six inch heels to wear Bailey has black suspender tights and Alex has red suspender tights. Then each of these little white boys had a crop top to wear with the flag of Nigeria on it. Both the boys changed and Bailey sat between both black Nigerians whilst Alex danced in front of them all. Sliding up and down a stripper pole with his little clit covered inside a cock cage. His bare Ass on view winking while it twerked at both Nigerian men.
While Bailey kissed both men passionately in turn while stroking both monster cocks. It's a scene of high sexual tension with little Alex bending showing the men is little butt encased in red tights. Has Bailey stroked in the huge monster Nigerian black cocks up and down. Occasionally spitting over both black cocks watching them glistening in all of the teenagers spit and saliva.
After a while Bailey dances next twerking is little butt for the Nigerian's. Winking his tiny boi pussy back at them feminine tights are framing his girly little butt. Both men get up onto their hands and knees with Alex now behind them. Their butts spread wide apart had the teenage boy looks at their Arses in wonderment what he was to do! Alex now thought what do they both expect me to do my cock is caged and wouldn't touch them. No they have plans these little white boys will always be bottom's never tops!
"Come on Alex place your face in between our black asses!" orders mr adebayo.
"I don't want to Mr Adebayo do I have to!" alex protests.
"Yes white boys clean superior black Ass!" mr adebayo orders again.
Hesitant Alex gets up behind Mr Adebayo to slowly push his teenage face into is Ass crack. Reaching around to stroke the cock that's turned him Gay while smelling all the sweaty black Ass crack. Bailey still dancing for both the Nigerian black owners shaking is little Ass at them. While Alex eats both of their Arseholes while stroking both of their big Nigerian cocks hard. His tongue now is lapping both Arseholes in turn moaning as he's stroking Mr Aku's twelve inch Nigerian cock.
That afternoon and all that night turned in to total submission to both black men. The both boys get their boi pussys full up of all their cum. Both boys learnt to eat Ass take cocks in every conceivable position. While doggy style was the Nigerian's favourite as their little butts part for twelve and eleven inches of Nigerian cocks. Both boys will be going back to the Nigerian Embassy. Dave has been paid well and the both boys have more money than they expected. It's not all about money it's now all about huge black monster Nigerian cocks!
To be continued. the nigerian embassy???
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The story is a new bar that has opened up in a seedy part of Las Vegas. The bar is for black Gay business men that want to relax in and unwind. There's always two or more little white boys at all times dancing for Gay black men to earn dollars. They could earn more if thet were taken into the back to the private rooms. This bar is called the 'Queen Bar' it has a playing card for it's signage. It's the playing card the Queen of Spades it's a black spade with a 'Q' for the Queen inside it. This meant a lot more to people in all the know it's a preference to blacks or for this clubs case black cocks!
The first week of the bar they advertised to have two new dancers these first two white boys were quickly turned from Straight into Gay by two very wealthy Nigerian business men! Those two teenage white boys were taken to the Nigerian embassy to be taught culture differences. Bailey and Alex so far enjoyed all of their Nigerian culture they've been taught deeply so far! Now they will be in a room full of Nigerian men learning their deepest culture from these Nigerian men.
The club needed two more dancers to now entertain all of these Gay black men. These dancers are going to be two teenage white boys. Their outfits similar to Hooters outfits small tight black booty shorts. The top is a tight fitting crop top in white with a Queen of Spades symbol black knee high socks a cock cage. These white boys will be mind controlled by watching lots of Hypno porn to wear all these outfits. If these white boys are taking inside a private room there's no dancing!
One white boy is desperate for a job hasn't worked for months and saw the advert and is willing to dance to earn money.His name is Riley a eighteen year old white boy who is petite at five foot six he's pretty with blue eyes long dark hair the only thing he does not have is a big cock! His six inches will all be locked away not of any use anyway. He is a Straight boy doesn't know it's going to be a black only Gay bar!
A second white boy Blake is also eighteen with no dancing background. Just needed money to cover bills to pay all of is monthly bills. He's Straight has a girlfriend would be the last boy to work in a Gay bar. Blake was also a good looking petite white boy at five foot eight but small built. He has blue eyes with long blonde hair. Just like Riley is cock is a big let down he wished it was bigger at just a six inches.
The bar has opened for the first time and it was then closed the following day. The bar relied on little white boy dancers and both of the bars boys have been now bought by Nigerian businesses men. Has a result this bar has closed until they hired two more of these white boys. The assistant manager is interviewing two boys today with a group of black men coming in the evening. Blake was the first interview and Riley the second interview.
Blake's Interview-
Blake is desperate for a job to pay all of is bills and keep up with his girlfriend.She's a gorgeous blonde who's high maintenance this job would cover all is bills but has been told if he goes into a private room he could earn good tips. This interview was going to be really quick the bar is opening in a little less than four hours. Dave needs two good looking white boys who would look great in a tiny short and crop top. He was going to be fast tracked watching hypno porn to allow him to be comfortable dancing for all these Gay black men.
Blake walked into a newly renovated bar it as a dancefloor with booths next to the bar when you come in. There's are quite a few signs of the playing card black of spades it has the letter 'Q' inside obviously the bars name. Yes it's 'Q' for the queen bar Blake is not aware of the true meaning and this bar is for Gay black men. He sees the barman Dave and goes through to a backroom it's a large room with a huge bed shower room and plush couches around the room. Then on the bed a outfit tiny booty shorts with a crop top and knee high socks. Blake spots them immediately and wasn't to happy he's Straight not Gay.
"What the fuck this some sort of Gay bar?" asked Blake.
"Well yes and no Blake it's only dancing in the front this room anything goes." answers dave.
"Not interested then Dave sorry it's totally out of my comfort zone.* replied blake.
"Okay but you will earn $200 a night and a lot more in this private room Blake." says dave.
"How much more Dave?" asked blake now intrigued by all the money.
"Well could earn $2000 for just one private visit." replied dave.
"Really Dave where do I sign up and it's just dancing in a little pair of booty shorts?" asked blake.
"Yes it's just this hooter type outfit and little flirting with black men." replied dave.
"Black men?" asked blake.
"Yes Blake they pay big bar bills and tips they like white boy dancers." replies dave.
"I don't know about doing that for all black men Dave but could do with the money." answers blake.
"Look before you know it the night will be done and you could pay all of your bills." replied dave.
"Okay Dave it's not like I got to fuck them." laughed blake.
"Good answer Blake you start tonight now take a seat and watch this promotion V.R. headset." dave tells him.
Then he placed Blake in a chair and straps his arms and legs to the chair.
"What the fuck Dave am I prisoner?" blake laughs nervously.
"No Blake it works much better if you are strapped to the chair." dave replied.
Dave then walked away and waits by the door and he hears all the abuse.
"What the fuck get all of this Gay shit off it's fucking black faggots Dave Dave!" screams out blake.
Blake was just watching the screen change different colours then huge black cocks. It followed with the words flashed over again 'Superior Black Cocks' and it then showed the biggest blackest cocks. Then it flashed 'Alpha Black Cocks' over and over again.
"Oh fuck yes so fucking big so superior big black cocks are all alpha." moaned loudly blake his mind being programmed to love huge black cocks.
Dave smiled all these teenage boys are the same they are controlled by their cocks. It's easy to control them but on to the big plus size for Blake he will earn big money inside this private room tonight.
Riley's Interview-
Just has Dave left Blake there's a knock at the bar doors the second dancer has come for his interview. Another eighteen year old white boy who's desperate for money is all ready to earn it. Riley walked into the bar and is really impressed it's a cool looking bar. Big dance floor with booths all around it has a big black spade with a 'Q' inside it. This 'Q' inside the middle is for Queen it's a Queen of Spades bar. This meant nothing to Riley it will mean lots after tonight.
Riley's taken through to the second private room it's also impressive a big large bed a shower room couches all around the bed. He then noticed a outfit that resembles an hooters outfit.
"Hey Dave are we getting hooter girls all inside this bar?" asked riley.
"No Riley that's your dancer's outfit." replies dave.
"No way they look something a twink or a FemBoi would wear." laughed riley.
"Yes way boy it's the bar outfit if you want a job you will wear it." dave replied.
"Okay forget what I said earlier Dave I have a need for the money what are we talking about money wise?" asks riley.
"Okay you will have to start tonight and it's $200 if you do end up inside this room it's $2000.' dave answers.
"Wow I am going to work my Ass off to get inside this private room so have I got the job?" riley asked.
"Yes if you agree to wear the outfit and you also need to put on this V.R. headset it's for a bar promotion you need to watch." dave tells him.
"Yeah really need that money Dave." riley replies.
Dave puts him in a chair and started to cuff his legs and arms to each side of the chair. Exclaiming it's part of the V.R. experience it wasn't long until the programme started to show flashing colours. Dave smiles and is walking away when he hears the first groan no complaints like Blake. Then another big groan he must be watching the black cock and white boys Dave thought to himself.
Yes he was a first the V.R. screen flashed in many colours before it showed a big black cock then other big black cock all inside a little white hand being slowly stroked. It's then flashing words all across is V.R screen 'Big Black Cocks' repeated over again then 'Alpha Bulls' again and again.Riley was very Straight but this V.R. screen was making is mind programmed to love big black cocks!
"Yes white boy stroke that huge cock yes like that stroke that Alpha Bull." moans out riley.
Dave smiles knowing in two hours time and the boys having many orgasms they would be all ready for their first black men. They have special guests tonight local rappers it would be a baptism of fire
The Vegas Crew-
Tonight the boys will be entertaining a local group of rappers 'The Vegas Crew' there's four members all big black gangsters Ricky who's thirty four and six foot tall ten inch cock. Dion thirty two and six foot muscular ten inches of black cock. Big T thirty six is five foot eleven twelve inch cock last of the members is Jay thirty four six feet two with a twelve inch cock. These rappers choose to come and hang out at this bar as they're all need a break from women. They've all been promised a white boy who will open up to them all in every sense.
Dave knows in thirty minutes these rappers will be at the bar and they've paid each ten thousand dollars. That is $2200 dollars to each of the boys as the bar makes $35600 so tonight will after go well. Dave will have champagne ready and the white teenagers all caged and dressed ready for these big black rappers.
Dave walks back in on Riley first and heard his moaning and groaning. He was saying it's huge over and over while is crotch area a puddle of cum. The barman uncuffs him to start getting him dressed he then hands him the crop top. He changed his top and he put on the crop top noticing it had a big black spades symbol with a 'Q' symbol in the middle. Then is shorts and boxers both come off Dave hands him tissues to clean himself up. While cleaning himself there's a steel cage added to his cock. Preventing it being played with he's doesn't know what's happening every thing is a blur. Then is tiny booty shorts pulled up and they sit deeply inside his teen Arse crack. Pulls up is knee length black socks and puts a pair of black trainers on. His long dark hair brushed into a ponytail fixed with a white bow. He then added makeup these rapper thugs will be very happy with this white boy.
"Riley wait for me to get the other dancer you can wait by the dancefloor." dave says.
Blake is moaning away cum dripping down is short fronts just like Dave has hopped. It is now his turn to get ready for these thugs Dave uncuffs him. He stands groggy and it is now he noticed the mess he made.
"Sorry Dave don't know what come all over me I am Straight I have a girlfriend." blake pleaded.
"Quiet you will be caged tonight we can't afford any more accidents Blake." scalds dave.
Blake doesn't argue with him he's being all programmed watching black cocks for over two hours. Dave hands him tissues to clean himself up has he stripped off is clothes as his shorts drop Dave cages his cock. This was something Blake was told that is cock will be caged it's cum loads anyway.
"Now Blake no more cumming without any help." dave says knowing what is going to make him cum.
"What help Dave?" asked blake.
"You will find out soon enough Blake get your outfit on your shift will start shortly." dave tells him.
Dave then leaves for him to change into is Sissy FemBoi outfit. First Blake pulls up his black booty shorts that are a struggle to fit around his butt. Their like two sizes smaller than he needed then the crop top with the Queen of Spades symbol. Then black knee high socks and black trainers he looked at himself and it looked like his body was all on show! Then brushes is long blonde hair into a ponytail tied with a black bow. Same has Riley put on makeup and lipstick these black thugs wouldn't be able to resist these white teenage Sissy boys.
Both boys sat down watching the door still with the view of all those big black cocks in their minds. The hypno videos showed just stroking first then sucking followed by the cocks bring deep throated. Then teen boys being face fucked but the two boys loved it when the teen white boys were eventually being fucked. This made both of the boys cum inside their shorts tonight it's going to be a baptism of fire.
Dave poured both boys a special drink with a mixture of muscle relaxants and a super strength sex drug. It didn't touch the sides so each boy was handled another then all of the Vegas Crew turns up. Four big black thug looking rappers they grab drinks then all of them sit inside a booth. Three in one booth and one decided to sit on his own it leaves Blake dancing for the one on is own a big built rapper covered in tattoos called Jay whilst Riley danced in front of the other three members. These were also thuggish black men covered in tattoos Big T, Dion and Ricky all these men are smoking weed and drinking heavily. These men decided tonight to take a break from female pussy to get some boi pussy.
These Straight white teenagers are going to be turned fully Gay especially for black cocks. Riley and Blake both awkward with their dance moves but the rappers couldn't care about how well they dance just need them twerking their Asses! More alcohol is getting consumed both white boys trying to keep these rappers happy. But they are not here for their dance moves this club is not set up for dancing it's for keeping black men happy.
Blake is now in his own world the sex drug with the muscle relaxant taking a effect it's the hypno porn with the biggest effect. He wouldn't have ever dressed like he was for a black man without the hypno porn. Now he's brainwashed for liking black men most importantly their black cocks. Jay is a big imposing man full of tattoos and muscles. He's wearing baggy jeans with open shirt showing a solid gold chain with big 'J' on it he's smoking some weed. Blake is bent all over in front of Jay twerking in his face.
"Boy you want to go into a private room?" asks jay.
"I don't know what will happen?"blake asks.
"Just get to know each other boy there's a load of money in it for you." replied jay.
That was it money was Blake's motive and after watching the hypno porno went with Jay quite easily. The white teenager holds his large hand and leads him to one of the private rooms. All the other rappers were all watching their white boy will be going with them to a private room soon. Dave is looking on from the bar and knows Blake was hesitant earlier and these rappers will demand their money's worth.
The pair walked in to the first private room and Jay locked the door behind them. It's now that Blake felt a little uneasy has Jay started to strip off. He takes off his top and leaves is chain on he's covered in tattoos and full of muscles. Then his baggy jeans fall to the floor followed by his boxers now nude in front of Blake! Blake groans as he sees Jay's black cock now revealed it's so much bigger. Than those black cocks that Blake witnessed on the V.R. headset. Jays huge monster black cock is pulsing in front of Blake making this Straight white boy too question his sexuality.
"Like this do you white boy?" asked jay as he stroked his cock in front of the boy.
"Yes." whispers blake the sex drug taking its hold and the hypno porn.
"Come here hold it feel it's big power little white boy." orders jay stroking his cock.
"I am Straight I have a girlfriend." blake now answers still looking at that monster cock.
"You wouldn't be Straight after today white boy." jay replied.
Blake goes to Jay and takes that monster black cock inside his lilly white hand. Starts to slowly stroke it hard feeling all it's size in his hand. This white boy will soon forget is high maintenance girlfriend and want to be black cocks only.
Back to Riley he keeps dancing in front of the other three rappers who keep throwing money at him. He's loving picking up these $20 bills they are getting him ready for the time he's going to earn them. Ricky places him on his lap and he feels a huge cock on his Ass while to his shock Big T kissed him.
He was held by the big black man as this boy had a tongue thrust into his mouth. He goes to protest and Dion thrusts his tongue inside his mouth both men dominating the teenage white boy. He's then picked up by Big T he's carried to the other private room. While he kicks and shouts he's Straight not Gay the other two rappers laughing as they both followed.
Blake is now stroking and kissing Jays big black cock the sex drug is really taking him over. His little moans and groans filling the room then without warning his head is held now Jay pushed is cock into his mouth. It's so wide Blake chokes but he looked up at Jay and doesn't dare trying to stop him. He sees a dangerous looking black man who's not going to take no for a answer. This thug now fucking Blake's face like a pussy saliva is covering is outfit and face.While Jay now holds him tightly one handed is other hand is smoking a blunt Blake not able to stop it from happening but his cock starts to drip all its precum.
"Now boy dance again and get rid of those shorts and spread those fucking cheeks." jay says sliding his cock out of his throat.
"But I am only here to dance." blubbered blake.
"Just do has your fucking told white boy." jay angrily shouts.
Blake slowly takes off his shorts baring his cock cage and Ass he turns around started to dance. Then a thud Jay spanks is Ass it's now that Blake spreads is Ass cheeks. Jay now stroking his cock that boi pussy is the next target.
Meanwhile Riley is sat on the floor next to the bed with his head tilted back with Ricky sat in his face. In his other two hands a big black cock all eleven inches of Big T a ten inches of Dion's cock. The boy tried to say no but after seeing Dion's gun is argument went quiet. Just like himself muffled inside Ricky's fat black Ass now eating Ass and in both hands two huge black cocks.
"Ricky how's the boys tongue?" asked dion.
"Don't worry about is tongue Dion it's that boi pussy being turned Gay." laughed out Big T.
Riley panicking and kicking unable to make these thugs change their mind. His voice is muffled inside Ricky's Ass crack. Then he's lifted up and dropped onto Ricky's ten inch black cock. The huge head slowly opening up his boi pussy going in without resisting it. Straight boy being turned Gay by a black cock of a thug covered in tattoos. Slowly is boi pussy being impaled on a ten inch big black cock his hands still stroking another two black cocks. Afraid to stop these thugs from taking what they want his boi pussy.
"No please I am Straight no I was told it's just a dancing job." pleads riley while this huge cock enters further.
"Shut up cracker dance on my fucking cock from now boy your pole is my fucking black cock!' shouts ricky slapping his ass.
The more that cock enters it feels so good the hypno videos keep playing in his mind. Riley's cock started dripping the more that he lowers on to the huge black cock. It felt so good pushing up against his prostate he now gets multiple orgasm's without playing with his cock. The other cocks felt so good inside is little white hands stroking them as he bounced on the third cock. Riley's little body a target for the three big black cocks.



Blake is about to be turned Gay this white boy is Straight but not for much longer. He is now up on all fours in the middle of the bed behind him is a huge twelve inches of black cock aiming at his boi pussy.
"Yes now do I have to hit you again white boy arch that back for my cock." shouts jay.
"But please I have a girlfriend I am Straight no I was told it's only dancing!" cried blake as he felt another smack on his ass.
"Yes white boy after tonight you will only be interested in black cocks now do I have to spanking that Ass?" asks jay.
Blake then arched is back allowing the big black cock to rest up against his boi pussy. He then moans has the huge apple sized head enters him slowly parting his little boi pussy. His Ass cheeks covered black and blue in bruises as he tried to resist. Now it's slowly entering the humiliation and the sex drug is having an effect. He slowly pushes back on to it tiny boi pussy opening up for its black owner. Jay is in a rush he pushes another few inches and already seven big inches are inside.
"Fuck yes so fucking good oh yes fuck me." moans blake the cock gaping is boi pussy.
Jay is now going in balls deeply sliding all in slowly the teenage white boy forgetting is girlfriend. His little cock keeps dribbling inside it's cage the big tattooed thug milks his prostate with each thrust. The boys tiny butt feeling Jay's tonned muscular stomach has is balls bounce against that butt. Slow is now turned into hard with the white boy being turned Gay. Ten minutes ago this tiny white boy was pleading not to be fucked. He's now begging for this huge twelve inch black cock even bouncing his boi pussy on to Jay's cock.
"Yes fuck yes fuck me god this black cock it's so fucking good." moans blake.
Back with Riley he's got cum dripping out from is boi pussy as he does Ass to mouth on Ricky's cock. Big T now behind Riley it's time he got another black cock. This boy is also now black owned is cock leaking cum after his hard fucking. Now slurping all the cum and Ass juice off Ricky's cock while he strokes Dions ten inch cock. Both ten inch black cocks take turns fucking is face while the other is stroked. Eleven inches pounds inside his boi pussy with Big T taking is tiny boi pussy at his leisure.
Jay as filled Blake's boi pussy with cum and is now getting his cock cleaned. His butt all covered in bruises but is now a slut for big black cocks. The Straight white boy now all turned Gay and forgets he as a girlfriend.
"Tell Jay who owns you white boy?" asks jay.
"Black cocks own me." answers blake with the huge twelve inch cock dropping out of his mouth.
"Good boy you need more black cocks?' asked jay.
"Yes I want more black cocks." moans out blake stroking jay's cock.
Blake is then led into the nextdoor private room where Dion is fucking Riley is Ass in the air being fucked doggy style. While he as the other two black cocks in both hands. Jay then started to fuck Riley's face sliding in twelve inches of black cock. Blake looks on cock dripping cum into it's cage and boi pussy gaped open full of cum. Jealous that Riley is getting all the attention of four big black cocks. Then Riley gets filled up with streams of cum his boi pussy gaped a huge perfect "O". Cum is bubbling back out of it soon pushed back inside by Jay's twelve inches of black cock.
The room a scene from a Gay porno both of these teenage white boys were straight an hour ago. You wouldn't believe that with all their moaning and begging for big black cocks. Blake is now riding Dions ten inches like a bull a big black bull. Riley still taking Jay's twelve inch doggy style moaning out how much he loves that huge cock. Ricky gets up behind Blake two big black cocks into his boi pussy twenty inches taking it.
"No god no not two please no!" shouts out
blake feeling the second cock enter him.
"Shut it slut open up for my black cock!" ricky tells him.while adding his cock and spanking his little butt.
Has he protests Big T fucks his face three big black cocks inside Blake's holes but his tiny clit keeps on cumming. Riley clit also is dripping it's cum into it's cage these white boys are now Gay no more girls. All black men are going to take their pleasure with both these teenage white sluts.
"Riley who do you belong to?" jay asks with his twelve inch cock power fucking is little boi pussy.
"Black cocks black cocks." moans riley with is eyes rolling in his head.
Blake is full of thirty one inches of big black cocks moaning with twenty inches resizing is tiny boi pussy as Big T's eleven inches of cock face fuck him. The rest of the night is a orgy of black cocks taking boi pussy. The teenage white boys do double Anal with all of these big black cocks. They both eat all of their black Asses do Ass to mouth and worship black cocks each. The black thugs leave them full of cum and holes gaped full of all their superior cum. Pretty dancers all covered in cum and turned Gay from being Straight.
Dave walked into the private room and he can see the boys covered in cum. Both the boys Asses dripping cum gaped open and all covered in bruises.
"Boys do you enjoy?" asked dave.
"Great Dave they're so big!" answers blake.
"Well Blake your girlfriend called looking for you?" says dave.
"What did you tell her Dave?" asks blake.
"That you were busy." replied dave.
"Good Dave I am single now." replies blake.
"Really Blake?" asks dave.
"Yes no more white girls it's all black cocks for me Dave." replied blake.
That night they were dancing for two older black men and both went into the private rooms. Another night of being Queen of Spades.
To be continued...
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I knew I had to see Ethan again but how would I do it without my husband knowing. So I came up with a plan that since I own my hairdressing salon I can come and go without any permission so I decided to meet him while I was at work during the day. I went on for about 2 months like this I would meet him once a week and he would fuck me.
One day my husband decided to surprise me at work and I was suppose to meet Ethan but right then while my husband was in front of me I was getting texts from Ethan asking me if I was on my way. My husband grew suspicious and took my phone and saw all the text messages of me and Ethan. I tried to explain to him it was just a client but as he scrolled up in the texts he read the texts that say how he loves my pussy and can't wait to fuck it again. My husband just took off and was angry. I tried calling him and no answer. I knew I fucked up and didn't want to lose him.
So after a couple of hours he came back home and he said that maybe our marriage is not working out. I told him I was sorry, he asked me why and I simply said: "because you put that in my head. you would watch porn and think of me having sex with a black guy."
He said: "I did I know, but he is white and not black."
I asked him what was the difference?
He told me that he would be worried he would leave me for another white guy.
I told him I would never because I do love him a lot.
So he asked me how long I was sleeping with Ethan.
I told him the truth it was 2 months.
He asked me: "is he is better than me in bed?"
I told him: "it's different."
He wanted to know what that meant.
I said: "sex with him is rougher it's not making love, I need that."
He wanted to know all the details.
I told him I give him blowjobs and swallow. He said: "how come you never swallowed mine."
I told him: "because his cum tastes better than yours. I still want to be with you, but I also want to be with Ethan."
So after much talking and compromising we both decided that we would stay together and I would be allowed to fuck Ethan, but no more than once a week. Also as long as no emotions evolve for both if they do we would stop the relationship. So I was relieved that I did not have to keep it a secret no more. Ethan knew my husband was aware of my infidelities.
So months passed and after some time I just was not having sex with Dan no more. Dan was fine with it as long as I would jerk him off from time to time. After one year and a half of me fucking Ethan with my husband's consent, Ethan gave me bad news and told me he had to stop seeing me because he met a girl he wanted to get married with and she was not into this sort of arrangement. I cried and begged him to please stay with me because I had grown to have feelings for him and never told Dan.
He said if I was single he would married me instead but understood I would never leave Dan because we had a family together.
Dan noticed something was wrong and asked me. I told him that Ethan left me. Dan was very understanding and hugged me. I told him who I was going to fuck now.
Dan was like: "well there is me your loving husband."
I said: "Don't be ridiculous Dan we have not had sex for over a year now and plus I need a real man to fuck me."
Dan said: "why don't you try a black man it was my fantasy to see you get fucked by black man plus I hear they are very good in bed."
I said: "I'm not racist but I don't think I can't ever fuck a black man I'm not attracted to them."
Weeks would pass and Dan would show me interracial porn showing me how beautiful a black man and white girl look like. I had to admit it did look hot and sexy the contrast in color, but I still was not convinced I would do it. After 3 months of sex with my husband and watching interracial porn while we had sex, I felt I was being brainwashed into liking black man, but it worked. I started imagining a black man fucking me hard instead of my husband and long forgot about Ethan. I told my husband Dan I would give it a try, but where would I find a black man to fuck me.
We started posting pics of me online on sites for wife's looking for interracial sex, after one week I got so many replies I had over 100 black man interested. We decided to choose the best looking one with darkest skin and biggest cock, his name was Tyrone. He was 6 foot and a half muscular very black with a 10 inch dick. My husband is 5 feet 11 inches and skinny with a 5 inch dick. So we started by speaking on the phone to get to know each other and we would text. After 3 weeks of getting to know each other I would send naked pics of myself to him and would catch Dan jerking off in the bathroom listening to us talking sexual on the phone. I didn't understand why it would turn him on but I continued, until he wanted to meet me to fuck me. I decided to meet him, but Dan wanted to be present at all times and watch us. Tyrone was fine with that because it was not his first time fulfilling a white couples fantasy of letting a black man in the bedroom.
We decided to meet him at a hotel I was nervous because I never had sex with a black man. When we arrived Tyrone opened the door to his hotel room and we stepped in. He gave me a drink and sat next to him on sofa while Dan sat on a chair across us. Tyrone would run his hands on my legs while we talked and it felt good. He told me to get up because he wanted to see my beautiful body. As he was checking me out he grabbed my ass and said, I was fine white ass meat for black man. He got up started making out with me while grabbing my breast. He then took off my dress and I was standing up with my bra and panties. He kissed every inch of my body and told Dan: "your wife is a hot sexy lady."
Dan thanked him for the compliment. Tyrone took off his clothes and was standing in front of me with his underwear on, but I could see the large bulge. I had to see how big it was, so I went grabbed it and took it out. It was so thick I had a hard time to get my tiny white hands around it. I knelt and started licking it and kissing it, I paused and looked at Dan and winked at him, Dan gave me the approval to keep going. I put it in my mouth but only his head would fit into my mouth because it was so big. I tried to go deeper I had managed to get half in my mouth. It tasted so good and loved his smell.
I gave him head for about 20 minutes which is a record for me, but his dick was like a drug. He lay me down on the bed and started kissing all my body and instantly he began licking my pussy and telling Dan how good my pussy tasted. I looked at Dan and noticed he was stroking his dick while watching us. Dan then proceeds by telling me that he was so proud that I'm finally trying a black man.
I knew it was his fantasy but didn't think that he would be proud that his wife was going to fuck one. Tyrone proceeded by getting on top of me to stick his massive dick in me. Dan stopped him I was like oh here we go I guess he chickened out. Instead Dan told Tyrone he wanted to have the honours of sticking in my vagina the first black cock I ever had. Tyrone agreed so Dan took Tyrone's massive cock in his hands and looked at me and asked me if I was ready for it.
I said: "yes."
He asked me: "how much do you want it."
I said: "a lot."
He then caressed my face with his other hand and kissed me on the lips and stuck Tyrone's big cock in my pussy. I have to admit having your husband in the room watching you have sex with another man is very exciting but having your husband helping you fuck another man is amazing.
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This is a story about a husband that finds is wife has been cheating with a black man.
Themes of- Cheating Wife/ Big Black Cock/ Queen of Spades/ Jack of Spades/ First Time Gay/ Straight to Gay/ Interracial Gay Anal.
This takes place in Miami-
Riley is twenty six and has been married to twenty five year old Brooke for four years.
The story started when Brooke made some new friends in work and spent time with all her new friends. The marriage was fine but then Brooke went out with her new friends cracks appeared in their marriage. Sex was good until then but for the last three weeks there's been nothing. Normally sex every night if not the next night but now she's all distant staying out late. Not letting Riley no where near her since Brooke met all new friends.
Now getting back to Brooke she's five foot eight and hot with a big Ass and 36 D cup breasts. Big blue eyes with shoulder length blonde hair they made a model couple. He being five foot nine and slim very pretty for a white man with a six inch cock. They're a great looking couple Riley pinched himself when his girlfriend Brooke agreed to marry him.
Now he's convinced that his wife has been cheating on him. Brooke is cold and won't talk about why she's distant from him. He's now resigned to the fact there's someone else and they will end up splitting up. Then Brooke starts wearing outfits only stripers and lap dancers would wear. His wife own wife has always dressed classy now there's short skirts and revealing tops. Now she's wearing a new symbol a playing card that looks like a black spade but with a 'Q' that represents Queen inside it.
Riley looks up this sign on goggle it's what women wear to show an attraction to black men and to show availability. Riley really is convinced now that his wife is cheating on him but with a black man Brooke has never had an attraction to black men. Riley is now going to sit Brooke down and demand that she tells him everything. Hopefully there's nobody else it's just something she's going through but he needed answers. Brooke is now walking into the house and Riley now is after answers and won't take no more of her lies.
"Brooke can we sit down and talk?" asked riley.
"Can it wait I need a shower and then later I am off out we can speak later then Riley." broke replies.
"No I need to get things off my chest." riley insists.
"Okay make it quick then." brooke replied.
"Well since you started going out with your new friends you've been distant no sex no nothing now you're wearing that symbol it's to let black men know your interested." says riley angrily.
"Oh you've actually noticed my anklet and my top well your right it does say I have a preference for black men you happy now." replied brooke.
"What the fuck your admitting it that you're leaving me for a black man Brooke." cries riley distraught.
"No please don't be upset let me explain myself please we can get through this Riley please we don't need to separate." brooke replied trying to comfort riley.
"How can we get through this you've never been interested in any black men what has changed Brooke?" asks riley.
"Well this is something I need to get out of my system Riley please let me do this and we can still be together or otherwise we're going to end up divorced." brooke replied.
This left Riley devastated he didn't want to get divorced he loved Brooke. How can it be that it's ended like this what can he do to save their marriage.
"What do you need me to do Brooke I will do anything to save my marriage anything." riley repeats.
"Well my friend Tracey the new girl at work she's got recently divorced her husband found out she cheated with a black man and he's a racist so he threw her out Riley." explained brooke.
"Okay Brooke but what does that do with us and where we are at?" asks riley.
"Well I have been helping her get back on her feet moral support and just being a real good friend then she talked about her own black man Sean and showed me photos I know why her marriage split up Riley." says brooke.
"He's huge down below double compared to you Riley don't take any offence and his stamina is double a white man's, so I went to a all black club with her and met Daddy that's what changed me Riley." then added brooke.
"Fucking Daddy who's that." cries riley.
"Well he's married and forty two six foot two and full of muscles like a huge football player Riley,wow is cock it's like ten inch of thick pleasure that can fucks all night long Riley." gushes brooke.
Riley sat down in disbelief with his head in his hands distraught.
"Say something Riley you wanted to know now you do are you willing to help?" asked brooke.
"Help you do what fuck Daddy." cried out riley.
"Yes fuck Maurice he will be happy to do it in front of you, Daddy said lots of hubby's have accepted it the ones who don't split up he's happily married and is not going to make me leave you, just let me get it out of my system Riley we can move on from this and become stronger." brooke replied.
"Jesus so I let you fuck this Maurice Daddy bloke you don't fucking divorce me simple has that Brooke?" asks riley in disbelief.
"Yes you can watch Daddy said it's normal for supportive Husbands to watch, and a few get involved then become the wife's cuckold Riley." replied brooke.
"What the fucks a cuckold you've planned this all haven't you Brooke how do I know you won't leave me anyway?" asks riley.
"Well yes Daddy planned this to save our marriage Riley he knows how important a happy marriage is, a cuckold is a husband or partner who encourages their other half to have sex while watching sometimes will get involved themselves." replied brooke calmly.
"Get involved wow what the fuck does that mean Brooke?" asks riley.
"It can be simple just by watching maybe holding my hand to encourage me and it's sometimes more physical Riley, you maybe want to fuck me straight after my bull filled me up or eat my Daddy's cum, some of the husbands hold the bulls cocks to the pussy and some learn to clean up the cum off the big black bull cocks." answers brooke.
"Fuck that sounds Gay has fuck Brooke." argues riley.
"No it's not if you loved me you would be happy to support me obviously you don't Riley, so do we just split up like Tracey and her husband did he wouldn't support her to like you Riley." brooke replied angrily.
"No please you can bring Maurice Daddy whatever you call him around here but I just won't do anything Gay Brooke." riley caves in to save his marriage.
"Really Maurice can come here instead of the hotel Riley?" asks brooke excitedly.
"Yes if it will save the marriage Brooke." riley says quietly.
"Yes yes he doesn't want to split us up he's happily married it's just sex to him that's all it's not love Riley, so it's agreed he comes around tonight and you're not going to get mad and jealous Riley?" asks brooke.
"No I promise but don't rub my nose in it and no Gay shit Brooke." riley replies.
"Yes absolutely I love you way too much Riley thank you for being supportive." says brooke.
So they have dinner in silence and Brooke has told Daddy to come around at about 8 o'clock. Brooke then showers and walks in the living room wearing a see through robe that shows everything. Her big braless tits and her big firm Ass separated with a tiny G String high heels a 'Q.O.S' anklet and to Riley's shock the same symbol tattooed on a Ass cheek.
"What you've got yourself a tattoo,when no it's awful Brooke you can't be serious." sobs riley
"Oh shut up stupid it's a temporary tattoo just a wash off one to show Daddy, you're way to jealous should've ordered you one for your Ass with the 'J' inside it." laughs brooke.
"A what a tattoo with a 'J' inside like your Queen of Spades Brooke?" asks riley.
"Yes Google it like you did the Queen of Spades." laughed brooke walking off with her ass on show.
Riley Google's it straight away it means the Jack of Spades symbol. This total opposite of the Queen of Spades it meant a white boy who's into black men or black cocks a bottom for a black top. Riley doesn't know what that means so Goggle's that and was shocked it means the black man fucks the white bottom. So in other words the top is the black cock the bottom is a white Ass.
Then Riley hears the door a loud confident knock he hears his wife call for him to open the door. Standing there at his door is a big black handsome man. Very distinguished gentleman with a smart suit and muscles of a football player. Going a little grey on top but Riley could imagine what Brooke seen in this black man.
"You going to let me in boy?" asks maurice.
"Yes sorry come in please." replied riley.
"Hello I am Maurice your wife said it's cool for me to come around you cool as well?" asks maurice.
"Yes I suppose so she did say Daddy was coming around she's upstairs waiting for you." replied riley quietly.
"Aren't you joining us Riley, it is Riley yes?" asks maurice.
"No I will wait downstairs if you don't mind." answers riley all despondently.
Then Riley watched the big black man go upstairs to his wife leaving him downstairs all by himself.
" Your sure hubby is cool Brooke if he gets involved the better fir the relationship." says daddy.
"Yeah he wants to save his marriage he's cool just going to take time Daddy." replies brooke.
"Well the quicker Riley accepts his fate the better Brooke and you're right he would be a very pretty girl hopefully you can really convince him to give himself to me?" asks daddy.
"Yes Daddy I have mentioned the Jack of Spades and he was googling it earlier he's willing to do anything to save his marriage." reassures brooke.
"Good having the both of you in one night or together would be great, now get up on all fours lets make him listen to how I fuck." daddy says.
Riley for the next four hours to midnight he hears all the noise upstairs. The bed rocks the mattress squeaking constantly whilst is wife screams and moans out in lust. Crying Daddy fuck me over and over again is wife has never ever been vocal with himself. He now half asleep on a chair when Riley then looks up to see Maurice stood there.
"Thank you Riley for being understanding she's waiting for you upstairs, see you in two days time." maurice says.
Riley then goes upstairs to bed and Brooke is laying there nude with cum dripping out of both holes. Both her pussy and Arsehole is gaping wide dripping cum in to the bed.
"Hi baby you want to clean the cum out of my holes?" asks brooke.
"No that's disgusting I let him fuck you isn't that enough." replied riley.
"No you should get more involved Daddy insists it will make us closer Riley." replies brooke.
"No chance." replied riley getting into bed.
His wife rolls over and cuddles up to him all her Daddy's cum drips onto him. Brooke is now without warning kisses him really slow and passionately. Transfering some liquid inside his mouth and not stopping the kiss until he swallowed the liquid.
"What the fuck was that Brooke." screams riley when the kiss stopped.
"Daddy's cum delicious isn't baby." replies brooke.
Riley cries himself to sleep hearing his wife laughing next to him. The following day the atmosphere is no different but Riley is not going to rock the boat. He decided to let it play out hopefully is wife will see sense. It's now that he googled Jack of Spades again and while he was alone he watched lots of videos. Every one was an pretty white boy all taking big black cocks. It was something he has never ever thought about but now it looked really good to him. He wouldn't tell is wife or Maurice about what he's watched no way would he.
The following day Brooke showered shows Riley her freshly shaved pussy. They both get ready for Brooke's black Daddy to get to their house. Brooke just wears her high heels and another G String between her fat Ass cheeks.
"Hubby are you going to make an effort or appearance tonight he's cool with you." says brooke.
"No I am happy keeping out of it all love." replies riley.
"Aren't you a little curious to see how good my Daddy fucks me love?" asks brooke.
"No not my thing Brooke." replies riley.
"You sure it's not your thing did you look up the Jack of Spades?" asked brooke.
"Yeah it's some Gay shit Brooke not that normal." laugh's riley.
"Well Daddy said lots of white men and boys happily sleep with black men." replied brooke.
"Well their just Gay then Brooke." replies riley.
"No Riley lots of these are happily married and want to be involved with their wife's." replied brooke.
"No way what are you trying to say then Brooke." replied riley.
"Nothing baby but if you and Daddy got it on you wouldn't be Gay." replied brooke.
Then a knock at the door Daddy is coming to fuck Riley's wife again.
"Baby welcome Daddy and tell him I am waiting in the marital bed for him." says brooke.
Riley opens the door and Maurice stands there looking everything that Brooke was talking about non stop.
"Come in Daddy wife's in the marital bed waiting for you." says riley.
"Good boy,that sounds so hot you calling me Daddy you coming up tonight I won't mind you watching." daddy says.
"No way,I am not a boy Daddy I am twenty six but it's not my thing." replied riley.
"Well you look very pretty for a twenty six year old Riley, if you change your mind you are welcome to join us." says daddy.
Now for the first time Riley got hard looking at Daddy walking up the stairs his he Gay!
Then within minutes the bed stars to rock and the mattress squeaking loudly. Brooke is screaming and moaning loudly while she keeps talking nasty. 'Daddy fuck my Ass so big Daddy yes so fucking big'. Riley sitting down stairs listening wondering should he see what the fuss was all about. But no he resisted temptation and watched television waiting for them to finish. Upstairs Daddy is in need of some information from Brooke.
"Has Riley looked up the Jack of Spades or we're going to need him getting involved, he's exactly has you described he will look so pretty dressed up Brooke." says daddy.
"Yeah I would like to dress him up just like a slut for you Daddy it's only a matter of time." replies brooke.
Then Daddy leaves Brooke leaking his cum onto the bed before catching Riley on the way out.
"Hey Chucky boy cleaning duties for you upstairs." laughs daddy.
Riley goes upstairs and finds Brooke laying on her front with her Arse facing him. When he walked into the bedroom Brooke gets in doggy style position both holes gaped. The holes are full of Daddy's thick cum bubbles form at her gaped open wide 'O' Arsehole.
"Come in hubby eat up it's fresh cream for you come on you said you would support me!" laugh's brooke shaking her ass.
"No that's just sick Brooke." replied riley.
"Well you drunk it two days ago and didn't complain why can't you support me at least try Riley." says brooke.
Then Riley shakes is head and gets inside their bed Brooke tried to feed him some of Daddy's cum but he rolled over and went to sleep.
The following night a knock at the door her Daddy has turned up out of the blue. Riley lets Daddy in and decides tonight he would watch from the hallway. Within minutes his wife is on all fours and Riley watched from the hallway there's a crack in the door. The husband is shocked how big Daddy's cock is at least maybe double his six inches. It's soon sliding into Brooke and without Riley even touching himself he cums inside his boxer shorts. The first time he's orgasmed ever without touching himself just watching that huge cock enter his wife.
After four hours of hard fucking Daddy has left and again he's offered to clean up the mess and declined.
Two days later Daddy is due again and his wife showered and then walked into their living room. Her large nipple's have been pierced with little rings her naval pierced as well. G String right up inside her big Ass and Riley just stares at his wife.
"Like them Riley I had them pierced for my Daddy?" asks brooke.
"You look a right slut what's happening to you Brooke." replied riley.
"Look Riley you were up for it rather than get divorced you should be grateful, I was going to have a 'Queen of Spades' tattoo on my Ass." replied brooke.
Then a knock at their door stopped all of the arguments.
"Let in Daddy hubby send him up to me." replies brooke.
Ripley opens up the front door and lets his wife's lover black Daddy in.
"You watching again tonight Riley from the hallway great show yes boy?" asks daddy.
"I don't know what you're on about Daddy.' replies riley.
"Yes you do but don't worry me and Brooke are cool with you watching there's a chair in the room for you." says daddy.
Riley quietly declined and started listening to the fucking from the bedroom. Riley has now decided to watch from the crack in the door again. Same as yesterday Riley cums inside his boxers without touching himself again just by looking at Daddy's huge black cock. Then he drifted away downstairs and listened to another three hours fucking. It's the same has before Daddy leaves and his wife asks Riley to eat the cum out of both of her holes again. He's really tempted but doesn't want to feel he's Gay.
The following day Daddy was due to visit again and they were talking before he gets there.
"Look Riley just pull up a chair and watch it will make me really happy." says brooke.
"Well won't it look like I am Gay though." replied riley.
"No nonsense your not Gay your married but what happens behind closed doors is for only us, who cares what anybody else thinks." replied brooke.
"Well really what if something happens in the bedroom Brooke?" asked riley.
"I want you and Daddy to get together it will be really hot Riley, I couldn't care who else knows what we all get up to." replied brooke.
There was a silence and then a knock at the door Daddy as arrived stopping all their conversation.
Brooke goes upstairs and tonight it will be totally different. Riley is going to watch and maybe get a little involved tonight.
"Come in Daddy shall we go upstairs to the bedroom." says riley.
"Yes white boy lead me up to your marital bed." replied daddy.
Riley leads Daddy up to his wife while her black Daddy looks at the white mans Ass.
"Riley sweetheart take a seat love and see why I want Daddy visiting me."says brooke.
Then Brooke layed me back and spreads her legs widely Riley held her hand as her black Daddy got between her thighs. Then watched closely while Daddy's huge black cock slowly enters his wife. Within minutes there's no gentleness just hard raw fucking the bed rocking and rattling. Brooke now is squeezing is hand really tightly her eyes all glazed over moaning out in lust. Daddy has given Riley a show he will never forget his cock pulling out and plunging back inside her tight pussy.
Brooke leaves his hand go has she now is wrapping her legs and arms around Daddy. Riley can't keep his eyes off Daddy's cock just seeing it makes his own cock grow. He then groaned in front of his wife and Daddy his cock cums into his boxers.
"Brooke your hubby can't control himself is cock needs caging." daddy says while he's fucking his wife.
"Yes he never lasted long with me not like you Daddy two minutes and he's done." sighs brooke while being fucked.
"Come on you two I am still here don't you both know." moans riley.
He then witnessed Daddy's cock pulsing as it cum deeply inside his wife's womb. Spurt after spurt emptying deeply into his wife for a few minutes then he pulled out. Still huge still rock hard dripping all his wife's creamy juices and covered in his thick cum. It was a thing of beauty to Riley a gods cock and it made his cock again cum inside is boxers again without touching himself. Riley goes to get up and leave and Daddy noticed him getting ready to leave.


"Riley just a last job to please your Daddy and I am sure your wife?" asks daddy.
"What Daddy I have thing's to do." replied riley.
"What things change your pants Riley." daddy laughed and this was followed by his wife.
His wife was now up on all fours and black Daddy squirts some oil into her Arse then adds a finger gaping her tight Arsehole.
"Last job Riley please help me put my cock into your wife's Arsehole." asked daddy.
"You what you can't be real." cries riley.
"Yes please Riley that would be so hot can you do that for my Daddy I would love you more than ever please." begs brooke.
"Okay but this goes no further please you can't tell anyone both of you." says riley.
"Promise hubby my lips are sealed." says brooke.
"Yes Riley I just want the both of you happy married." replied daddy.
Daddy then gets up behind Brooke aiming at her tiny butthole. Then Riley picks up the huge snake Daddy calls a cock and placed it too Brooke's Arsehole. The big weight of the cock and the feel made Riley groan has his cock shoots again in is boxers. He then hurried away embarrassed but couldn't get the size and feel of that cock out of is mind is he Gay!
He then played openly with his cock while Daddy fucked his wife over the next three hours. The bed making as much noise has is wife's screaming. Then Daddy kissed his wife goodnight said more training for her hubby tomorrow night. Before leaving he's having a last word with Riley to thank him.
"Riley thank you for tonight you're really so helpful and it puts your wife at ease she is madly in love with you." daddy says then he watches him walk away.
Then up to bed his wife Brooke is again on her back both holes leaking out cum.
"Hi sweetheart you know what I am going to say don't you Riley could you clean out my holes Daddy said it will bring us closer together?" asks brooke holding her pussy lips wide open.
"Yes sure nobody will know it's our secret love." replies riley.
He then gets down now between her wide open thighs. She holds his head tightly has he lapped both her holes clean of copious amount of Daddy's cum. Spurred on by his wife's moaning and groaning with each big nasty cum filled lick.
"Yes eat it all Daddy says couples who play together stay together." moans brooke.
That night they fell asleep together with is wife now convinced that her hubby will be soon her Daddy's property just like what he has asked for.
The following day she allows Riley sex first time since Daddy started visiting. It felt way to good really good and much looser than he could remember but after a minute he moans and cums inside his wife.
"That was nice wasn't Riley if you keep my Daddy happy you will get more sex do you understand." says brooke not telling him who the sex was going to be with.
"Yes really love his Daddy coming over, if he wants I am willing to get more involved it makes sense." replied riley.
"Good he wants you to get involved to it's how our marriage will get stronger." brooke replied.
That night Brooke showered then shaved her pussy ready for Daddy. She then called out for Riley to help her get ready for black Daddy. He come running and she looked hot so hot her Ass big and firm. A G String lost inside it and a 'Q.O.S' anklet on her leg. Brooke's breasts big and firm with her very big pierced nipple's.
"Sweetheart can you put on my temporary Queen of Spades tattoos Daddy likes the idea that I am black only, did you ever get to read up on the Jack of Spades hubby?" asked brooke.
"Yes Brooke it's when a white man or boy becomes black only." replied riley attaching the temporary tattoo on her ass.
"What does that mean exactly is that all it says Riley?" asked brooke.
"No the white person is the bottom and the black man is always the top love." answers riley.
"That still doesn't make sense love to me." replies brooke knowing exactly what it does mean.
"Well the black man fucks the white man." blurts out riley.
"Wow that's really hot Riley, that makes me really wet thinking about you and Daddy." gasps out brooke.
"Not happening I am not Gay." replied riley.
Then a knock at the door Daddy again has turned up interrupting their conversation.
"Come in Daddy I will help again tonight if you wish." says riley.
"Yes you need to participate it will help you to stay happy in your marriage." replied his black daddy.
Then he takes Riley's hand and leads him up to the bedroom. Riley doesn't protest is more than happy to hold the old big black mans hand. His wife laying on her back on the bed with her legs spread widely. Daddy gets between her legs and goes to enter is wife with his huge black cock.
"Riley could you help me and place it into your wife again?" asks daddy.
Riley hesitated and looks at his wife for her guidance.
"Yes honey you did promise to get more involved be a sweetheart and help Daddy." moans out brooke.
Now Riley holds Daddy's huge black cock and placed it up against his wife's pussy. It then slides in ten inches of thick hard black cock he didn't want to leave go it felt so good inside his hand. Riley sighed and cum inside his boxers again and doesn't hide it. Now Daddy is really fucking his wife in and out harder faster bed rocking. Mattress is squeaking with each hard thrust then with a last thrust Daddy cums deep into Brooke coating her womb and pussy with cum. The cock pulls out and a big load of cum is now waiting to be eat all up.
"Go on Riley clean your wife I heard you're really good at cleaning up my cum." daddy says.
"Yes love please clean it all up remember it was delicious last night please Riley." begs brooke.
This makes Riley forget about anything all he wants is to please them both. He starts to lap up Daddy's delicious cum with both of their encouragement. He cums again not caring if they knew it was so nasty but felt so good. Straight away Daddy puts Brooke up on all fours and again he holds his cock into her pussy. Then he watches before it's his turn to clean up her pussy once again it was delicious. After a brief few minutes his Daddy is ready to fuck his wife again.
"Riley hold my cock to your wife's Arsehole, yes good boy like that feels good doesn't it white boy?" asks daddy
"Yes Daddy it feels really good." admitted riley.
He watched Daddy fuck his wife's Arsehole from the chair but Daddy had other plans.
"Riley come closer you need to see how it opens up easily for black cock."daddy says.
He know places is head on her Ass cheeks to watch then it pops out next to him.
"Yes white boy smell that black cock it's a real mans cock, yes like that boy now place it back inside her." moans daddy.
Riley puts it back inside Brooke after he blatantly smelt is black cock. Then watches the cock fuck the hole he's never fucked in all his years of marriage.
"Look boy at her Queen of Spades tattoo it means she belongs to black cock not little tiny white cocks tell me boy who she now belongs too?" asked daddy.
"You Daddy your cock keeps her happy." sighed riley.
"Yes love I belong to Daddy he makes me happy." moans brooke loudly.
"Now boy your Daddy could make you also happy you want to be happy don't you, yes I know you want to be happy, you get a Jack of Spades tattoo boy." moans daddy.
"Yes Daddy I want to be happy." sighed out riley.
Watching his wife get fucked by that huge black cock and now thinking this could be him. The thought makes him cum again in to his boxers and Daddy cums pulling out and spraying cum over Riley's face. Riley is happy now opening his mouth to swallow all the cum and ends up sucking Daddy's cock clean with his wife watching.
"Wow that's so fucking hot I want to watch more of my hubby with a black cock." moans brooke.
"That's enough for one night Brooke I have left you some instructions get him ready for me tomorrow his training then begins." daddy replied.
Daddy gives his instructions for Riley to his wife and leaves them both to prepare for her husband's training.
The following day has instructed Brooke is showering Riley cleaning him all over then she strokes his cock till it cums. Then all of hubby's body and private hair is shaved off before she shocked him. Riley is shocked is wife has attached a cock cage to cage is tiny little cock. Then she paints is nails it's now a black butt plug slid into is virgin Ass. Then a black G String and pink stockings and suspender belt with a pink mini dress. No heels he won't be walking anywhere it's now followed by makeup lipstick and his hair brushed girly. Brooke was impressed her husband could pass has a little girl.
"Wow Daddy's going to love you Riley." says brooke.
"But I don't know if I can go through with it, I am not Gay love." moans riley.
"It's not Gay Riley your married to me, and who will know it's our secret, please keep Daddy happy, it will also make me happy." brooke replied.
"But I will know, he's huge I won't be able to take that black cock." replied riley.
"I can take it, relax Riley it feels really good inside your Ass, it will make me so horny if I am a Queen of Spades you will be a Jack of Spades baby." reassured brooke.
Then both look up at the clock and Daddy is right on time with a knock at the door. It's opened by Brooke this time and they both shared a passionate kiss.
"Is Riley ready for me did you follow all my instructions?" asked daddy.
"Yes Daddy all of your instructions." brooke replied.
"The butt plug and the cock cage?" asked daddy.
"Yes and all hairs are shaved he looks like you said a very pretty girl." replies brooke.
Then Riley walks to the front door from the living room and Daddy is blown away.
"I can hear everything you two." riley says.
"Yes pretty boy now let's go up to your marital bed, please Brooke give me some time don't want to scare him do we." daddy replied.
"Yes I understand, you both need to get aquatinted with eachother." replies brooke.
Daddy's large black hand leading up Riley with his much smaller white hand up to the marital bedroom. Then whilst Riley sits and watched Daddy starts to strip off the huge anticipation makes Riley's cock grow inside his cage. Daddy's cock looks bigger there's something new on is cock that Riley as not seen before.
"Like that pretty white boy?" asked daddy.
"Yes Daddy what is it your cock looks much bigger." replied riley.
"It's a cock ring Riley it keeps my cock hard and stops it cumming too soon, but it's still only ten inches white boy." explains daddy.
"Ten inches that's massive Daddy it's about double my cock, go easy on me Daddy." sigh's riley.
"Don't worry your pussy will stretch around it boy, now show me that cage and your butt plug." orders daddy.
Riley lifts the hem of his pink dress shows Daddy his cock cage. Before he's spinning around to show Daddy is little butt. Framed in pink stockings and suspender belt that is making his Ass look hot for Daddy. Then is black G String is moved to one side shows Daddy is Arsehole stuffed with a black butt plug.
"Come here Riley, yes good boy lift up your arms good boy." daddy says lifting up his pink dress and discarding it.
Now Riley is towered over by is huge black Daddy just wearing his lingerie. Looking at that huge black cock he can understand is wife wanting it. He's Straight and he wants it so badly his cock doesn't stop dripping into it's cage.
"Look up at Daddy, yes now stroke that big black cock feel it's power white boy."
Riley sighed and started to stroke Daddy's huge black cock. He moans when it starts to throb inside his little hand he's then real slowly and gently pushed into is knees. It's now next to is face he can smell it and feel it's heat and then strokes it up and down. It was now starting to drip it's clear precum it makes Riley's mouth water.
"Lick it up Riley you know you want to, yes good boy suck it all off, god you look really pretty boy, look at your arm it's the same as my cock." daddy softly tells him.
Groaning and moaning Daddy's precum is tasty just like the cum he's eat the previous two days. Still stroking it amazed how huge it looks inside his little hands.
"Now while stroking white boy kiss the big head, yes nice and gently boy, good boy more spit your a natural." moans daddy.
Riley is now kissing the huge black head all over it and now adding all his spit. Dripping down to his balls covering it in all the boys spit and saliva. Riley is sticking his tongue into Daddy's Japs eye licking out it's tasty precum. Now strands of spit and saliva are dripping all over Daddy's cock and down is face covering his pink stockings.
"Riley you love my black cock more than your wife, your sure it's your first time with a man?" asks daddy.
"Yes Daddy it's my first time please believe me, I only allowed this to happen because I was afraid of losing my wife, that changed recently." pleads riley.
"What Riley changed recently?" asks daddy softly.
"Your cock changed everything." riley now replied.
"My cock why Riley?" asks daddy.
"It's the biggest cock I have seen it looked so good fucking my wife, the cum tasted so yummy and then I put it in my mouth that is why I am stroking your black cock I need it please turn me Gay." pleads riley.
"Yes you will soon be turned white boy, I want to take turns with you and your wife every other day you understand?" asks daddy.
"Yes Daddy I want to serve your cock." replied riley.
"Good now suck the head like bubble gum make big bubbles over it Riley." orders daddy.
Riley now opens his mouth wide taking his Daddy's head into his mouth. Now sucking it and covering it in big saliva bubbles that pop all over it's huge head. Covering all of Daddy's jap eye in all his saliva bubbles.
"Now Riley Daddy's going to start fucking your mouth and your throat relax breathe through your nose." says daddy.
Then Daddy holds the back of Riley's head and slowly slides into his mouth. Then real slowly slipping into his throat has it started to face fuck him. Nice and slowly not going to scare him but with each push more cock enters the back of his throat. Now Riley is choking on eight inches of Daddy's cock is eyes watering but loves the taste of Daddy that cock is an aphrodisiac. Another push his remaining two inches slides into Riley's throat causing him to panic. Choking and kicking trying to breathe with Daddy's cock inside his throat filling up all his mouth.
"Breathe through your nose Riley, yes just like that your doing really good, now your face is going to get properly fucked don't panic relax your reward will be drinking all my delicious cum." daddy says with his big balls resting on riley's chin.
Then gently to start before slowly speeding up his sliding out then back in. In and out of Riley's throat it goes slowly at first his big balls gently slapping his chin. Now Daddy is looking down at the pretty white boy his lips wrapped around his cock sucking it in deeply. This boy only a week ago wouldn't even watch now he's dressed all pretty. His pink stockings and suspender belt frame is little caged cock which could never keep is wife happy again. He will find out now that he's accepted his fate that is cage stays on at all times. Both husband and his wife will get permanent tattoos to keep their Daddy happy. Riley Jack of Spades and Brooke is going to be tattooed Queen of Spades. He has plenty of friends and family who would all like to spend time with wife and the very pretty husband.
Now this white boy is taking a really hard deep face fucking all gentleness gone. He is here for one purpose to serve his Daddy and Daddy's huge black cock. In then out harder then faster the only sounds from the bedroom is sucking sounds and gagging. It won't be long the boy will be drinking cum from the source directly down his throat. It now speeds up full on face fucking his face just like he watched his wife get fucked. He then hears Daddy moan and the first spurts of cum hit the back of his throat now going straight into his stomach. He then withdrew and the next two spurts filled up his mouth.
Then a huge blast of cum fired straight at is caged cock so much cum it dripped onto is pink silky stockings. One more blast and it once again covers his caged cock this was too much for Riley. His own cock that drips constantly into the cage shot it's load now it gets mixed with his Daddy's much bigger cum load.
"Good boy my cum owns your cock, yes tell me who owns your little white cock?" asks daddy.
"Your superior bigger black cock owns my little white cock Daddy." moans out riley as the last of his cum dripped out.
"Yes all black cocks are superior if I bring you more you will serve them too Riley." orders daddy.
"Yes Daddy I just want to please you." riley admits.
"Now up on to all fours, yes arch that back like you wife Riley." replied daddy.
Then he gets up behind the white boys Ass and spanks his little butt. Then slowly takes out the huge black butt plug gaping his tiny little Arsehole. Riley uses is Ass muscle too wink it open and closed for Daddy. Daddy is standing a little back watching the show of desperation this boy will do anything to receive his black cock. But today is just the very start he will soon service two three or more black cocks at once. Daddy imagines the pretty white boy with a cock in each of his little hands one in his mouth another in his boi pussy. God that Ass needs to be full of black cocks it's framed perfectly with his pink suspender belt and stockings. He can then see the boys cock cage dripping cum is it all Daddy's or the white slut.
He now spreads is tiny Ass cheeks wide to now feed him black cock. The huge head is struggling but with the boy screaming is cock forces it way inside. His wife Brooke is concerned she as never heard her Riley screaming like that before. Should Brooke go to his rescue but Daddy has told her to wait and she will not upset him. Daddy now pushed in five thick pulsing black inches it then without warning withdrew. Leaving his boi pussy gaped wide open 'O' winking at it's owners huge black cock.
"Please Daddy put it back inside, please it needs it badly please I beg." moans riley.
"What needs it white boy?" asks daddy.
"My Ass Daddy please give me that cock." begs riley.
"No it's now called your boi pussy, from this day your cage stays on and you will dress like a slut to service black cocks, do you understand Riley multiple black cocks." replied daddy firmly.
"Yes Daddy boi pussy my cage stays on at all times and I will dress like a slut for you." moans riley desperate for daddy's cock.
"Who else white boy multiple black cocks." replies daddy.
"Yes all your fucking black friends loads of huge black cocks please fuck me Daddy." riley moans and shoots cum into it's cage.
"Good white boy soon you will be a fully experienced Jack of Spades your body will take so many black cocks." replied dad
Then looking down at is suspender framed little white butt is huge black cock slowly enters Riley's boi pussy. With a big scream of joy he pushes back onto Daddy's cock it felt so good. He felt so full and contented is tight boi pussy being resized to accept is Daddy's huge black cock. In and out Daddy pounds the same noises the bed made has Brooke was being fucked is now all being heard. Brooke hears her husband's scream but also moans of joy fill the house. She is brought back to her very first time after the initial pain it soon turned into pleasure. Her husband is now taken more of Daddy's big black cock eight inches plow into his tight boi pussy.
In and out Riley's gaped boi pussy milking Daddy's huge black cock. Brooke now can hear the way her husband moaned just like herself loving Daddy's black cock. Then it's the bed she started to feel sorry for did the bed make them sounds when Daddy fucks both of her holes. Then it's Riley's turn now to talk like a nasty dirty slut loudly for all to hear his love of black cocks.


"Fuck yes gape my pussy Daddy, it's so big so fucking big, god black cock is so good yes so fucking huge." moans daddy over and over pushing back on daddy's cock.
Daddy fucking away building up to a huge orgasm inside Riley's gaping boi pussy. His tight boi pussy milking Daddy's cock to it's orgasm. Then while Riley was claiming his total love and his conversion to huge black cocks Daddy starts to moan. Then his huge black cock spurts into Riley one big spurt is followed by another. Riley's boi pussy filling up with Daddy's hot cum as it coates all his bowels. Daddy pulled out and looked into is gaping wide 'O' boi pussy full of his cum it starts to bubble and drip out. Daddy then grabs a glass and catches some if is cum to be used for later!
Now Daddy puts his cock near Riley's face he instinctively starts to stroke and kiss it's huge length all over. Shocked how hard it remains ready to keep fucking while Riley is doing Ass to mouth. Then Daddy goes to walk away leaving him needing more of his huge monster black cock.
"Daddy don't you want to keep fucking my boi pussy it's empty without your cock?" asked riley looking up at him longingly.
"Well that depends how nasty your going be for me Riley." replied daddy.
"Daddy I will do anything." sigh's riley.
"Anything well you eat my Ass little Riley I then put my cock back inside your pussy." replies daddy.
Riley was happy to do anything if that's the only way to get Daddy's black cock inside is boi pussy again. He dropped behind his Daddy's black Ass held both cheeks widely apart. Then placed his face into is Daddy's musky sweaty black Ass crack and smelt it much to Daddy's delight. Then laps up and down the entire crack still holding his Arse cheeks wide apart.
"You've done this before maybe for your wife but your a natural Riley, now tongue in my Ass, yes deeply like that.'" sighed out daddy.
Encouraged by Daddy's words he rims his Daddy's Ass for ages going so deeply with each lick. Daddy gets up onto the bed on is back cock erected pointed up towards the ceiling. Riley doesn't need an invitation he straddles Daddy groin lowering is tight boi pussy down. Slipping ten inches of Daddy's big black cock inside him looking in is eyes with lust. The huge head and a few inches slipped in so easily this time. His boi pussy was made for huge black cocks Riley was having so much fun. Why should Brooke be having all those orgasm's Riley thought has he bounced on Daddy's cock. His cock not having it's only orgasm but he can't stop it from cumming. Every time he bounces it's touching against his prostate causing cum to drip into his cage.
"Yes ride your black bull Riley." moans out daddy.
"Yes Daddy so fucking big, what a huge bull cock, yes ride my huge black bull." moaned riley over and over.
Riley now feels Daddy go rigid inside is boi pussy before flooding it all with the second big load of cum. Spurt after spurt shooting up into Riley's bowels filling up the white boys gaping wide 'O' boi pussy. The boy is now so full and happy but knows Daddy is ready for more and Riley wants to serve his black Daddy.
"Brooke here come now I need you to see this for yourself." shouts loudly daddy.
Brooke walked upstairs to their own marital bedroom and her husband is different. He's between Daddy's thighs stroking and also cleaning his huge black cock. His Arsehole is gaping wide 'O' open dripping out all of his Daddy's cum. There's a look she's never seen in all her years of marriage a look that says he will do what ever Daddy wanted.
"Brooke just in time to see your husband under my total command." explains daddy.
"Really that I would like too see he was not that cooperative a few days ago Daddy." replied brooke looking at her husband.
"Tell your wife what you did before riding your black bull cock Riley." says daddy.
"I eat your Ass Daddy." Whispers riley.
"Wow really but he's does that good for me Daddy he's a Ass boy aren't you Riley." laughed brooke.
"Please Brooke don't rub it in any more." frets riley.
"Yes tell Daddy about your cage and what your going to do with my friends Riley."
"Daddy my white cock is tiny it stays inside it's cage, I will dress like a girly slut, my life is to become a Jack of Spades and serve all superior black cocks." replied riley with no care his wife hears what he confessed.
"Jesus I can't believe one night with you is able to make my Riley act like this." replied brooke shocked but now wet between her thighs her pussy dripping it's cum thinking about her hubby with loads of black cocks.
"Now Riley your Daddy needs a piss before more fucking of your boi pussy, will you be willing to drink Daddy's piss white boy."
"No Daddy that's too nasty." refuses riley.
"Okay no more cock ever again Riley." replied daddy.
"That's blackmail Daddy." complains riley.
"No Riley I want to see that too serve your Daddy just like he asked." replied brooke.
Riley is beat even his wife wouldn't stick up for him he then kneeled in front of Daddy. Opens his mouth wide while Daddy shows great skill in controlling the flow of his piss a few sprays and he watches Riley drink it down. Then a few more then he grabs the glass with cum from earlier and filled it to the brim with piss. Now Riley drinks up his glass full of piss and cum pleasing Daddy and shocking Brooke.
The rest of the night Riley was fucked in so many styles Daddy's being doggy style. His wife Brooke was missionary style whilst her Ass sat on top of his face while being deep fucked inside his tight boi pussy.
To be continued....???
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This is the second part of a story about an husband that found out his wife has been cheating with a black man. He learned to accept it for his marriage and eventually he joined in leading to his own Ass taking big black cock.
Themes of- Slut Wife/ Big Black Cocks/ Queen of Spades/ Jack of Spades/ Tattoos/ Cuckold/ Interracial Gay Anal.
This takes place in Miami-
The couple are now both taking turns with their black Daddy Maurice a forty two year old black addonis. Maurice's wife is even a willing member has she encouraged her own husband to own the couple. The white couple in question is Riley a twenty six year old petite pretty boy who's now dressing to impress his black Daddy. His wife Brooke a twenty five year old pretty blonde with big blue eyes a fat Ass with a 36 D cup breasts so both of them make a great couple for a black Daddy to own. Both are smaller than Maurice with Riley being five foot nine and Brooke being five foot eight both beautiful to look at with Riley now wears a pink cock cage and regularly keeps a butt plug deep inside his pussy.
Maurice spent yesterday with Brooke and Riley doing his cuckold duties. He sucked Daddy's cock before placing it into her tiny holes and then eat cum four times three of the loads from is wife's pussy then one big load out of her gaping Arsehole. Tonight it was Riley's turn to look after Daddy his wife is going to do pick out his lingerie and then apply makeup for Daddy.
Brooke picked out a white mini skirt with a black crop top and white holdup tights. She then gets some white heels and white satin open backed panties. Brooke then applied Riley's makeup and after he give her a twirl she's very impressed.
"Wow if I was a bloke I would fuck you too Riley."
"Well remove my cage, we can fuck now Brooke it's been a while."
"No rules are rules hubby Daddy wants you permanent caged says to makes you more trainable or something like that."
"Come on we're married Daddy won't even know Brooke, you look so hot taking cock all the time why can't your hubby fuck you!"
"Well I look hot because that cock is huge and black Riley, I will know if we fuck but Daddy says no so ask him later."
"No I don't want to rock the boat, he might not want me anymore if I try to break all his rules Brooke."
"Well Daddy wants me now to replace this temporary 'Q.O.S' tattoo, he wants me to get a permanent one, what you reckon on my ankle breasts pussy or my fat Ass Riley."
"Ass it's more hidden away then."
"Liar you like seeing it on my fat Arse, with a black only tattoo showing you whose my owner." laugh's brooke.
"Okay I might have the 'J.O.S' on my Arse, you okay with that I could go with you?"
"If Daddy tells you yes, you will have no choice it's just to keep him happy Riley."
"Daddy wants me to have more huge black cocks, Brooke would you also be happy with that?"
"Yes that sounds hot hope you get a black cock in every hand and hole Riley."
"You sound like him Brooke."
Then both looked up at the clock Daddy is due shortly Brooke goes to the door to let him in wanting to make out with him again. Daddy turns up on time passionately kisses the wife at the door. She undoes is leather belt dropping to her knees for his cock.
"No Brooke it's hubby who's getting cock tonight."
"But you let him suck your cock when your fucking me."
"No that's his chucky duties you know that it made him accept my black cock."
"But Daddy I need your cock so badly."
"Oh sorry Brooke I won't be able to visit you tomorrow I have other things to do."
"Fucking what Daddy you can turn up for my fucking husband and not me!" brooke angrily replied.
"Calm down I have a substitute my nephew Dwayne he's eighteen and packing make sure hubby does his cuckold duties."
"How much is he packing Daddy?"
"Eleven inches so he says Brooke."
"Wow you blacks are so fucking big."
"It's genetic Brooke is hubby dressed up for me?"
"Yes Daddy in white stockings and little tiny skirt still wearing his butt plug, wanted me to take off is cage earlier for sex."
"NO IT STAYS ON THE ONLY SEX HUBBY NOW GETS IS WITH BLACK COCKS."
"Yes I told him no perhaps Dwayne could visit him shortly as well Daddy?"
"He will and my Brother Sean, Dwayne's Dad by the end of the week!"
Then Daddy goes to the marital bedroom to find Riley he looks amazing. He really is able to pass as a girl petite body and really pretty looking. Brooke has fixed is hair and applied his makeup Riley looks hotter than half the women Daddy's being fucking over the years. They both make such a sexy hot couple Daddy bets they could easily get themselves another black Daddy. So now it will be up to him to keep things sexy inside the bedroom. Boy does he have plans for the both of them and black cocks wanting a piece of their Asses.
"Wow don't you look hot Riley." daddy says stripping off to just the cock ring again.
"You look way hotter Daddy."
"No you flatter me Riley give Daddy a twirl, yes like that now lift that skirt, your cock is looking great caged, now bend at the waist hold your calf's."
Riley lifts the hem of his skirt shows Daddy is caged cock before turning around. Then Riley bends at the waist legs slightly parted to show Daddy his little butt. Has Riley bent it parted his cheeks the open backed white panties showing his black butt plug. Firmly wedged inside his boi pussy while holding on to his stocking covered ankles. Daddy's cock throbs and started to drip out it's pre cum whilst Daddy started to stroke is cock. This boys Arse is going to keep a lot of his family and friends happy.
"Daddy like this is my outfit good enough for you?"
"GOD FUCKING YES." moaned loudly his daddy has he shoots cum all over riley's tiny butt.
This caused Riley to moan and cum inside his cage the feeling of hot cum shooting on his tight little butt.
"Wow Riley that's not like me I can fuck for hours before orgasming, maybe I should've been fucking more husband's."
Then gets behind Riley removed the black butt plug gets him to suck on it. Then while he's holding onto his ankles enters his tiny boi pussy. They fucked in a variety of sex positions with the bed rocking whilst Riley is being fucked by Daddy. Riley drunk piss directly from Daddy's big black cock which Daddy makes him do to show his dominant side. He sucks Daddy's cock Ass to mouth and sucks his balls before eating is Ass. It's now time for Daddy to leave after four big loads of cum five if you include the first big load that Daddy stroked over his little butt.
"Now Riley tomorrow your wife is getting a new black cock!"
"What your not fucking Brooke no more?"
"Yes but I have plans for tomorrow, my own nephew will be looking after your wife, it's your job to still provide your services that's going to mean cleaning up is cum and you will place his cock into your wife and suck it hard if required."
"I don't want to do that to anyone else." riley answered.
"Well you promised to become a Jack of Spades that means looking after all cocks Riley which are black, he's eighteen with a eleven inch cock, so I order you to allow my nephew to take your wife or this will all stop do you understand!"
"Please Daddy I and my wife will look after him, please visit me again my body needs you so badly."
"Good that's all sorted then." replied daddy before passionately kissing riley goodbye leaving him hot bothered dripping out four huge loads of cum from is gaping wide boi pussy.
Now in just a few short weeks Riley's life is being completely turned on it's head. From him having a very low sex drive to now he's constantly dripping cum. Yes cum inside it's cage the cage that fits around his cock and it's all because of his wife. That what Riley is thinking to himself but what if he was not Straight but actually Gay. But Riley doesn't look at men loves hot women like Brooke is wife but the minute Daddy pulled out his huge black cock in front of him it's woking up an inner desire to serve black cocks. He wouldn't dress like a slut for a white man it was different for a black man he wanted to please Daddy so badly. If anyone seen him wearing a cock cage and women's clothing Riley would be devastated. The truth is that if Daddy said no more black cock he would wear his new Sissy outfits anywhere.
Riley keeps saying he only looked after his Daddy to save his marriage but now Daddy keeps on telling him there will be more big black cocks to serve. Riley definitely wants a room full of big black cocks but wouldn't admit that to Daddy or Brooke. So this was a Straight married pretty white man now all confused about his sexuality. Riley still now believed he's not Gay as Riley still loved his wife Brooke and was hoping she would be bored of Daddy soon. But then his phone vibrates a picture of Daddy's cock he does this everyday reminding Riley who's now in charge. This makes Riley's cock explode in to it's cage there's a message look after my nephew you will be rewarded.
What would be Riley's reward tonight it's all about Daddy's nephew Dwayne. Would he be good looking like Daddy would Dwayne be tall muscular and would he fuck like his uncle. Apparently Dwayne's cock is bigger than Daddy's both Brooke and Riley would like to see that. The day soon turns into the night time and Brooke puts on a sluty outfit with her 'Q.O.S' temporary tattoo on show. Then a knock at the door their Daddy's big teenage nephew has arrived to enjoy what is on offer a married submissive couple.
"Riley could you get the door and send him up to me sweetie."
"Sure do you still want to do this I can put a stop to it love?"
"No Riley we don't want to risk Daddy not coming around anymore do we?"
"Yes your right Brooke it might make him mad and stop him coming around." replied riley looking at the cock photos on his own phone he needed that cock.
Riley then races to the door opened it and he sees another good looking black man no a boy. Physically strong over six feet tall wearing baggy shorts and loose fitting wife beater vest.
"What took so long, where's the slut she all ready for some young black cock?"
"Straight up the stairs door to your right it is Dwayne, would you like a drink?" replied riley trying not to get into an argument.
"Yes a lemonade." replied dwayne.
Dwayne raced upstairs leaving Riley to get a lemonade for him. Riley is pouring out his lemonade when the fucking started to was straight to fucking. No get to know his wife just the minute he get in the room Brooke's legs were around his waist getting is huge black cock deeply. The bed rocked loudly with their fucking and the moaning filled up the house along side the squeaky mattress the boy knew how to fuck. Riley carried his drink up to the marital bedroom just as the fucking got quiet. He walked into now see his wife Brooke sucking the boys cock. Her pussy leaking out his first load of cum and her mouth struggling to get the huge head inside it.
"Come in boy have a taste of my cock my uncle said your a faggot." dwayne said.
"Well I am not Gay so you can get dressed and leave now boy." riley angrily replied.
"Don't be so angry Riley come here and do has he said we don't want to upset Daddy, your not Gay your supporting me in all my happiness, just don't rock the boat please."
"Yes Riley be a good boy do what your wife wants you know it makes sense." added dwayne with a smile.
Riley sits next to Brooke on his knees and he strokes Dwayne's cock. Wow his black cock is huge bigger than Daddy's a lighter shade of black and smells good. In no time Riley is sucking it hard cleaning off the cum whilst his own cock leaks into its cage. He's then between is wife's legs cleaning out all the cum deposited in her pussy. He does is cum cleaning duties for a further four times that night. Twice more from her pussy and another twice out of her gaping widely 'O' Arsehole. He loved holding this big eleven inches of black cock against is wife's holes and tasted it each time after it shot it's big loads of cum. Each load of cum tasted has delicious as his Daddy's cum. Perhaps he's a faggot for black cocks! Dwayne then left them alone and now tomorrow Riley will be getting a reward off Daddy.
"That wasn't so bad was it Riley?" asked his wife brooke.
"No I didn't like his attitude but he did have a great cock." admitted riley.
"Look he's young that comes with age I just think he liked control you as much has he loved fucking me love."
"Yeah I agree he was really into making me suck his cock after each fucking Brooke."
"Well let's get some sleep hubby I am told to get you ready for Daddy, then leave you to get your reward Riley tomorrow night."
"Yeah I wonder what my reward will be I am looking forward to being rewarded." riley replied cuddling up with to his wife brooke inside their bed then drifting off to sleep.
The following morning both got up fresh is wife sits on his face making sure no cum is left inside her holes. Then both go off to do their own thing before Brooke returns, now it's time for Riley to get ready for his reward tonight. Daddy has told Brooke what Riley should wear for his big reward tonight.
Brooke showers her husband cleaning him all over then shaves off his body hair. Drys him off and attached his cock cage next to apply a new butt plug. This butt plug is new to Riley it's hollow steel wide open plug.
"I don't like it Brooke why is it open?"
"It's not what you like it's what Daddy wants you to put inside your pussy."
Riley leans forward Brooke slides inside his hollow butt plug. You can now see his tight little boi pussy wide open 'O' perfect gape for Daddy. Then Brooke layed out his new Sissy outfit a schoolgirl outfit.
'What a schoolgirl outfit are you serious?"
'Yes Riley your Daddy picked it for you he's saying you need extra schooling, so please wear it."
Brooke then pulled up his panties over his tiny butt a white satin open backed pair. It's followed by his white knee high socks that are pulled up to the knee. Then mini skirt in tartan flared over his girly looking butt then white satin shirt with a stripped tie. Riley is then stepping inside his flat black shoes his hair is then brushed into a ponytail. His lips are smoothed in bright red lipstick followed by his makeup. He looks amazing like a hot sluty schoolgirl not a married husband.
"Wow Riley you look like such a hot sluty schoolgirl."
"I don't know if I should take that as a slur or a compliment Brooke."
"Definitely a compliment I would fuck you."
"Look we can stop this now and get back to normal Brooke."
"I don't want normal Riley I want big black cocks like Daddy and is nephew Dwayne."
"Okay your right I am trying to pretend but the minute Daddy drops his pants I belong to him sorry Brooke."
"Don't apologise I am getting a permanent Queen of Spades tattoo to show my Daddy I am black owned and black cock only."
"Yes Daddy keeps saying that I am a Jack of Spades and will be serving loads of big black cocks, it makes my cock drip cum his black cock touching my prostate is the best orgasms ever."
"Well we haven't started talking about kids yet love but with you caged permanently I might have to come off birth control and my babies will all be biracial."
"That would be hot watching Daddy breed you but how would we explain that?"
"Fuck them Riley as long has we're happy, what if I sleep with Daddy and Dwayne we will both not know who the Daddy is, you would bring the babies up and be a great Dad."
They both then heard the front door Daddy is here Brooke runs off to answer it. Riley is waiting for his reward dressed like a sluty schoolgirl wondering what his reward will be tonight. Brooke opens the door and she sees three large black men Daddy with his nephew Dwayne and another older good looking black man.
"Hi baby this is my older brother Sean." says daddy.
"Pleased to meet you Sean." brooke says fluttering her eyelashes.
'Wow bro when do I get this piece of hot Ass?" asked sean.
"Dad I beat you to it, last night she took my five loads." dwayne boasts.
"Has long as Son you didn't knock her up." laughs sean.
Then stepped inside kissed Brooke while he squeezed her fat Ass cheeks. All of this was slowing up Daddy's reward for Riley it will be another day for Brooke to get bred.
"Come on you two we will do this again we have to give Riley is reward tonight."
Then off Brooke goes after kissing all these huge black men. Now leaving Riley alone in the hands of these three black men. His Daddy then goes quietly upstairs to find his Sissy schoolgirl slut leaving the others now waiting for their turn to join in. Daddy gets to the bedroom and finds Riley dressed as he instructed tonight he's going to school.
"Riley is that really you give Daddy a twirl?"
Riley spins around letting Daddy take in his Sissy outfit and like he's been shown lifted up his school skirt to show Daddy his cock cage. Then turns and bends forward allows his Daddy to view is hollow plug. This plug gapes open Riley's tight boi pussy a target to be filled later.
"Do you like my hot sluty schoolgirl outfit Daddy, Brooke said it makes me look hot and you wouldn't leave me alone."
"Yes your hot Riley all ready for your big reward." replied daddy stripping off all his clothing his huge cock with a ring around it again making it look way bigger.
"GOD DADDY IS THAT MY REWARD?" asks riley looking at his obsession that monster black cock.
"No close your eyes first, no let me tie your school tie around your eyes, yes there's no looking now." daddy says after blind folding riley.
Riley is put onto his knees on the bedroom floor eyes blind folded cock leaking inside it's cage. Waiting for his reward to come to him Daddy silently calls the other two into the bedroom. Sean and Dwayne stripped off their clothes quietly approached Riley he now as three huge black cocks in front of him. Sean then placed his cock under is nose and rubbed it over his face. This was enough for Riley to moan out and drip cum into it's cage again.
"White boy smell that black cock it smells good doesn't it?" asked sean.
"Daddy who is that?" screams out riley.
Daddy then removed is blindfold this once Straight white boy is surrounded by three huge monster black cocks. Two he's had inside is sluty mouth one that's new to him but he's like a kid at christmas. His cock is now tightly inside it's cage harder than it's ever been dripping out it's precum.
"Look Riley it's your big reward thirty one inches if black cocks, now to receive your reward you have one thing to do!" daddy now tells him.
"Anything I will do anything Daddy."
"Well you got to agree not to fuck your wife anymore, then you tell us all your a Jack of Spades and black cock only!"
"Daddy my cock is caged you know I have served you for the past two weeks."
"No tell us before receiving our three black cocks slut."
"I will not fuck Brooke no more Daddy, I am black cock only, please make me submit to you three black cocks and make me a Jack of Spades." riley said confidently.
"Good boy crawl over to us, yes good just like that you sluty schoolgirl."
Riley crawled over to the bed where all of the three black men were sitting. Daddy is in the middle and the others are either side all cocks have rings around them making them all look much bigger. Each black cock hanging down to their knees all making his own cock much smaller and forgettable. It's now his destiny too serve black cocks they will be in every thought he has. Riley's own mind will be clouded with tonight burnt into it all three of those monster black cocks.
"Now white boy do you want to stroke all of these black cocks?" daddy asks whilst stroking his huge black cock.
"Yes Daddy." riley whispers looking at all of these three huge black cocks.
"Come on over boy, we got to now start schooling your white Ass."


Riley crawled over and he's directed in the front of Daddy who immediately placed his black cock at his mouth. Sean and Dwayne then place a cock in each little white hand he starts stroking each black cock. With his tiny cock dripping into his cage he starts to kiss Daddy's huge head all over. The white boy is in black cock heaven in all is twenty six years he's never felt this controlled. The three black men were like gods all getting ready to train him to serve them his days of pussy are now all gone. Daddy now slowly fucks his mouth while the two other cocks inside is hands pulse and drip their precum all over them.
"Yes nasty slut choke on Daddy's cock, yes deeper good boy, keep stroking those big black cocks just like that."
Riley now been face fucked with spit and saliva going everywhere and loving those two big black cocks inside his hands. They are schooling this schoolgirl slut to worship big black cocks.
"Now boy turn around get up on all fours, yes show us your open boi pussy, what a fucking slut, stay like that we have rewards to go inside you slut." moans daddy.
The black men all stroking their huge black cocks aiming at his hollow butt plug. Soon he will get three huge loads shooting over his girly butt and inside his boi pussy. He's such a slut shaking is tiny white butt up on all fours with is school girl skirt flipped over his tiny butt. The wide open boi pussy now opened for their cum a big 'O' ready to get all of his black owners cum.
"FUCKING NASTY SLUT I GOT TO CUM." moans loudly dwayne shooting a big load of cum over his cheeks and into is tight boi pussy.
A huge load is fired over his skirt knee high socks and over his butt then filling up his open boi pussy. Seeing is Son fire so much cum was too much for Sean.
"STAY LIKE THAT WHITE SLUT." moans out sean loudly shoot a big stream of cum into the tight boi pussy and covering his outfit.
Riley came both times feeling their cum all bubbling out of his boi pussy he only wants their cum and there's plenty of it. Now his Daddy is next the idea of the hollow plug worked better than he originally imagined.
"RILEY DO YOU WANT DADDY'S CUM."
"Yes daddy please feed my boi pussy more cum." moans riley shaking his white butt.
Daddy roars out and glazes his cheeks and his boi pussy in thick cum. Then removed the hollow butt plug and Riley sucks all the cum off it still remaining on all fours.
"White boy you watched me fuck your wife last night, now it's your turn slut." dwayne says getting behind riley's boi pussy.
Daddy and Sean stand in front of Riley with Dwayne sliding inside his boi pussy. Riley is alternating between both huge black cocks stroking them in both of is hands whilst he kissed each head. Then started to scream out in pain Dwayne goes deep after a few strokes spanking his Ass while deeply now fucking his boi pussy.
"Slow down Son we don't won't to wear his pussy out." laugh's sean.
"No Dad he needs to know this is how big black cocks fuck we don't make love we're built to turn out little white boys." dwayne replies fucking him balls deep.
Riley still screaming out so Daddy started to deeply fuck his throat to keep him quiet this was then replaced by Sean's cock. The second cock now throat fucking him keeps Riley from screaming. Dwayne going in and out harder and harder with each stroke. His eighteen year old eleven inch black cock is gaping out Riley's boi pussy. Sean fucking his face and throat goes rigid and shoots is cum straight into the back of his throat. The cock of Daddy then takes over after a few thrusts he squirts cum down his throat. This is the trigger for Dwayne to flood is bowels with cum breeding the white boy. He pulls out looking deeply into his gaping wide 'O' boi pussy dripping out the teenagers cum.
Sean then lays on his back on the bed has Riley squats over his thick ten inches of his light brown cock. Daddy and Dwayne both standing on the bed with their eleven and ten inch black cocks being stroked. Whilst Riley started to bounce up and down on is bulls thick cock. Before he started to stroke both black cocks in fron of him moving his mouth blowing saliva on each huge head.
"FUCK SO GOOD RIDE YOUR BULL WHITE BOY." moans out sean.
"Yes slut suck my balls whilst stroking on my huge cock." moans dwayne.
This plays out until all three cum together two huge loads enter his mouth one more is fired inside his boi pussy. Riley's cock as never cum so much he feels like such a big nasty slut moaning with two mouthfuls of cum and his boi pussy dripping cum. Then all three black men get on all fours their big black Asses facing Riley.
"Riley show my brother and nephew how nasty you are clean all three Asses.' orders daddy.
Riley's cock starts dripping into it's cage he feels so nasty placing his face inside each of their Asses. Smelling all of their sweaty nasty pheromone Ass cracks before licking up and down cleaning away all the sweat. It leads too each musky funky Arsehole all being rimmed by the nasty white man. He's reaching around stroking each huge black cock whilst moaning inside their Arseholes.
The rest of the night a sluty schoolgirl was fucked deeply by three huge black cocks. Riley took thirty one inches of black cock in so many positions. Their favourite position was Riley riding a cock whilst stroking and sucking the other two huge black cocks. It continues into the early morning with each of the black men shooting six loads of cum. They left him with ripped shirt and cum that drips off every part of him and flooded out of his gaping boi pussy.
"Now Riley we will be back with more black cocks. your pussy free do you understand, you will get a Jack of Spades tattoo, just like your wife Brooke will have permanent Queen of Spades tattoo."
"Yes Daddy." riley replied excited to get more huge black cocks.
His wife walked into the bedroom with him covered in cum.
"Wow you've been very busy did you enjoy yourself Riley?" asked brooke.
"Yes it was great I took three black cocks."
"Tell me more."
"Well I took turns riding each black cock in turn while sucking or stroking the others."
"Sounds cool you must have been so full."
"Yes Daddy tried to get two black cocks inside my boi pussy they were too big, he said we will build up to that again, I can't wait to get my permanent Jack of Spades tattoo to please Daddy, he said we're now going to get tattoos together."
"Yes tomorrow Riley we will both have twin tattoos together, then just to let you know Daddy wants me to bred by black cocks in a multiple breeding party, your going to be a Dad Riley!"
To be continued...???
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Welcome to my new series.
If you've read my Tales of Summer series, you will know a little about two sisters, Rosie and Summer.
A holiday to Jamaica offers the girls a lot of fun.
This story is completely separate from the tales of Summer. I hope you enjoy the stories. I'm happy to have feedback and thoughts. Yes, it is interracial based, but it will cover other categories.
Happy reading
Disclaimer:
This story contains explicit adult content and explores themes of sexuality, kink, taboo relationships, and blackmail. All characters are fictional and over the age of 18. The narrative is intended for mature audiences only. Reader discretion is strongly advised.
Introduction:
Dwayne is unable to make the Caribbean holiday he booked with Summer, so she asks her sister to join her at an adults-only resort.
Just the start of a journey, which will take them places they never imagined. The trip of a lifetime takes them into a concoction of sexual pleasure. Joining with others to protect one another's secrets. The heat of the island matches their sexual desires. Encouraged or led into debauchery. Pushed to do things they never imagined until they reached Hedonism.
Deeper into the Taboo side of the island. Who will be the star of the show?
DESTINATION HEDONISM
The Flight
A cold evening in London. Two young women freezing their tits off wandering into the airport terminal. Summer dresses on, off-the-shoulder, weren't exactly the right thing to wear at 8 pm, but their destination was Hedonism. A flight to Jamaica.
Rosie and Summer Watkins were setting off to Jamaica, their first holiday together since their trip to Ibiza when they were younger. Wheeling their cases through the terminal, the two busty sisters were turning heads. Both proudly showing off their bodies. Dresses barely covering their arses and ample tits on show.
Rosie's beautiful blonde hair flowing. Bouncing like her tits. Summer's brunette hair in a ponytail. In the morning, Dwayne, her boyfriend, had been fucking her from behind, pulling it.
Dwayne had given her one last seeing to before his business trip to Rome. A trip that meant he had to give up his holiday to Hedonism with his girlfriend. There would be other opportunities; this was a vital business trip. They were even flying from different airports.
As they crossed the air bridge to board the aircraft, they were greeted by a white air stewardess and a black steward. Summer picked up the pace, so she was in front and went to the black steward, leaving Rosie to go to the white stewardess. Checking their tickets, Summer winked at the steward as he looked down, not necessarily at her ticket all the time. Her tits got a good viewing.
"If you'd like to go through and turn left," he told her with a smile.
The same words were told to Rosie by the stewardess. Dwayne had booked first-class tickets. Rosie looked at Summer.
"Dwayne's business is going really well, so he booked us this holiday. Then this big contract has come up, and he had to go to Italy to sort out the problems, the client's problems, but I'm sure he will sort her out." The girls turned left and walked towards their pods.
"So lucky for you, here you are. You can come and enjoy the Caribbean sun with me."
"Thanks, sis. It's not always that you get offered a free holiday. A free holiday in Jamaica, at that. I'm sure we will have a fantastic time." Rosie said.
Their pods were opposite one another. As they settled in, they continued to chat.
"Dwayne told me to still enjoy myself. Rosie, you know it's an adult-only resort?" Summer asked.
"Well, with a name like Hedonism, it kind of gives it away. I'm lucky I can have as much fun as I like."
"You mean like Ibiza, sis? I remember exactly what happened there. I couldn't exactly miss it." Summer asked.
"You never know, I might find someone. You'd have been fucking Dwayne all day every day, now what are you going to do?" Rosie replied.
"You forget, sis, it's an open relationship. He gets to enjoy others if he wants, and I'm his Queen of Spades. I enjoy all black men. Who knows what would have happened if he were here? Maybe he would have shared me, now I have the freedom to enjoy myself." Summer let Rosie know.
A white male steward came through, "Hello, Ladies, how are we? Can I get you anything? A drink?" He looked down at the two and noticed how both were dressed, especially how much tit was on show.
"This is our first time in first class, isn't it, sis?" Rosie was the first to speak.
"Oh, your sisters and virgins in first class. Don't worry, we will look after all your needs." He replied.
An offer they would take literally.
"Well, I know what she needs, or rather would want. The attention of that black steward as we boarded." Rosie said to him quietly as Summer looked out her window at the airfield.
The steward crouched down so he could talk to Rosie at eye level. "So your sister likes black, what about you?"
"Oh, I'm open to any adventure. I like to have fun. You will tell us when we get a mile high, won't you?"
"If that's what you both require," he started to stroke the thigh of the beautiful blonde. "I'm sure that can be arranged for you both. In a few hours, most people will be sleeping." His hand slid up further, and there was no complaint; he was definitely reading the situation right. These two were heading to Jamaica for fun. "Would you like to be kept awake?"
Rosie spread her legs. It wasn't a competition to see who could get laid first or how many, but Rosie wanted to start it straight away. His hand reached up and found the wetness of her lace thong, and he just gave her a gentle rub.
The take off went smoothly, drinks and some food were enjoyed. Time passed as did the time zones. Darkness descended inside and out.
The white steward had a word with the black steward.
"You know the two young women in first class, the sisters, the blonde and brunette?" the white steward asked.
"Brunette gave me a wink when she boarded."
"Yeah, she likes black men, according to her sister. Think you should go and say hello."
"Oh, I will"
"Oh, and they mentioned mile high... I said Wait till everyone was asleep," The white steward informed his colleague.
"Damn, they were fit bitches both of them."
The black steward headed into first class, first heading to Rosie.
"Hello, madam, is it right you wanted to know when we were a mile high?"
"Oh yes, I asked your colleague, my sister might like your company." Rosie had a big smile on her face. It was obvious what she meant and what the girls wanted.
He moved over to Summer's pod.
"Hi, Miss, just checking you have everything you need?"
"Oh, hi, just who I wanted to see. How far do you take your duties of looking after your passengers?" Summer sat there as he looked straight down her cleavage. Summer, being Summer, took the next bold move and pulled her dress down, exposing her 38D tits to the steward.
"Would you give these a massage?"
The steward didn't need a second invitation. His hands found Summer's tits, causing her to gently moan. Moulding them, feeling their lovely, silky, soft white skin in his big black hands. Then, he took her nipples between his fingers and made them hard.
"That feels so good, and do you give mile high service with that black cock of yours?" Summer enquired with a smile.
The steward continued to massage.
"Well, it's not often that a passenger asks that kind of thing, especially one as hot as you. 20 mins from now, go to the front toilets, leave it unlocked. Your sister asked about the same service from my colleague. Tell her to go to the other toilet. We will be along in a couple of minutes."
As he let go of Summer's tits, Summer commented, "Definitely first class service, I look forward to the extra attention.
Twenty minutes later, Rosie and Summer headed for the toilets; other passengers in first class were asleep. The late flight travels through the night and arrives in the Caribbean early. Finding the toilets free, they each stepped into one.
The stewards had kept an eye on first class and gave a minute head start before they set off to find the sisters. Finding the toilets unlocked, the white steward opened the door to the first toilet. Both stewards were greeted with the sight of a stripped naked Summer.
Quietly saying to his colleague, "Yours, I believe, and fucking stunning, now let's see your sister." He opened the other door to find Rosie on her knees, mouth open, tongue out as if she were ready to suck his cock.
"She's gagging for it as well." The black steward commented.
Both slipped into a toilet. Rosie welcomed the white steward, immediately undoing his belt and flies, pulling his trousers and boxers down, and her lips went straight around his hard cock, sucking it. His hands running through her silver blonde hair. Within seconds, his balls were bouncing off her chin. This was the start of the fun for Rosie's holiday.
The door shut behind Summer, naked, her dress on the floor. Her steward moved in to look at her delectable body. Her beautiful face, almost angelic. The body, as perfect as a sculpture, Venus or Aphrodite. The curves of her body perfection to any man's eye. Even as he looked down, Summer was perfectly smooth, her pussy lips formed by divine purity. A white goddess.
But what lay within Summer was a succubus. A whore worthy of Sodom or Gomorrah. She knew that pureness attracted men. She would lure them with her beauty like a siren's song.
And then she turned. Still the reflection in the mirror, but now seeing the shape of Summer's arse. Something to behold, to be held, squeezed, spanked. But yet that wasn't all. He looked higher, a tattoo. A tramp stamp. A spade. Not just any spade.
"Oh fuck, no wonder you asked for me. You're a fucking queen of spades."
'Yes, I am, unlike my sister, I am devoted to black cock. So it was always going to be your cock that fucked me." Summer told him.
Lured in, he closed in on that perfect ass. His hands previously on those perfect tits now feeling Summer's rounded ass. Gripping it. One hand sliding down the crack of her cheeks. Summer leaned forward onto the sink, pushing her arse back. Black fingers rubbing over her arsehole, teasing it. Sliding further and finding her cunt. The wetness enticed his fingers to enter.
The angel ignited in flames of desire. The moans of a whore filling the toilet. The black fingers sliding deeper in, so willing to take them. He watched Summers' face in the mirror. The lust in her eyes. The way her body moved to the feeling of being penetrated, what would it be like when he got his cock in her?
"You know something, Miss Watkins, marked like that and you looking like that, you are going to be fucked daily..."
"Maybe that's what I need starting now. Maybe I crave black cock. It's what makes me happy. So why don't you get your cock out and be the first to fuck me this holiday?" Summer's words had the desired effect. He pulled his fingers out, undid his trousers and pushed them down, then his underwear. There sprang out a nine-inch black cock, ready to slide into that welcoming cunt.
Meanwhile, the blow job in the other toilet had turned into a face fucking. It was the only way the steward could control himself. Rosie was such a good cock sucker after so much practice. Drooling down her chin, all over her dress and down her cleavage. His hands were gripping Rosie's head as he continued to thrust his cock down her throat. But this isn't where he wanted to cum.
As he continued to fuck her mouth, he announced to her, "You know your sister was naked to welcome my colleague. Is she a bigger slut than you? She looked desperate to be fucked. I've felt your nasty cunt now I want to fuck it. He held his cock fully in, his balls resting on Rosie's chin. She looked up into his eyes. He pulled his cock out and wiped it on her face, covering her in her own drool, making her look a mess.
"Now, let's see what you've got to offer?"
Rosie stood up and turned around. The steward undid her dress and lowered it to the floor. Stood in a slut red thong.
"Take it off hand it to me."
Rosie looked in the reflection of the mirror at the steward demanding her panties. Her hands were gripping the sides and pushing it down. Stepping out of it. Squatting down and picking it up. She turned around and handed them to the steward. He stood there and smelt the soaking wet thong.
"Mouth open." He ordered Rosie dominantly.
Rosie opened wide.
The steward took the thong and placed it in Rosie's mouth to 'gag' her.
"You might be a rich bitch, able to travel first class, but look at you now. You've been on your knees like a whore begging for cock. Now you're going to get the fucking you need. You're a dirty fucking slut aren't you?"
Rosie nodded. Yes, she was travelling first class, but it was the first time ever. The steward thought she was a posh bitch looking to be fucked, when really she had lucked in on the holiday, when Dwayne couldn't make it. She liked sex as much as her younger sister. A nursery nurse by day, but come the weekend, she was a party girl who liked to flaunt it. Enjoy everything she could. Where her sister Summer loved black, Rosie was willing to try anything. The first of which would be to join the Mile High Club.
The steward finally looked down at Rosie's body.
"Oh my fucking god, look at the size of your fucking tits. About 40DD and look at the artwork on your body."
He was inspecting her like she was a piece of meat or a slave at an auction.
His fingers reached towards Rosie's cunt and dived between her lips. A moan from Rosie as she was felt up.
The steward watched Rosie react to his touch.
"Posh bitch, you and your sister could be porn stars. Are you sure you're not?"
Rosie shook her head. Although she knew that Summer's boyfriend had filmed her a few times fucking, the thought of showing off for a camera didn't bother her either.
"Well, let's see how flexible you are."
He reached down and lifted Rosie's leg up from the knee out to the side. She was standing on one foot. She reached out to both side walls of the toilet and supported herself.
Rosie was in a position where she couldn't stop him from entering her if she wanted to. His cock slick, right at the entrance to her cunt. Rosie braced her arms as he pushed hard into that sopping wet cunt. Four inches, then six, finally all eight, holding the leg to the side. Repeating the thrusts. Rosie's body shaking. Twisting a nipple. Rosie biting down on her panties.
In the other toilet, nine inches of black cock was buried into a welcoming cunt. Her back against the door, she had her arms around his shoulders, and he held her up with his hands on her fantastic arse. His thrusts deep. Their kisses passionate. Giving Summer all that she needed, the black cock she desired. The sensations of being full. Deep inside. Clinging on, as again he thrust in.
Breaking free from his lips to tell him, "That's it fuck me like that, fuck me harder like that, I need all your cock". This was a woman who knew what she wanted, and so he gave it to her. His hands gripping tighter on that arse. His hips thrusting harder and deeper. The door taking a pounding. No room to throw her head about. Instead, she leaned back against the door, eyes closed, visualising the assault on her cunt.
Savagely fucking her just as she begged, opening her eyes. Yet another black man found how welcoming she was. If Dwayne had come, would she be here? Maybe with him in the toilet, or he may have ordered her to fuck the steward. The convulsions around that thick cock started coming thicker and faster.
This was the start. Dwayne had told her to enjoy herself. Make sure everyone is satisfied, including yourself.
Grunting, panting, thuds. The toilet door was shaking through the turbulence of raw sex. The steward driving his cock in trying to satisfy his latest mile high club member. Her nails digging in through his uniform was a sign that euphoria had arrived, now for his own pleasure. A second later, another deep thrust brought that moment. A flood of epic proportions filling the angel's cunt. Divine pleasure erupted through both bodies. Summer's legs wrapping around him, holding him there. A goddess satisfied.
Rosie found herself looking into the mirror over the sink. The white steward had changed position. Both standing, yet he was taking her in a doggy position.
"Look at yourself. Gagging to be used, Rich needy bitch, you're just a dirty needy slag." He thrust harder; the words were meant to degrade Rosie, but they just turned her on. She loved being the dirty whore he described. Using her body to attract a man so she could enjoy being fucked. Her heavy tits bouncing and swaying below her was a sight in the mirror.
He gripped her hips, ready to satisfy himself. Another customer filled with his cream. There it was. Another conquest. God, he loved his job on flights like this. Satisfied, he continued to watch Rosie in the mirror as he finished pumping his load into her. It was like she was gagging for it. Oh, the gag.
He reached into her mouth and pulled out the thong. No, she wasn't going to be wearing it off the aircraft. He pulled his cock out of her cunt and wiped his cock with the thong. Rosie just stood there. Legs apart. Wanting more, wanting to cum, but her mile high partner had finished before her, satisfied himself, and now she felt the thong being pushed into her cunt.
"That's your first load. By the time the locals have enjoyed you, I reckon you'll have had 20 loads this holiday. You're just a needy slut, and so is your sister. Where are you staying bitch?"
"Hedonism, Sir," Rosie replied, feeling the thong filling her, making sure the cum didn't leak out.
"Why doesn't that surprise me? Make that forty loads of cum. By the time you fly back, you'll be offering this body to every guy. Show your sister your fucking thong sticking out of your cunt as you are chauffeured to the resort"
"Yes, sir, I will." Rosie knew that the journey in the car would be one of comparing notes.
"Now get your fat white arse back to your seat." He slapped it. "It will look better with tan lines on. Then again, at Hedonism, you and your sister are the type to not even bother with a bikini, judging by just now."
Rosie just thought to herself that he was right. The girls probably would have a few days of complete freedom to make sure there weren't any tan lines.
" Pick up your dress and walk back as you are. Everyone's asleep. Let me watch your fat arse wiggle."
Rosie did as she was told, proudly strutting down the aisle to her pod. The white steward looked at the other toilet's 'vacant'. The other sister must have finished him quickly. He opened the door to check it was all clean and tidy to find Summer on her knees with his cock down her throat.
"Oh, another sword swallower, we'd better get word ahead to Hedonism that the Watkins sisters will need looking after." Summer looked up. "Come on, love, the blokes got a job to do. You've had your mile high moment, now get your cunt back to your seat and let him do his job."
Summer had cleaned his cock thoroughly and now released it from the clutches of her mouth. Inch by inch, the black cock appeared glistening. Like a sword swallower taking the sword out, it lasted forever.
Summer picked up her dress and stepped outside. She didn't need telling to walk back naked. With careless abandonment, she walked to her seat, only stopping to speak to her sister.
She ducked her head into her sister's pod. Their sat her sister still naked, just about to slip on her dress.
"How was it for you, sis?" Summer asked.
"Hi, it was great, he took me how he wanted, made me feel like a dirty slut, a rich dirty slut. Using me like I was his fucktoy. First fuck down many to come sis. How was yours?"


"Let's just say he came deep in me, filled me, and now it's dripping down my leg. Very satisfying"
"Thanks for inviting me on this holiday. I know if Dwayne were here for you, it would be so different, but I promise we will both have fun. Just like in Ibiza, what happens on holiday stays on holiday," Rosie promised Summer. They interlocked their little fingers.
By this time, the two stewards had smartened themselves up and were ready to head back to duty. Walking down towards the naked Summer. Firstly, the black steward walked by. He couldn't resist getting hold of Summer's arse. Like a crab, his hands gripped both arse cheeks. Once he had his feel, the white steward had a slap of it. A stinging crack filled the cabin.
The girls finished their conversation, and Summer went to her own pod. Finally putting her dress on. Lifting it up, scooping some cum that was about to leak out. Feeding herself.
The ten-hour flight went without a hitch. Both Summer and Rosie had a snooze after their workout. Touchdown in Montego Bay was 1 am local time. Dark but not exactly cold. When the sisters left the plane, the hostess took a second look at them. Something was different. Then it clicked, when they boarded, they were in different dresses. Actually, they had swapped dresses and were wearing each other's.
They both thanked the crew for a lovely flight. The smiles to the stewards said it all.
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Introduction
Arriving at the resort at night means all there is to do is check in.
Well that's for the normal guests. For the Taboo Watkins sister's this is the first chance to explore the men of the island.
All seems normal as they check in, but information is gained that will cause them to fall into the clutches of those that want to sexually exploit them.
But then when your in paradise, guys with big cocks, who doesn't want to be fucked. Let the fun truly begin and Rosie and Summer just can't help themselves.
Check in
Rosie led Summer to the desk where a black mail stood in a red t shirt and black trousers.
"Good Morning ladies, Miss Watkins and Miss Watkins I presume, I'm Manny. I will be looking after you for now. In the morning you will be assigned your own private butler as part of your stay at the resort. If I could have your documents just to scan in, your passport and drivers license please for both of you." He asked.
"Thank you Manny." Rosie reached into her handbag for her documents and then went into Summers handbag and handed over her documents.
"This should only take a few minutes." Out from his desk he produced two cocktails glasses full of Taboo. " Miss Rosie and Miss Summer welcome to Hedonism, a drink to help get you in the mood of the resort." He passed both drinks to Rosie.
She sipped on the straw, there was the kick again. She held the other glass in front of Summer who bent down and sucked on her straw. The first time she tasted it. Wow it made her feel good. Could she feel more horny. She remembered Rosie reading out that it was like an aphrodisiac. It certainly had an affect.
"Please take a seat for a second, enjoy your drinks while I just process all the information and check you in. It's lovely to see one of you is enjoying the dress code." Manny informed them.
Rosie spoke again "Oh Im sorry about her she just enjoys being shown off. I'll make sure she wears something. "
"It's ok ma'am, I was referring to Miss Summer actually. We are an Adult resort and so we have an adult dress code. We technically have a 'nude' side to the resort and a "prude" side to the resort. The only area we asked you wear something, even if its tiny in the eating areas. The buffet maybe all you can eat but not each other at that point."
Rosie and Summer went across to a look at a map of the resort sipping there drinks. Manny was doing two jobs at once. Scanning the passport and drivers licence through to an office in Kingston so they had all the information they required to search the dark Web about the Watkins sisters. At the same time doing his real job of checking in the pair.
Details sent, an acknowledgement this was just what was required and that they would be in contact soon. Manny then welcomed there driver, shaking his hand giving him some money for a job well done.
"They'll soon be hooked" Manny said
"The way they were in the car this might be the best yet, the pair were just encouraging one another."
Summer sipping the concoction started touching herself.
"Oh my god sis you cant help yourself can you" Rosie said to her
"I don't know why but I just feel hornier after drinking that."
"I know what you mean. I seriously was thinking of telling our driver to pull over and fuck me when I started drinking it. Now Im looking at the pair of them, thinking I could have them both."
"Be careful sis you'll become addicted to black cock." Summer insinuated.
"For these next two weeks that might be all I'll get. But I will take it all and I'll enjoy every inch." Rosie smiled at the thought.
Manny came over to the sisters. Right everything is sorted. If you'd like to come with me I'll take you to your villa. He grabbed the luggage trolley and pulled it towards the far side of the lobby. Rosie grabbed the leash and pulled Summer towards the far side of the lobby. Back out into the fresh air.
The sisters walked down the lit pathways past other villas. Beautifully manicured grounds from what they could see.
"Here we are, yours is an ocean view villa on the nude side so if you want to spend your time like Miss Summer is then it wont be a problem." Manny unlocked the door and let the sisters in. The decor was modern. He carried there cases in.
"We have made a change for you. Normally its a queen size bed but as your other half couldn't make it then we've put a two slightly smaller beds in your room. Step this way and I will show you."
Rosie finished the last of her drink and put the glass down and pulled on Summer's leash strutting behind the black man. Both looking at him with horny eyes. Hearts beating, being taken into the bedroom. Ready to be taken.
Manny walked over to the French doors as the sisters looked around the room. Sliding the door open.
"Your hot tub is out on the balcony, steps down to the beach if you want an early morning swim."
Rosie was taking in the brass headboards on the beds. The mirrored wardrobes, the huge mirror over the vanity table. The pure white bedding with a large aqua stripe brought the ocean inside. The sound of waves crashing on the shore coming through the open door.
"Come Summer test the bed." Rosie walked her round the first bed leading her sister around it. She patted the bed to which Summer sat down. "Lay back down and spread your legs."
Obediently Summer did, instinctively when her legs were apart she touched herself.
"That's it sweet sister how is that bed, how is that cunt. Let me tie you to the headboard." Rosie was quick to make sure that Summer was unable to go anywhere, tying the other end of Summer's 'leash' to the brass headboard. She looked at her sister wondering what she was doing but all become clear.
Rosie walked over to Manny only one thing in mind. She reached out for his crotch and rubbed his cock.
"There's one more thing I need right now and that's your big fat cock to fuck me." Rosie said bluntly to him as she rubbed his cock through his trousers.
The drink was having the intoxicating affect Manny thought it would. He could probably do anything he liked with either of them and they would let him. Blonde or brunette maybe both. This one was desperate for it.
Rosie's rubbing was having an effect, she could feel his cock getting hard.
"Lets see what you've got." He reached round and undid her dress. Pulling it down. Now both women were naked.
"Look at those fucking titles of your. You will make a fantastic porn star maybe even a whore." Rosie heard the words from Manny and thought they were a compliment, Manny started touching her, maybe he meant it.
"You can do what you like with me, i'll be your fucking whore" the taboo helping Rosie be completely uninhibited.
"Girl im gonna fuck you now and then im gonna fuck your sister too because your dirty white sluts gagging to be used aren't you?"
"Yes we are. We both need fucking by your big fat black cock. Fuck me. Let her watch you using me. Let her see what she's going to get. Summer finger yourself watching, you've done it before."
Mammy's hands were rubbing squeezing stroking all over. One hand cupping Rosies pussy. Pure lust in her eyes, as three fingers entered easily.
Rosie tugged his belt, undoing it. Moaned. Licked her lips. "I want your cock to fuck me. Make me your fucktoy" his fingers invaded deeper. The sensations just turning her on more.
"You want your sister to watch you getting fucked"
"Yes let her watch, she will be gagging for it too."
"And are you both three hole sluts?" Manny enquired.
"Of course, you can fuck us any hole you like."
"Would you like me to bring some friends to make it more fun" Manny was asking all the right questions to see how far they were willing to go.
"Bring as many friends as you like. We will have a party, entertain you all wont we sis." Rosie looked across to Summer.
"We've been the entertainment before, with our mum we were dressed up as school girls at a barbecue. We took a lot of cock that weekend" Summer openly admitting that they really enjoyed being fucked. Totally uninhibited because of the drink.
"My sister is as kinky as they get, while I love being centre of attention, look at me don't you want to fuck this" She stood proactively teasing him. Her tits thrust out. She took his fingers and sucked them clean of his juices. "Make me your nasty slut now, get your fucking big black cock and bury it in my dirty white cunt. Show me what the men of Jamaica are made of. Be the first. Im all yours. Own me." Rosie was almost begging for it.
That was it for Manny he knew the pair were going to be fucktoys for the next two weeks, he was going to be the first to test them out.
He pushed his trousers and boxers down stepped out of them. There he stood with a huge black election 10 inches long, and it looked as almost as thick as an arm. That beast could rip them apart but they both looked at it with envious eyes.
Rosie dropped to her knees and started to stroke Manny's cock. Summer lent up watching, she needed that cock to, but continued touching herself, edging.
Rosie now licking his big full balls
"Ladies, I could easily make you porn stars you're such horny bitches people would love to watch you. Or maybe I will make you sex slaves for the rich folk of da island. Do you wanna be porn stars and sex slaves, you dirty white bitches. If you do tell me now, Manny i want to be...
Rosie took his balls out of her mouth. "Manny make me a porn star make me your sex slave" the words slipped out of her mouth as easy as his cock went in it seconds later.
Manny turned to Summer. The intense desire that she was feeling after drinking the taboo just made her so horny. Manny you can do anything you like with me. Just fuck me please. You can make me a porn star or make me a sex slave if you wish, I just need cock.
In the office back in Kingston the two guys were watching on, waiting for that moment. They didn't look inebriated, they weren't forced into saying it. It was said of their own free will. There it was. The moment they admitted that is what they wanted, now they had them. Editing begun. But the action was about to begin.
Manny looked at Summer. "Watch your sister take my cock, because youll be getting it after. You british bitches are gagging for it.
On cue Rosie started gagging on his cock. Like a professional whore on her knees sucking a client's cock. She couldn't get enough.
Now it was time to test her ability to take big cocks. Yes she looked stunning, the tits, the ass, every man on the resort would want to fuck her. It was Manny's duty to be the first, to break her in.
He looked down at Rosie. Her lips eagerly around his cock, the service she was giving, five star on trip advisor. If he sent her to suck any one off he knew they would get value for money.
"Now its time for you to take some cock, lets see how much you love it. Get up on the bed on all fours." He commanded her.
Obediently Rosie took his cock out of her mouth, leaving it glistening. She knew that any second this while thing would be sliding into her pussy. The excitement for it. She climbed up onto the bed. Looked across at her sister. Her plan tying her sister up had worked. She was getting the first fucking this night. It reminded her of ibiza all those years ago.
She looked behind and saw Manny reach into his trouser pocket on the floor and take out his phone.
"You don't mind if I film it do you? It's a kink of mine"
Neither Rosie or Summer battered an eyelid at the thought. Guys and girls had taken pictures and films before what they didn't realise was that Manny had his own motive.
He started his camera filming. Side on showing Rosie posed in a doggy style position. The soft light of the room glowing over her skin. Her rounded ass and her heavy tits hanging underneath her forming beautiful curves for the camera. Her lush blonde hair flowing across her back, she looked towards the camera.
Manny spoke. "Tell me, what's your name and what do you want?"
Rosie naturally looked at the camera "Hi Im Rosie Watkins. I want to be your porn star, I want you to fuck me with that monster cock of yours while my sister watches on and touches herself." Quite an introduction, more than Manny expected.
He panned the Camera over to Summer. He walked over to her laying down. First filming her face, catching the leash tied to the bed and around her neck. Panning down over her naked body down to her cunt and her spread legs. Her hand in between finger fucking herself. Back up to her face.
"Hi I'm Summer Watkins, Rosie's little sister. I am a Queen of Spades and have come to Jamaica to serve as much black cock as I possibly can. Im submissive, im kinky I'll try anything you want."
"Roll over show us your tramp stamp"
Summer obediently rolled over.
" There it is just above that sexy arse, her tramp stamp tatt with her queen of spade tattoo. Free use for any black man?"
Summer rolled back and looked at the camera. "Yes sir, they just have to ask." She reached and stroked his cock. " I can suck twelve inches down my throat or you can fuck my ass or cunt. I don't mind two or three cocks at a time."
It was as if she were advertising herself. Trying to outsell herself compared to her sister.
"Well I'm going to come back and be the first of many black cocks to fill you. Enjoy watching your sister get fucked first."
Manny moved back over to Rosie. Stood behind her one hand filming the other having a good grip of that arse. Then slapping it.
"Mmmm thank you sir" came from Rosie's mouth followed by a moan. As she felt Manny place the tip of his cock against her pussy lips. Rubbing it along them, up and down several times coating his cock head in Rosie's juices.
"Fuck me sir make me feel like your porn star" Rosie begging for cock, another slap came down on her other arse cheeks. The ripples and hand print showing on the Manny's phone.
It was time. He lined his cock up with the entrance of Rosie's cunt. Pushing in, splitting her lips. Entering, stretching out Rosie's cunt.
"Oh my god how fucking big are you. Give it to me."
"You British sluts love our big Jamaican cocks. As he pushed in deeper he filmed the entry, picking up all the moans.
Rosie was now pushing back. Wanting to be full of that cock, to take it all. Her tits starting to sway as they got into a rhythm. Plunging deeper.
Rosie looked back, the camera moving to her face. "Oh your fucking cock is huge, but I want it all." She pushed back, as he thrust deeper. The scream, partly pain of being ripped apart, but also pleasure. His big heavy balls now slapping against her. The look she gave them camera, one of pure lust. The lens didn't lie. Rosie felt totally uninhibited, Every thrust was driving her insane. The intensity, was it his cock making her feel like this.
Manny has seen the drink work on many occasions but this time it was far more. If he could get these two addicted to it, they'd be addicted to black cock and do anything for it.
Summer now was pushing four fingers into her cunt as she lay watching. Here she was again watching her sister being fucked. Hearing her beg to be fucked harder and deeper. This time she wasn't so innocent. Tied to the bed, but she knew Manny would make sure her cunt would feel his cock too. Right now she was preparing it for him. Her fist maybe the size of his dick the way her sister was screaming.
"I'm just the first of many" Manny said to Rosie.
"If there all as good as you.... I will take it all day and all night. It's never felt this good, bred me, fill me with you black cum. I want it, I need it. Fuck me, fuck your porn star slut.
The sound of the waves crashing onto the beach was replaced by the sound of skin slapping against skin. The impact of thrusts.
Rosie looking like a wild animal, feral, untamed. Moaning, the heat inside, the intensity. The primal scream as her orgasm hit. Her hair flying. Gripping the bed clothes underneath her as tight as could. Her pussy controlling her. Turning her into a whore. This was what she needed. All captured on camera.
Now it was Manny's turn. The pounding like the beat of a tribal drum. The beat grew. The convulsions inside. Savage beauty. Pile driving. It was time, he couldn't hold back any longer. Pumping her full of black cum. Every thrust coating her insides.
The camera pulling back to Rosie's cunt as Manny withdrew his cock inch by inch. White cream over his black cock. Finally ten inches later there was the tip of his cock emerging. As he pulled away, it left a gaping hole like a black hole in space. Still ready to suck more in. If Rosie could of had more cock then she would of.
Manny walked over to Summer his cock proudly pointing in front of him. One sister down one to go. Rosie still ass up head down recovering, Summer had taken her fingers out of her cunt and sucking them clean.
"Fucking take me" Summer's mind only on one thing.
Manny untied the leash from the bed, but before he could totally untie it there were lips round his cock.
Tasting her sister on his cock. But only too happy to do so. The taste of someone else juices, just another kink she loved.
"You can't wait for it can you."
Summer just nodded her mouth full.
Finally untied.
Happily cock sucking away for the camera.
"So your a queen of spades Summer. Your sisters impressive, now lets see what you can do. Lay with your head off the bed mouth open."
Summer knew exactly what he wanted, what he would do. She lay on her back. Her head off the bed, her long brunette hair hanging down opening wide.
There it was his big black cock above her face. Her lips welcoming it in. She had no control.
"This may make you a porn star instantly"
The camera filmed as slowly slid his cock into her mouth. Then it caught the moment it went down her throat. Visibly a large thick invasion could be seen growing deeper into her throat.
"There you go look at that, she takes a cock properly. The bulge slowly slid backwards and forwards as he slowly fucked Summer's Throat. Panning back out to show his cock filling her mouth. It's obvious the lump in her throat is his cock.
In no position to talk Manny took advantage of Summer's position.
"Have you ever been "air tight", pull your right nipple if you have.
Summer responded pulling her right nipple.
"Well aren't we the cock hungry slut. Had a gangbang with black cock pull your left nipple."
Summer did.
"Ready to try absolutely anything on your holiday for black cock pull and twist them both."
Summer confirmed she would by following what he said.
He continued to slowly fuck her throat for the camera, but now it was time for her to be fucked.
"Now its my turn to fuck you Summer Watkins. Maybe your sister can film you?"
Rosie walked over cum dripping down her legs, like her sister earlier.
Manny filmed his cock withdrawing from Summers throat. She took time to breath properly again and looked up. Manny was pulling his shirt off. His black glorious body almost as physically perfect as her boyfriends. Sculptured, powerful, this man could have anyone but he was about to take her.
"I take it you like the taste of other women's cunts especially your sisters."
"Yes I do sir but now i want to feel how my sister felt. I watched you fuck her now please have me as well."
Get on the bed properly.
Summer lay there as if waiting to be devoured by the predator. Stalking his prey he approached the bed again. Climbing onto it towards her feet. She immediately spread her legs, offering her cunt to him.


The view of her bare cunt glistening. Her cunt not gaping like Rosie's but used from her efforts with her fingers. He knelt between her white soft legs, inches from her arse. Powerfully he gripped her thighs and physically pulled her towards him till his cock rested on her cunt.
Rosie zoomed in on the contrast of black and white. Manny took his cock in his hand and slapped it once, twice, three times on Summers cunt.
"I want it, I want your cock to fuck me now. Bury it deep in me. Have me. Im your white fuckmeat to have and enjoy."
Summer was absolutely gagging for it and Manny was happy to give her what she needed.
He lifted her legs up to form a V gripping he ankles. He had total control of her. She looked up at him through her legs.
His eyes showed the desire to fuck her. His cock twitching. Again he pushed it in. Summers chest rose with the feeling of the forceful entry.
He wasn't taking any prisoners this time. The first thrust was deep the second thrust deeper harder.
"Fucktoy"
"Yes" Summer replied.
"How does it feel"
"I've had bigger" Summer looked for a reaction.
"Oh you nasty bitch we are going to make sure you enjoy this holiday. You will take more cock than ever before. Your cocky, but your needy, you want to explore, to be used. I can do that for you. I can take you...
His thrusts full and deep. Nearly the whole cock back out and in. The camera switching between the sight of Manny's cock burying itself and then panning to Summer's reactions.
Her screams, her moans. Her words....
"Don't you dare fucking stop....Fuck me with all your mite.... Be a beast."
Gripping her legs tighter lifting her arse up so he could penetrate deeper and harder. The talk just drove him on to fuck her harder than he had fucked any other woman.
"Be careful what you wish for. There are men on this island who will use, torture you for their own pleasure if you can take it."
Summer looked at Mamny. "Im sexually deviant, I want to experience everything."
Fun, fucking and fantasy had replaced sun sea and sex. Debauchery was the only thing on the agenda for the Sisters.
"Enough talk, I will make sure you do things you've never experienced. If that's what you want."
"Yes sir"
That's all Manny wanted to hear. He signalled for Rosie to come closer.
"Let her eat your pussy, let her lick my cum out of you. Sit on your sisters face."
Rosie straddled her sisters face lowering herself down. Feeling her sisters tongue back on her pussy. She handed the phone to Manny and took grip of her sisters legs. The moans of pleasure now coming from Rosie were captured.
Manny's free hand found Summers clit. If licking her sisters cunt and being fucked wasn't enough now added stimulation drove her onto orgasm. The constant pounding. The taste of cum. Now a thumb touching her most sensitive area.
Rosie feeling her sisters tongue pushing into her cunt, flicking over her clit, couldn't help but touch herself. It was as if performing for the camera but yet It was instinctively touching her own breasts.
As Rosie's legs straddled over Summers arms pinning her down. Summer had found the only place to grip was the sheets now she gripped onto her sisters thighs.
Orgasm hit, her nails dug into her sisters thighs as the feeling flowed through her body tensing up. Manny knew it was time to fill the second sister too. Driven on by the sight in front of him, for the second time he flooded a desperate cunt. A cunt draining it of all he could produce.
Again as he pulled out he filmed it popping out. This time it was Rosie"s turn to clean it as he grabbed her by the hair and pulled her down to lick his cock. Tasting the juices of her sister and their fucker.
He pulled his cock away from her mouth once he felt it was clean and pushed Rosie's head down into Summer's cunt.
He filmed as the sisters spent time in a 69.
After a few minutes of watching and filming the girls enjoy one another Manny spoke.
"Well done girls, you two are really impressive."
Rosie rolled off of Summer.
"Give your sister a kiss" Manny said to Rosie.
Both faces glowing from juices. When there tongues slipped in one another's mouth the taste of cum shared.
One last bit of action captured on camera.
As Manny redressed the sisters looked on at him. What a body. What a cock. What a fuck.
"Ladies, welcome to Jamaica welcome to Hedonism. I hope you enjoy your holiday, im sure we can find you some interesting activities. Your butler will be on call from 7 in the morning. There's a tablet so you can arrange your activities etc. I think we will supply a second one so you can both book your options. I can guarantee you'll be seeing me again. Sleep well and we will see you in the morning. Maybe hit the spa for your first day."
As Manny disappeared the girls started to unpack. Not that a lot of clothes would be needed mostly bikinis, maybe not even that.
A couple of hours nap and then what the resort had to offer in the morning.
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Introduction
What will the morning bring?
For Rosie, her naughtiness finally catches up with her. The chance to become Red Riding Hood all over again. An offer that can't be refused unless she wants others to find out what she is really like.
Summer isn't so easy to blackmail. Will she do as she is asked to protect her sister?
The Taboo flows, and the sisters remain uninhibited.
One thing is for sure: there will be plenty of sexual pleasure with these two.
The re-emergence of Red Riding Hood
8.03
Rosie walked out of the bedroom to find Summer already in a blue and yellow bikini, sitting on the sofa, flicking through the tablet.
"Hi Sis, just having a look through the resort options. How do you fancy the Spa today? Massage? Nails?" Summer said.
"Facial for you, sis," Rosie replied.
"Which type are you on about?" Summer sniggered.
"Filthy bitches like you like both." The sisters enjoyed a bit of banter. This time Rosie teasing her younger sister.
"Well, after you sat on my face last night and I had yours and Manny's cum over my face, I'm sure I could do with another treatment today." Summer bit back.
"I'm sure my juices did your face a world of good. So what are you ordering for breakfast, another big sausage?" Rosie teased.
"Actually, I thought I'd have bagels", Summer replied. "If I order, are you going to put some clothes on?"
8.40
A knock on the door.
There stood a handsome 6ft tall black man in uniform, the butler who had been designated to their villa, delivering breakfast. He pushed a trolley in with two cloches on. "Good morning to you both. My name is Dominic, or if you just want to call me Dom."
The girls both giggled as Dom looked at them.
"Summer likes a Dom if you know what I mean," Rosie told him.
"If you're going to bend me over and spank me with your big black hands." Summer played along. She turned round and bent over the arm of the sofa.
First, he noticed the beautiful, round, white ass in that thong bikini, then he noticed the tattoo. The tattoo that contained a queen of spades design. Manny had informed him that these two young ladies would be getting extra attention.
"If that's the case, my only question is how hard do you want it?" He asked Summer.
Before Summer could answer, Rosie was there.
"She likes it hard and rough. That's both spanking her and fucking her."
To which Dom brought his hand down onto Summer's bare ass cheek. A firm, sounding crack rang through the villa, then a second on the other cheek. Leaving nice red marks. On her arse.
"Mmmm, thank you, Sir." Summer was grateful for the attention.
"Anytime. Now here is your breakfast you ordered." Dom presented it on the table for the pair. Removing the cloches. I also have a second tablet for Miss Rosie to use. I shall come back in say 20 minutes and run you through things on it and how to organise and order. Enjoy your breakfast. I'll see you soon. Oh, and Miss Summer, that's a fine ass."
With that, the girls sat down to their breakfast, Summer resting a slightly sore arse on her chair. Painful but nice. Alongside the bagels was a complimentary juice drink to wash them down with. Or was it to make them horny?
The first sip, they recognised the tropical concoction. Taboo. It was so tasty. The warmth inside from a juice drink. It really did make you feel horny as well. It made you want more. It washed down the bagels.
9.00
The bell rang again. This time, Summer went to open the door to the butler.
"You're back for another round on my ass?" Summer turned and wiggled her arse.
Not a second later, she felt that black hand make contact. She looked back and blew Dom a kiss.
"So we were wanting to book into the spa today. What do you think our chances are?" Summer said as she walked back to the dining area.
"Well, you will be pleased to hear, quite good. Manny upgraded you to the Taboo package this morning." Dom explained. "That will give you more access to events and facilities around the resort."
"Now that sounds interesting, upgraded after one morning," Rosie said. Although with Manny's warm welcome earlier in the morning, it was no surprise.
"So Rosie, here's your personal tablet. If you'd like to log in, I have one for you as well, Summer. Yes, red tablets signify to our staff that you're in the upgrade package." Dom explained.
He continued, "Tonight we have a photographer in, and if you don't mind me saying, you both have amazing bodies. Would you like to enjoy a photo shoot? He can do various levels. With us being an adult resort, you could have pictures dressed in lingerie or bikinis. I can vouch for how stunning you look. I'd be surprised if they didn't use pictures of you both in their advertising."
"Of course, if you're feeling adventurous, there's topless, naked or one for you, Summer, he does a Bdsm shoot."
The girls looked at one another. The feeling the drink had given them was intoxicating.
"It's maybe something you would never try normally, but you're here to enjoy this hedonistic lifestyle, so why not try it. I know it's a limited number of people. Maybe even together."
Summer was the first to answer. "I'm up for it"
Rosie didn't want to be outdone. "Of course I'll do it"
She looked at Summer. Was it the drink affecting her?
"If I went naked, would you?" Asked Rosie.
Summer instantly responded. "You know I'm up for anything"
"Well, I will book you both in with him", Dom gave them a wink.
" So if we book you in for the spa around 2, that gives you the morning to explore, maybe you could even have your hair done for the photo shoot," Dom suggested to the two of them.
"That sounds perfect to me, I might head to the beach for a little sun", Summer hinted to Rosie.
"You do you, I'm going to sit out on the veranda and have a look at the tablet and see what we can do this week. Maybe some trips out." Rosie replied.
"Reach Falls is a lovely spot", Dom recommended. "Just log in and talk to one of the Hedonist advisors."
"So, as a butler, how far do your duties go?" Summer asked.
Dom had previously fucked some of his guests, a perk of the job. Especially those guests invited onto the Taboo package. "How far would you like me to go?"
"Well, are you allowed to rub sun lotion into me?" Summer asked.
"Let's get everything you need together, and I'll walk you down to the loungers and introduce you to the bartender down there. Might be too early for an alcoholic drink, but there's always a cold drink."
"Taboo?" Summer asked.
"You like it? Yes, we like to promote the local drink." Dom replied.
"Oh, it's quite something. I could drink it all day, it even has a bit of a kick, an after effect, makes you feel...." Summer was singing the drinks' praises.
"Horny? That's the passion fruit, mango and pineapple mix. It has that effect." Dom smiled.
"Is it possible to get some for the villa? I can imagine it's quite addictive and it's lovely cold." Rosie wanted to add her piece just to say she enjoyed it too.
"I believe there is some already in your fridge, but we will bring you more." Dom let them both know, leaving them both smiling.
Five minutes later, and Dom has cleared the breakfast items to his cart. Summer had gathered what she needed and put them in the Hedonism bag that was in the villa. Summer stood talking to her sister on the veranda as Rosie relaxed into the chair that was out there.
"You're such a tart getting him to rub lotion into you", Rosie said to Summer.
"But why not. His gorgeous, I need the lotion on, it will feel good, it's a perk." Summer responded.
"Rosie, if you want lotion on your body, I'm happy to do it for you." Dom cut in as he arrived at the French doors.
"No, it's ok, I'm capable of putting it on myself, unlike my attention-seeking sister." Rosie's response provoking Summer.
"Honestly, it's not a problem for me to put sun lotion onto two beautiful bodies; it would be my pleasure to do it for you. This holiday is about the experience for you. Enjoy everything Hedonism has to offer." Dom made it clear that he didn't mind doing it.
"Point taken. I'll be fine for now with my drink and tablet, but yes, I will let you get your hands on me at some point." Rosie mellowed as she sipped her drink, her imagination taking her places.
Summer walked ahead happily showing her arse and her tattoo.
Dom commented. "That's quite a tattoo and a lovely arse in that bikini." First, they headed for the beach bar, Dom introduced Tony, who was quite happily enjoying the view while serving Summer a cold Taboo just to keep her hydrated (and horny).
Dom and Summer made their way to one of the cabanas. Summer put her drink down in the shade and arranged all her other items. While Dom arranged the sun lounger for her.
"Where would you like the lotion?" He asked.
"Everywhere, back and front. I want your hands all over me." Summer was direct and to the point.
She lay down on the lounger. Ass up. Dom applied some sun cream to his hands as Summer moved her hair out of the way. Her alabaster skin was ready for the Caribbean sun, but a little protection was needed. His hands slid over her shoulders. Turning her head to the side to watch him. If only he were wearing less. His hands on her skin felt so hot.
Sliding up and down her back, making sure every inch was covered, leaving nothing to burn. Her soft skin felt magnificent, now for that arse. Sat in its bikini thong, Summer's round cheeks like globes. Did Dom spend extra time applying the sun cream to them? Why wouldn't you? Perfection. His hands sliding under the material of the thong, down her crack, his thumb rubbing on her anus. Moans
He continued down both powerful thighs. This was no little girl who would break if you fucked her with a big cock. This woman could take it all.
As Summer rolled over, gone was the round backside, replaced by her eye-catching breasts. Were they too big for this bikini? They certainly were only just being held in and forming a deep cleavage.
Starting where he finished off and working back up. Her silk-like legs, back to those powerful thighs. As he reached the top of them, she opened them as if inviting him in. The smile on her face enticing. Dom continued trying not to be trapped in Summer's Web. Rubbing the lotion into her stomach, now onto those breasts and temptation.
Applying more sun cream, he began to apply it to her bare skin. Two beautifully rounded mounds just held in. His focus was on what he was doing. Summer's focus on him. Then she decided to take it up a level. Her hands came up to one of her breasts, and pulled it fully out, repeating for the other one. Now he was faced with her ample tits.
"You might as well apply it to all of them just in case I do take my top off", Summer told him.
Dom worked on each one with both hands as if polishing a bowling ball.
"They are definitely delightful." Smiling as he worked.
Applying more lotion to her shoulders, face and arms, the job was done. Summer squeezed her tits back into her bikini top.
"Thank you, Dom" She said.
"Just doing my job", he replied.
"And doing it very well" Summer had a cheeky smile on her face.
She took another sip of her drink. Her imagination kicked in as Dom walked back towards the villa. Oh, she could have done so much more with him, even right there on the beach.
On the veranda of the villa, Rosie had settled in; the morning sun was just catching her, but she had already covered herself in sun lotion. She started to log in on the tablet.
Way off in that Kingston office, everything was about to kick into gear. The login would go directly to them. The footage from earlier in the morning had been edited, accounts had been set up, and now was the time to see how Rosie and Summer would react.
Rosie looked at her tablet.
Good morning, Rosie,
I'm Dillon. We are here to make sure you have the best time possible on your holiday. We can arrange allsorts of activities for you. So tell us what kind of things you're interested in.
Rosie typed back.
Nature Dancing Drinking Shopping.
Dillon: We have trips that we can arrange to see some of the sights of the island, or maybe you would be interested in getting away from the resort and visiting some of the local towns. As an island, we can offer great boat trips if that's your thing, allowing you to see nature up close.
Rosie: Those kinds of things sound fantastic.
Dillon: Remember, we are also an adult resort, so we offer other experiences. What are your sexual preferences?
Rosie thought that this was a kind of strange question, but yes, it was an adult resort, I guess his talking about things like the photo shoot. She drank some more of her cold Taboo. That made her feel good inside.
Dillion: How open are you to new experiences? Will you be willing to try new things?
Rosie: Yes, I'm open-minded.
Dillon: So, in a couple of days, we have an event where we ask some of our residents if they would like to catwalk and model some lingerie for the other guests. Are you adventurous enough?
Rosie thought for a second.
Rosie: Why not, and if you talk to my sister Summer, who's staying with me, she will do it too.
Dillon: Lessons in stripping, pole dancing, lap dancing?
Rosie was taken aback by this.
Dillon: Red Riddin Hood would, wouldn't she.
Rosie: What???
Rosie remembered her time on a sex chat site under the name of Red Riddin Hood. But how did they know that?
A folder popped up.
Dillon: I think you should open the file and see what the dark web shows about a nursery nurse assistant from Cambridge.
Rosie's head raced. How the hell did they know all that?
She clicked on the folder.
Up popped pictures. Her passport, her driver's licence, and her Facebook profile. A picture of the nursery, a picture of the sex chat website she had been on.... a picture of her profile, which had a picture of her on it.
Dillon: How would you like your bosses to know what you get up to?
There was a pause in all communication.
Dillon: Maybe these will help you to make up your mind if you want to keep your job or keep it quiet.
Rosie opened another folder. Pictures and videos from the car ride home and the morning's antics.
Dillon: Yes, we have plenty we could send to them to your boss. A nursery nurse on a sex site. Wanting to be a porn star. Well, don't worry, Red Riddin Hood, you have your own OnlyFans page now and erome. Both links can be sent to your headmistress. Do you think you will ever get a job again?
Rosie: What do you want from me?
Dillon: Rosie, we want you to experience a lot more during your stay than you expected. When your two weeks are over, we will take down your OnlyFans and erome accounts if you want us to. You may just want to be the porn star you were begging to be this morning. Everything you did on those videos you did of your own free will; you weren't made to say anything, but you did.
Tonight at the photo shoot, you will get naked and encourage your sister to, but then that shouldn't take too much, having seen her perform too.
Rosie: Do I have a choice?
Dillon: Not if you want to keep your job. Oh, and we suggest Red when you go to the spa, you have your hair coloured. Bright red. Now, are you going to do as we say? If so, drink your drink up, peel that red bikini top off, let those big tits out, and finger yourself.
Rosie sat there for a few seconds. No way out of this. Another two icons popped up. One referred to OnlyFans, the other to erome. Clicking them, there she was in the car, in the villa. Her and her sister. Red Riddin hood and Sinderella.
Dillon: Of course, we could change the information to your real names. There's a lot we can do to make you more well-known if you don't decide to cooperate.
Rosie drank the drink. Backed into a corner, feeling no way out. Thank god this drink made her feel so warm and fuzzy.
She reached behind her, accepting her fate and undid her bikini top and removed it. She sat back and calmly put her hand down the front of her bikini bottoms and started rubbing.
Dillon: I'm glad you accepted. We will make sure that you have a lot of fun. Now finger yourself till you cum.
The drink helped her feel horny. A little more, the taste, the feeling afterwards. Thoughts of tonight running through her head.
The endless possibilities of posing for a photographer. Lingerie, but now being told she will be naked. More thoughts filled her head. Her pussy got wetter. The streams on her OnlyFans grew as they watched the live feed. Touching herself.
Images in her head of the photographer touching her, making her pose in provocative positions, and then fucking her, all while he took pictures. Rosie's eyes closed as the orgasm approached. Feelings inside ready to go through the roof.
The images in her head, naked on all fours, taking a cock from behind as the camera clicked. Pounded from behind. In her head, scarlet red hair flying.
The intense feelings grew inside, her body writhing in the chair, breasts swaying, a beautiful sight for those watching on the net.
Finally, Rosie pulled her fingers from her pussy and licked them clean.
Rosie: Satisfied? You're obviously watching.
Dillon: Not just me, you just did your first live on OnlyFans. Do you want to hear the comments they made?
Rosie was shocked at what he said. Had she really just performed for guys, hundreds of guys? She hadn't known, but what had they said about her?
Rosie: Tell me.
Dillon. Fantastic body, look at those tits, dirty bitch. Bet she can take a cock or two. Can't wait to see more. Get naked, show us everything. Horny slut.
There are hundreds, and they all thought you were fantastic. Maybe next time you should have it open and reply to them.
Rosie: I didn't know I was performing.
Dillon: But that helped, and now you know you can do it. It felt good. We told you that we were going to make it interesting for you.
Rosie: I feel dirty.
Dillon: But a good dirty
Rosie: Yes, it's kind of hot to think people watched me touch myself.
On the beach, Summer had lain back, having just had her sun lotion rubbed on by the butler. Now a buzz from the tablet.
Please log in and let us help you have the best experience possible.
Summer started logging in.
Good morning, Summer.
I'm James. We are here to make sure you have the best time possible on your holiday. We can arrange allsorts of activities for you. So tell us what kind of things you're interested in.
Summer: big black cocks, submission, humiliation and sex
There was a pause.
James: Well, that's quite a list. Not the normal list we get. As an adult resort, I'm sure we can fulfil those needs.
I will skip the upsell of boat trips or going to waterfalls and move to the experiences within the resort.
I believe you're signed up for the photo shoot this evening. Which level were you thinking of trying?
Summer: Oh, I'm up for everything, including full nude. I wander around the house naked. I'll even try the bdsm.
James: Wow, you sound quite amazing. A lot of our clients are very open, but you're definitely one of a kind. Do you have an OnlyFans account?
Summer: Actually, no, I don't.
James: How about Sinderella? She's quite a performer.
Summer: How do you know about that name?
Jason: We have a proposal for you. A proposal you might like. We have some activities planned over the next couple of weeks, which are definitely in your field of interests.
In return, we made you and your sister only fans websites. Now I'm sure you will love yours, but you might want to help your sister keep hers quiet in case her bosses find out. Take a look Sinderella and Red Riddin Hood. You make quite a pair. Wanting to be porn stars and doing what you did.


Four icons popped up. Two Sinderella and two Red Riddin Hood.
James: Have a look at your OnlyFans, see what a slut you are. How perverted you are. How popular you are already.
Then look at your sisters, see what she needs to hide.
Summer hovered over the Sinderella icons. Only fans and erome. Clicking on the only fans, up popped the website, and a profile for Sinderella. The description. Queen of Spades and so much more.
Pictures of her body. Her enjoying fun with her sister. Videos of them. And with Manny.
James: I recommend you go to your sister's profile. Looks like she's agreed to do her part for two weeks and now... well, go look at the live.
Summer didn't close down the first page but opened up the Red Riddin Hood OnlyFans. Again, more pics and videos. Then she spotted the live... clicking it.
There was her sister, as she had left her on the veranda. As she had left her, but now topless and fingering herself live on the net. Comments coming in.
James: It will stop when she cums. But she's doing it so we don't send all this to her boss. Now, are you going to do your part for her?
Summer: You've told her to finger herself on camera. Fuck me.
James: Well, if you come visit us, I and the rest of the lads would give you a good time.
Summer: Are you trying to make me a filthy white slut for BBC?
James: Of course not, you already are, you know it, you admit to it. You are just going to help your sister fulfil her tasks and have fun at the same time. Drink up, it's your turn for a task.
Finish your drink, head for the beach bar, and order another. He will know you want more. How far you go is up to you, but he will expect to cum one way or another.
Summer: And will I be live too?
James: Of course, so put on a good show to please the viewers. You'll love the feeling of performing for guys watching for real. Not just in a chat room bar.
Summer finished off her first taboo drink. God, why did it make her feel so horny? Then again, that was a positive if she was about to have BBC. She walked back over to the bar.
"Tony, can I have another Taboo, please?" Summer lent against the bar, pushing her tits out. Glistening from the sun cream.
"Is there anything else you require?" Tony said.
"Your cum please" Summer was direct and to the point.
"Well, have a sip and get that fine round arse around here." Tony knew that she had been sent to have fun with him.
Summer took a big gulp of the taboo and walked towards the counter flap. Tony lifted it up and welcomed Summer in, putting his arms around Summer and kissing her.
Tony's hand sliding down onto her bare cheeks. That thong back bikini let him feel pretty much everything. Enjoying the feel of Summer's body against him, the kiss continued on.
Finally, the kiss ended, Tony took a close look. Summer gave him a twirl. Where to start. Tony's first thought was that bikini top. Release those tits, reaching behind and untying the strings on the bikini, firstly on the ones around her back, then around her neck. Pulling it away and placing it on the bar. There they were. Fantastically rounded, a handful to play with. A delight for the cameras around the bar and the viewers on the net.
Bending down, lifting each tit to his mouth. Sucking on those nipples. Taking his time tasting just like the kiss beforehand.
"That's it, Tony, yours to enjoy. All yours." Summer told him.
He was tempted to push her down to her knees, pull his cock out and slap it between her tits and get himself a tit wank. Summer was obviously so capable of getting such massive tits around a big black cock. But the viewers would rather see a slut like her being fucked.
"So Sinderella, what big tits you've got."
Summer giggled. "I think you'll find Red Riddin Hood's are bigger, but I do have a fine pair for you to enjoy."
"And your arse", Tony replied.
"All yours too. Take what you want, oh, and call me Sin."
"Well, let's bend you over the bar and have a look. Rest those big tits on it"
Summer took up a position where she lent on the bar as she stood for her arse to be inspected. Feet apart. She felt his hands on the side of her bikini.
"You don't mind, do you?" Tony said, just as he was about to pull it down.
"Of course not. Go ahead"
With Summer's permission, her bikini bottoms hit the floor of the beach bar in a second. There she stood, stark naked, being inspected by a black barman on the first morning of her holiday. Added to this, she knew, unlike Rosie, that this was being streamed live. That guys would be commenting about her. Stroking their dicks to her.
The first thing Tony did was slap Summer's ass.
"Mmmm, thank you, Sir, I love being spanked." Summer was playing to the cameras.
"I hear you love being treated like a whore, too" Tony wanted to make Summer look like the slut they wanted her to be.
Summer reached for her drink, had some more, which made her hornier.
"I'm a queen of spades on holiday in Jamaica, if I don't get fucked twice a day, I'll be disappointed. I want plenty of black cock. Are you going to give me yours?"
Never had they had a woman so open, so brazen. Telling the viewers she wanted to be fucked.
"Well, you're up for it, aren't you?" As Tony spoke, she felt his hands pull her cheeks apart. His fingers running over her glistening pussy.
"Look how wet you are, just gagging for it, aren't you?" Tony's words rang in Summer's ears and just provoked her to be filthy.
"Get your big black cock out and give me what I need. I'm standing here needing a cock in me. Fuck me like the little white slut I am."
Tony removed his shorts and boxers within seconds. His cock was hard, just from the few minutes he had been with Summer.
"Don't just stand there, put it in me." Summer was now in complete slut mode, begging for cock.
Then she felt it, penetrating her. Pushing deeper in, a moan, building a rhythm as he pushed deeper into that vast chasm. The moans grew, pushing her arse back onto his thrusts. Soon, his whole cock was filling her.
Summer placed her arms on the bar, lifting herself up. The motions swaying her body, her breasts free from pressing against the countertop, now swaying with the rhythm of the fucking. With one hand slapping Summer's arse, the other pulling her hair. Holding it in a ponytail. He had control of her.
"Little British slut coming over here begging for cock. If you see her, give it to the nasty bitch. Rich bitch but complete whore"
Just as Tony was describing Summer for the camera's sake, a black couple turned up at the bar before they went onto the beach.
The pair first noticed Summer naked, and then as they got nearer, they could see Tony the barman giving service. They took a seat on the barstool right in front of Summer. They weren't going to miss the show.
Looking at Summer. Her face was a picture of passion. Gripping the counter. Every thrust bringing her that bit closer to orgasm. Written across her face. The first time the American couple had witnessed someone else being fucked. Another slap on the ass. Another moan of pleasure combined with pain.
Where to look. Her face, her breasts or the guy fucking her. As she watched the couple in front of her, Summer started talking to the girl.
"Oh God, it feels great. (Summer looked at the woman's other half. He was now concentrating on her breasts swaying. Bigger than his girlfriend.) Do you mind if your man has a feel?"
The American woman looked across at her other half. "If you want to go ahead, babe."
As he took hold of both breasts, Summer looked at the American woman. "Thank you."
His hands were now full, cupping Summers' tits as they swung with every thrust from behind.
"Damn, darling, she's got a fine rack. Some heavy hooters." The American guy said as he played with them.
"Nice batty's and pum" came from Tony.
"Fantastic cock." From Summer as she pushed back again.
The American guy decided to tease Summer's nipples and then let go. Pulling her nipples caused an "oooooohhhh" from Summer.
Summer looked across to his girlfriend. "Your turn, come closer."
The American girl climbed off her stool and stood in front of Summer. Reached up and felt Summer's tits. Summer mouthed "kiss". Soon, the two were lip-locked. Summer's moans of pleasure were muffled. The feel of another woman caressing her breasts or the feel of that cock. Everything sending sensations to her brain. Impulses flowing back. Again, the crescendo of pleasure flowed through Summer's body.
In return, that thick throbbing cock started to empty its load inside. A stream turned into a torrent as he let go of Summer's hair and gripped her hips. She was taking all of his cum. Not stopping till there was no more to fill her.
"You're dirty but divine Sinderella", Tony said as he eased out his cock, wiping it on Summer's ass.
The kiss finally finished, the American guy slapping his girlfriend's ass. "Did you enjoy that? Looked as if you did."
She replied back. "Actually, I've never kissed another woman before, or played with another woman. It was surprisingly nice."
Summer spoke up. "She's a great kisser." She stood up straight, letting her tits fall into place naturally. Looking back at Tony gathering himself together. (The feed to only fans cut off)
"Can I get you anything to drink, rather than you waiting for Tony?"
"You're a barmaid?" The American guy commented.
"No, I'm a guest, but I've worked a bar before," Summer replied.
"Like that? You look comfortable like that" The guy asked.
"Well, occasionally I might have finished the evening like this, one way or another." Summer smiled at him.
"Well, that's a bar I would love to visit." The American guy wondered what kind of bars the British had.
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Introduction
Welcome to part 5 of Destination Hedonism. Hopefully, you may have read the previous parts. If you haven't, I'd invite you to do so. I hope you enjoy the stories.
Summer and Rosie (The Watkins sisters) have headed to Jamaica to an Adult resort called Hedonism. Their desires have led them to be noticed and enticed into sexual exploitation. Secrets were found and used against them; now they are in the gang's web.
Given a drink (Taboo) that has an aphrodisiac effect on them, causing them to be hornier than ever before.
The Spa may be just a time to relax, but there are always desires and temptations. Here, they find others trapped in the web. The Taboo Girls are formed.
The Spa
"Ladies, welcome to Hedonism's spa. This afternoon, we will look after you, and pamper you so that you're ready for the rest of your vacation," The manager of the spa greeted four women booked in for the afternoon's treatments.
Summer and Rosie were joined by an older lady in her late 40s and a younger lady who must be 18 to be at the resort.
"Ladies, we have given you priority today for the use of the spa, as we know all of you have decided to take part in our photo shoot this evening, so we want you to look your most glamorous best," he continued.
"So, ladies, get to know one another. You will be seeing a lot of one another today. I know a couple of you know one another. I'll just get some drinks brought in for you all." He finished his welcome speech.
Rosie approached the older and younger woman, "Hi, I'm Rosie, and this is my younger sister Summer. It's nice to meet you both."
"I'm Lucy," said the older lady.
"I'm Katie," said the 18-year-old.
"Lovely to meet you both," Summer jumped in before Rosie could dominate the conversation, "So what does everyone fancy having done today?"
"I'm going to have my hair done before the photo shoot," Rosie said.
Summer looked at her. This was news to her.
"I thought I'd go scarlet red," Rosie said. This was Rosie's way of trying to make it not look too obvious that she had been asked to go Red for her Red Riddin Hood image, "Something different for the holiday."
Katie stepped in, "You have beautiful blonde hair, but I can imagine you as a fiery red. I'm thinking blue tips to my blonde hair and pig tails. I think Daddy might like that."
"I've heard the mud pool does wonders for your skin," said Lucy.
"I'm up for that. Why don't we do that as a group?" Summer encouraging the others.
The three other ladies nodded as the drinks were brought in. Each grabbed a glass.
"To us, let's have a fun afternoon and night together," said Lucy.
Each took a sip.
"Mmm, Taboo, it's very addictive, so tasty!" Rosie was the first to react.
"Can't get enough of it," said Lucy.
"First time I had it, well, it made me so horny," Said Katie. She didn't finish the story because that was her secret.
"Maybe we should be the Taboo girls?" Summer burst out with.
The others raised their glasses, "The Taboo Girls!" another gulp of it, and they were all feeling the influence of the drink. Instead of feeling drunk, there was a common feeling of being horny. Inhibitions were about to be lost.
"I'm thinking of getting waxed," Lucy told them all, "Anyone else going to?"
The other three looked at one another.
Rosie first said, "I'm bald."
Katie followed, "Me too, Daddy likes me bald."
Summer last of all, "Yes, my cunt is bald too, I dare you to have all your pubic hair waxed off. No Brazilian, join us bald."
"Dare, eh, and what do you dare in return?" Lucy asked.
"I'll be the first to eat you afterwards," said Summer.
The others looked shocked. Did she really say that? Of course, Rosie knew that she meant it.
"So if I have to suffer pain, would you dare do the cold. Try the cryotherapy?" Lucy teased.
Rosie nipped in, "I was thinking about it, sis, freeze your tits off with me."
"Then get in the hot tub with you," Summer added.
"With us all," Lucy said.
"So Katie, would you try a hot stone massage?" Rosie asked.
"Is that my thing to try. Then yes, I will." Rosie replied.
Summer raised her glass, the others followed, and the first glass of Taboo was gone. But the manager was happy to supply more for their pleasure.
"So, ladies, where are we starting?" The manager asked.
Summer's turn to take control, "Let's do treatments first, hair and nails last."
"Makes sense to me," Rosie replied.
"This is Maria, she is in charge of the mud baths," The manager said.
"So, ladies, are you going in as you are?" Maria asked.
All the women were dressed in bikinis.
Summer decided to ask the question in everybody's head, "What if I wanted to go in without my bikini?"
"We are part of the adult resort, so of course, if you want to go topless or naked, you may," Maria explained.
"Well for the photo shoot I'm going naked, so I haven't got a problem stripping off," Rosie told the others.
Lucy was next, "Yeah, I agreed to go naked for the photo shoot. So why not, I guess."
"Erm, I kinda said yes to the photo shoot and being naked, but I'm not as big as you," Katie said.
"It's not about size, it's about the freedom. Doing things you wouldn't normally do. Find your inner rebel, pull down those straps. Strip down and be free," Rosie said to her.
"Look at me, I've had three kids, I wish I were as skinny as you or these two. But I'm me. Once I was like you, like them, but now I'm more rounded, yet guys still think I'm hot. Still think I'm fuckable. I'm sure your daddy thinks you are, just the way you are," Lucy followed.
"And just to have my say," Summer spoke, "I grew up in the shadow of Rosie. Quite a shadow. I developed late. Never as rounded as her, but I accepted how I was, and finally they did grow, and I make the most of what I have. So be happy with who you are. There are guys for all of us. Never be ashamed to be you."
Katie spoke, "And I'm amongst sisters that care, not those that body shame."
She started to take off the top of her bikini, to which the other ladies applauded. As they all stripped off, different shapes and sizes, each one was happy to be naked, getting into the mud pool.
"So, ladies, very impressive group decision, what was it you called yourself?" Maria asked.
"The Taboo Girls!" came back as one.
"Well, Taboo girls drink up, I'll get more for when you're out. Enjoy the wonderful properties of the mud." Maria told them.
Katie stepped in, and the others followed. The texture strange at first. The warmth of the mud around their bodies as they sank into it. Sliding all over their bodies as they sank deeper into it. Pussies, tummies, breasts, all covered by the thick substance.
The girls gathered together in the pool. The heat of a hot tub with the qualities of a face pack.
"So, ladies, we've stripped off and shared the mud together. What brings you here?" Summer asked, "I was having a holiday with my boyfriend, but as you can see, my sister is here instead. He just had work commitments, and I've had to twist Rosie's arm to come with me to this paradise."
Lucy wanted to ask something, "I noticed you've got a tattoo as well, but not just any tattoo. One I was thinking of getting. Queen of Spades?"
"Yes, I prefer to have black guys fuck me. My boyfriend is also my master, but I'm also free to fuck other black men. Or rather, they are free to fuck me." Summer replied.
"So coming here with that showing...." Katie said.
"Means I'm going to get fucked an awful lot on holiday, 3 times so far, and we only took the flight last night," Summer replied.
"I'm not a queen of spades, but I do love to have fun, so I'm up for pretty much anything. So I'm going to enjoy my holiday in every way I can." Rosie added.
They looked to Lucy.
"My story, well, mine's a little different. For the past five years, my husband has been rather supportive of me liking being fucked by other men. At first, it started off as a fantasy. During COVID. Both stuck together, and we discussed me wanting to be taken and used. Even in front of him. He has watched and filmed me with white and black "bulls". Now he has brought me here, and yes, I got fucked straight away too, and I think by the sounds of it I could be getting a lot more," Lucy explained.
Lucy paused for a second, "Of course, I'm much older than the three of you. Had kids, so I'm chubbier, and I have saggy tits. But I've got this thing on my finger and a need to be fucked. Cheating wife? No, he lets me. I enjoy taking cock after cock. Why wouldn't I, and he loves watching me take it."
"So because you're married, guys want to fuck you,"asked Katie.
"Yes, fuck me in front of him or have me go back to him a sticky mess,"Lucy replied, "So what's your story, Katie?"
"Well, I'm here with my daddy, and no, I don't mean real dad. He's a 35-year-old black man who loves to dominate me. (What she forgot to mention was that he had been her teacher in high school. Only when she hit 18 did they get together. Oh, and yes, I've been fucked already, where he has shared me." Katie replied.
Was it a coincidence that all of them had been fucked when they arrived? Was it a coincidence that they had been put together as a group for treatments at the spa, or that they were doing the photo shoot together?
The mud was as relaxing as the Taboo drink invigorated them. Floating, sitting, it felt so good.
"Ladies, as lovely as it is to be in their, it's time to come out. Of course, come out and make sure you're covered in the mud. Lie down on the loungers and let it dry into your skin." Maria told them.
The ladies started to climb out of the mud. Their bodies covered. Rosie playfully slapped Summer's ass as she climbed out. Summer climbed out, reached back for Rosie, pulling her out, and then letting go, causing Rosie to fall back in the mud.
For a few seconds, it reminded Summer of the moment that she and Jess had been to the forest. Summer letting Jess fall back into the mud. This time, no mud fight. Lucy was now applying mud to Katie's face. Katie was admiring Lucy's curves. Different body shapes, yet both sexy in their own way. Rosie climbed back out, not relying on her sister this time.
All four ladies lay on loungers, the mud drying on their skin. The warmth in the area allowing it to dry quickly. Like a mud mask for the whole body, it enriches the skin.
Time passed.
"Ladies, it's time to wash off," Maria came in and let them know, "If you'd like to follow me, I will show you the showers. Walk this way."
The 4 naked women walked along without a care in the world. No cubicles, just a long row of showers on each side. The showers started flowing. The ladies stepped into the warmth. Summer was the first to touch someone else.
Katie was surprised when she felt hands on her shoulders. Sliding down her arms. Then going between her arms and side, reaching around and cupping her tits. She felt Summer's breasts press into her. The water flowed over the pair. Rosie and Lucy watched on. Neither was quite sure whether to touch the other, but they did. Both with ample chests, they reached out to one another, caressing one another's breasts. Roughly about the same size.
The drink must still be working in their systems....
Rosie's lips met Lucy's. The kiss, tender, gentle, loving, turning passionate. Summer watched on, one hand reaching down to Katie's bare pussy lips. Sliding in, cleaning the mud from within Katie's crevices.
"Look what we have here, looks like four mud sluts," The first of six black guys walked in, all very athletic and six-foot-plus. Having just finished a game of three-on-three basketball, they were ready to hit the showers, too. The resort didn't need male and female showers.
Rosie and Lucy broke their kiss, turned and looked at the guys walking in. Naked and sweaty. Summer and Katie looked. Summer never stopped touching Katie's clit. Making her sigh as she looked at the guys.
"Lesbian Mud Sluts at that," commented another of the guys.
Summer was first to respond, "Not lesbian sluts but horny sluts. Dirty sluts. Filthy sluts. The four of us could easily handle the six of you."
Lucy was next, "I might be old enough to be your mother. But I'm a mother you would fuck." At this point, she made a break towards them. Wandering in amongst them, looking, admiring.
Rosie wasn't far behind, "Mud sluts..... Cum sluts. We can take all your cum."
"And what about the little one, we would break her," one of the guys said, pointing at Katie.
Katie walked towards him, "For your information, I was fucked in my ass while I rode a cock in my cunt this morning, both 10 inches. So if you think you can break me, please try." She sank to her knees and wrapped her lips around his cock as the water washed away the mud. Katie had told the group she was fucked this morning, but neglected to say it was double penetration.
By now, hands were roaming from both the men and the women. Engaging one another. Stroking cocks. Feeling the curves of the three women still standing. Wiping the mud off the women's bodies, as their hands stroked cocks, making them hard.
Katie stood up, the guy in front of her hard from her sucking. Turned around and put her hands on the wall of the shower. Looked back
"So go ahead, try and break me," Katie invited the guy to fuck her. Without a second thought, he pushed his cock against her sopping wet cunt and entered her. Gripping her hips, "That's it all the way in, hard and deep." Were her instructions.
From meek, mild little girl, to sexual nymph. The other three women watched on at the change. Seconds later, that changed. Summer was down on her knees. A cock in her mouth and reaching for another.
Lucy was asking, "Who wants my married cunt?" One of the remaining three stepped forward. Leaving Rosie holding two cocks. Not her first time. She knelt. But rather than being on her heels, sucking, she was upright, taking the first cock in between her breasts and pushing them around it. There she was with her big white fat tits wanking him with them. His black, thick, throbbing cock was trapped inside but poking out the top.
"Look at this one, she knows how to use her tits," One of the guys commented.
As the water flowed, there were groans and moans.
Lucy rode her man.
Her tits alive, bouncing.
Summer was taking control of her guys. Both similar height. Athletic, strong and big. "Who wants my cunt? Who wants my ass?" decision made. She put her arms around the neck of the guy in front of her. Pulled herself up and onto him. Arms wrapped around, legs followed. His cock tantalisingly close. He held her as she positioned herself lower. His cock was swallowed up by her welcoming cunt.
As Summer welcomed one in, she called for the other guy to come in behind her. Pushing his cock against her arsehole. It gave, and he pushed in deeper. Rocking down, now on two cocks, feeling them inside. Deeper and deeper. Both starting to fuck her. The feeling of two cocks inside her always felt fantastic. Two cocks rubbing through a thin wall. Causing Summer's moans to be louder than anybody else's.
Katie was taunting her man. Telling him, "Come on fuck me harder, you want to break me." His thrusts were deep and hard; he wasn't holding back, but there were moans, not screams, even when he slapped Katie's ass.
Rosie had her first guy ready to explode with his cock trapped between her tits. Just a few more thrusts trapped in by those fabulous tits. The eruption of cum mimicked a volcano shooting its lava into the air. Cum coming out flying over her face and over her tits. An eruption of epic proportions. Rosie, cum covered, released one cock from between her tits and let the next slide in between for the same treatment.
Lucy sat astride her man as he thrust up into her. Her mighty tits bouncing, for an older woman, she had stamina and could have kept going forever. The guy underneath her, filling her with his ten inches of black cock. He watched as she rode him. Yes, she was the oldest, but she certainly knew how to fuck. She truly was a sight to behold.
She leaned down towards him. Her mountainous tits hanging. He reached and gripped her arse. Both hands were getting the handful of flesh he craved. His cock pistoning in.
"That's it fuck me, cum in me, so I can tell my white husband how well you fucked my cunt." Lucy commanded.
Invitation accepted, he pounded her, bending up to suck and kiss Lucy's tits. An older body, but still delicious. Bouncing up and down. The sight of her riding him, a married woman just wanting big black cock filling her and god was he filling her. Flooding her cunt with his cum, driving her insane. Lucy's screams filled the room.
In turn, those screams brought on orgasms around the room. Katie feeling herself cum filled. Her arse slapped. Taking the pain and converting it into pure pleasure. The moans of an orgasm came in between her screams of "harder". She couldn't get enough.
Summer, filled in both ass and cunt was ready for her release. Two cocks were driving into her, forcing her to a crescendo. First, the cock in her arse squirting his juice into her. One cock pulsing led directly to the other blasting Summers cunt with cum. Her nails dug in as she hit her peak. Riding them both. "That's it cum in me."
They continued to follow her desires. Draining their balls into the needy brunette.
Rosie still had one black guy yet to cum. He was enjoying his cock tit wanked. In front of him, the pretty blonde was covered in one lot of cum. Her back to the shower, stopping it from being washed off. Now his mates egging him on to, "Cover the bitch".
Soon, he obliged. Those tits were too much; his big throbbing cock could take no more. Again, a black cock head exploded in front of Rosie, adding more cum to her covered tits and face. This time, Rosie got to suck the last drops. As she knelt, Lucy and Katie came over to admire her.
Lucy couldn't resist what was in front of her. A tit covered in black man's cum. She helped Rosie to her feet and then bent down, licked and sucked them cum off of Rosie's right tit. Katie wasn't going to stand by and watch when she saw what Lucy was doing. She took Rosie's left tit and cleaned it.
Summer, who had finally dismounted both cocks, came across, waited for Lucy and Katie to finish. Once they moved out, the way Summer moved in on her sister. Licking her face clean of cum. But these were sisters who shared. As Summer's lips met Rosie's, her tongue slid into her sister's mouth. Passing cum across to her sister as they kissed. Sharing is caring. The guys just watched on.
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Introduction
Welcome to part 6 of Destination Hedonism.
Rosie and Summer Watkins headed to Jamaica for the holiday of a lifetime. Summer has a queen of spades tattoo and so expects to be the centre of attention, a lot of attention.
The attention they get is from a gang that is looking to sexually exploit the girls to make money. Blackmailed into doing what the gang wants, Rosie and Summer are about to get in deep.
They have been joined by two others, Lucy and Katie, also being controlled by the gang. All four becoming addicted to the local drink Taboo, which the gang is happy to supply them, as it has an effect of sexually exciting the women.
All four meet for a photo shoot. Photos and streams of the activity hitting there OnlyFans pages.
What else will they gang do with the material?
Note: Rosie did have a 321 sex chat account under red riddin hood but from this chapter on I thought it would make more sense to the story of she was referred to as red riding hood.
THE PHOTO SHOOT
16:30
As Katie, Lucy, Rosie and Summer walked out of the spa, they felt relaxed but horny. 3 blondes and a brunette had changed. Summer, the brunette of the bunch, now had a ponytail plaited. Lucy was still blonde but had a trim. Not the only thing she had trimmed.
Her pubic hair no longer exists; she now matches her three younger counterparts. Waxed. Now looking smooth and perfect.
Katie now had her hair in pigtails. Her blonde hair now had blue tips to it.
The biggest transformation, maybe, was Rosie's. Gone were her platinum blonde locks that she so treasured. Now they had turned scarlet red. She had told her sister she just fancied a change, but the truth was that she was asked to go Red for her OnlyFans page under the name of Red Riding Hood.
The pamper session had been a lovely, relaxing experience. Invigorating for some, and of course, there was the shower after the mud baths. Running into 6 black guys. 6 lots of cum later.
The ladies arranged to meet in the lobby of the hotel at 19:30 to go to the photo shoot together.
19:30 Hedonism lobby
Rosie and Summer strolled in. Rosie, as ever, had everything on show. Her dress was open at the front, showing three-quarters of her tits. Nothing was left to the imagination. No bra and no knickers. Just like any Friday night out back home. The fact that the dress was flame red just meant everybody was looking at her as she entered the lobby.
Summer had realised that her big sister might be the bigger show off. Of course, Summer was the biggest deviant. Sexually, there wasn't much she wouldn't do. Especially for a black cock. She hadn't forgotten her boyfriend Dwayne, but he had told her to enjoy the holiday and do anything she wanted to. Now here she was as Sinderella again.
It wasn't really a Sinderella dress. A sky blue backless dress, which didn't cover up her tattoo. Proudly on show as a queen of spades. Unlike her sister, she had been on the tablet while they ate and got ready. She had gone on the OnlyFans site.
Pictures from the showers were on their too. She read the information that went with the pictures. Our latest stunning quartet. Sinderella, Red Riding Hood.... she realised this would be her sister, as that was her name on 321 sexchat. Ice ice baby... was that Katie... it must be as Slut Wife was Lucy. Did they also have OnlyFans accounts made? They must have. Could the same thing be happening to them that they were being encouraged to do the photo shoot? She sipped her Taboo and looked at the pictures.
What would James (Her contact from the gang) tell her if she contacted him? What did they want them to do?
Katie entered the lobby. Looking stunning in a shimmery dress. A little breast showing. The padded top half was covered in silver sequins the lower half just covered her ass. Silver, blue and purple sequins shimmered. She looked stunning. On the dance floor under lights, she would have shone.
Lucy walked into the room. Again, eyes turned. A wet-look dress was the second thing everyone saw. The first was the transparent net part covering her breasts. Where Rosie had skin open to the air, Lucy's tits were behind a net but totally visible. Just like the other three, her dress wasn't much past her arse.
The girls hugged one another, commenting on how beautiful each looked. They had bonded together well.
As they chatted away, a six-foot black gentleman approached them.
"By the way you are all dressed, I'm guessing that you are the ladies for the photo shoot?" The gentleman asked.
"Yes, we are." They replied in unison.
"Then follow me," he replied, "The resort has been good enough to build us some sets to use."
As they walked into the hall, they came across a bar area, a bedroom (just like one on the resort), a living area, a beach, but interestingly, at the end, it looked like a dungeon.
"Drinks first, ladies?" he ushered them to the bar setting. There on the bar were plenty of bottles of Taboo. "I've heard you nicknamed yourself the taboo girls as well."
Rosie got in first, "Yes, we are."
"Well, I'm Phil, and we are all going to enjoy ourselves tonight. Why don't we start with a group photo of you with your drinks?" The gentleman said as he looked each one of the ladies up and down. This was going to be a fun shoot. The gang had hit the jackpot with these four.
The girls lined up, drink in hand, and Phil started snapping. The bottles of Taboo were open. The intoxicating effect of making them horny hit straight away. The girls started posing individually on barstools. Rosie and Lucy showing off their boobs to full effect.
Then the suggestion from Phil was a group rear shot. It all started well. All stood at the bar, but then Summer lifted up the hem of Rosie's dress, exposing her flesh.
"That's a nice bit of ass," Phil told them. Soon, all the dresses were raised. Cheeks shown, then they all stood legs parted more, as they bent over the bar. Pussies on display. Back to single shots as they drank some more. Legs open on the barstool, flashing. All becoming hornier by the second as they drank. Summer was the first to ease a tit out. It happened to be from her sister's dress.
The sisters having a photo together, but Summer decides to expose her sister's tits. To be fair to Summer, it didn't take much; the material was just holding them in. But not now.
"Sin and Red very nice," Phil said.
Summer noticed he knew their names on the OnlyFans site. Was this just for that? For all four of them. If it were, well, everyone would enjoy it. The girls themselves, the photographer and those who looked at the pages.
As Summer was thinking about it, Rosie took her opportunity to slide down the straps of Summer's dress. Phil was clicking away, taking in everything.
Minutes later, both Lucy and Katie had slipped out of the tops of their dresses and were posing on barstools when Summer entered the shot walking behind the bar. She looked topless, but in fact the whole dress came off, and she stood naked behind the bar "serving".
Phil commented, "You're quite happy topless behind the bar serving."
Summer replied, "Serving, waitressing." She put some bottles on a tray, opened up the service gate, picked up her tray and stood in the gap of the service gate holding the tray. Phil was taking pictures of Lucy suddenly realised that Summer was posing naked, carrying the tray. His focus was soon swayed, his camera now focusing on "Sin".
The click of the camera as she proudly stood naked, pretending to be a waitress. Of course, that then inspired the other three to strip down to heels only. Before Phil knew it, he had 4 naked women posing for him. Firstly, replicating the first shot, holding their Taboo, but now naked. Then each posing on a bar stool. Phil didn't need to tell them how to pose; they naturally spread their legs for him.
The girls were feeling the heat of desire that the drink caused. It didn't stop them from drinking more. Summer was first on her knees sucking off Phil, while Rosie decided it was time to use the taboo bottle to fuck herself. Quite a double act.
Rosie climbed onto the pool table, sat there legs spread, as if enticing Phil over, and of course it did. His camera refocused on Rosie. Touching herself at first as she finished the bottle of Taboo. The feelings it gave her. Making her so fucking horny. Summer looked up while sucking Phil's cock. She watched her sister grabbing all the attention. Suddenly, the bottle went from Rosie's lips to between Rosie's lips.
Phil captured the glorious moment Rosie started fucking herself with the bottle. Never had he seen the drink have this kind of effect on someone. He snapped away, knowing other cameras set up would be capturing the action live for streaming. Summer just continued on her knees in front of him. Her desire for black cock taking hold.
There he was, taking pictures of one sister being a filthy whore when the other just unzipped his flies and pulled his cock out. Her hand stroking it, her lips around it. Where to concentrate. He stopped shooting for a few seconds to stroke Summers hair. She looked up. Big eyes, his cock in her mouth. That was a picture he had to take. Another slut worshiping his big black Jamaican cock. This one was so eager to please. His camera clicked away.
Rich bitch sucking his Jamaican dick. These girls all deserved what they were going to get this holiday. The pictures he was taking would be just the start. OnlyFans was just the start. Cameras zooming in on the action between his legs and on the pool table as Katie and Lucy joined Rosie.
All had agreed to photographs; now they were becoming porn stars. But wasn't that what they had wished for? Their 'audition' tapes showed just that. Rosie now kissing Katie. The heat of desire turns the passion into an inferno. Katie's hands feeling Rosie's body.
Phil realised he was being paid to get the money shots of all of the women. His pleasure would be taken care of, but he needed to capture the women on the pool table. As Lucy now took control of the bottle fucking her new friend. Rosie turned and kissed Lucy, too.
Around the room, video cameras showed the action to OnlyFans viewers on all four profiles. Viewers were getting a treat from watching the women posing, now they were playing with one another or in Sinderella's (Summer's) case, sucking black cock.
Comments on the profiles were popping up. The guys back in Kingston knew that these four women could make them a fortune one way or another. OnlyFans was just the beginning. Addicted to taboo, they would be easily convinced into doing a lot more than posing for the camera. Phil looked as if he needed a hand. Give the girls what they need. A phone call to the resort. Some extras for the photo shoot would turn up soon, and some extra photographers.
Summer continued stroking and sucking as the camera clicked away for her sister. Phil could feel himself about to cum. This needed to be captured.
"I want you to wear my cum, Sinderella, let me cum over your face and tits. Let me take pictures of you as a cum slut." he told her.
"Yes, sir," she replied as she started stroking it in front of her face. Looking up at him, waiting for him to squirt his cum all over her. She didn't have long.
His lens now focused purely on Summer. Pointing down as she looked up. Continuous clicks as she stroked his cock. Ribbons of cum flying out of it, landing on Summer's face. She didn't flinch. She took every drop. As it continued, emptying the photographer's balls. Her eyes now sticky. A picture of a cumslut.
Enter Manny with 4 other black employees of the resort. They headed towards Phil, who wasn't in a position to shake hands as Summer was just licking the last drops of cum from Phil's cock. Her face was covered with cum, but she didn't wipe it off, instead she proudly wore it, smiling.
Manny approached and looked down at her.
"I see you're enjoying yourself, Sinderella. Getting what you deserve." Manny looked across at the other three playing together on the pool table. "Your sister, your new friends. You will be stars, this is just the start for you all. Sluts require cocks. You will all get plenty. Look at you all. Porn Stars. Craving to be used. Showing off."
"Only Fans?" Summer questioned.
"Yes, Sin, you red, ice and the slut wife. Each stunning, each needing to be used in different ways. You are black-owned, your sister is the dominant show off, and you are competitive. She will show everyone her true self. Pure in her job, but the true Red requires to be used like you." Manny told her in no uncertain terms.
He took out his phone and switched it on to take a video of her.
"Look at you, Sin, filthy, covered in cum, but yet you want more, don't you. If these guys pulled their cocks out, you would be there," Manny asked. He panned around her cum covered face as she smiled for him.
"Yes, I would," she replied.
"Time for some more drinks for you all and dress you up in some lingerie," Manny told her. He looked at Phil, who was putting his cock away.
Phil responded, "We have various items for them to change into, and they can jump in and out of them."
Manny replied, "The lads will appreciate that, amateur photographers, the girls won't mind a few extra cameras (and a few extra cocks)."
The 4 guys were already at the pool table. The three ladies being helped off, being examined, and touched.
Phil called to them, "Bring them over here. We've got some lingerie for them to try on."
Manny helped Summer up.
As ever, Rosie had the attention of two guys; Lucy now had a young man holding her arse cheeks as she strutted across. Katie, the last to leave the pool table, was about to climb off when the last of the black guys came over to help her.
On her knees, ready to lower herself off, instead, the guy scooped her up. Picking her up, putting her over his shoulder. Small and light, easy to carry. His hand was holding her by the arse. Transported across the room.
On 4 clothes rails were various items for each to wear. Each lady had a look through to see what they would model for the camera.
Each picked out an outfit. They didn't need a changing room. They were quite happy to dress in front of the guys. Manny brought over more of the Taboo drinks, which the women were keen to down. Now they were looking amazing and feeling 150% horny.
Summer looked through the clothes rack. One stood out to her over the others. Yes, there was a very sexy black lace number, a police uniform and others, but her eyes were attracted to the white skimpy bikini. But it had one thing that stood out for Summer. The spades with the Q on each tit. It was as if they had specifically chosen this item for her. There was no way she wasn't wearing that. If Dwayne had bought it for her, she would be wearing it all the time.
Yes, it just about covered her big tits. Plenty of cleavage, some side and under boob, but it told everyone she was a queen of spades.
Rosie looked at her rack. Red, red and red. A red latex nurses uniform, a red bikini so tiny it would just cover her nipples and pussy. Bras, corset, but she settled on a lace body, halter neck and crotchless. She might just be able to fit in her 40dd tits. One thing was for sure: her pussy was aching for cock after seeing her sister cum over. She finished off another Taboo and looked at the guys who just arrived lustfully. Then she saw it.
A red collar with sparkly jewelled writing on it. 'Red Riding Hood, ' well, someone had gone to great trouble for her. Manny approached her as she looked at it.
"Yes, it's yours to wear. You are Red Riding Hood after all, aren't you? Sexual deviant," He then leant in and whispered, "Here you are, not a goodie goodie nursery nurse, you're a whore, aren't you? Be yourself. Let me put it on you. Make you a nasty collared slut."
The feelings of desire the drink caused were overwhelming Rosie's head. She lifted her hair to the side, allowing Manny access to her neck. He placed the collar around her neck. It didn't do up like a belt. When it clicked together, that was it. Locked, it would have to be cut off.
Rosie ran her fingers over the lettering.
Manny whispered in her ear, "WELCOME BACK RED RIDING HOOD."
His hand slipped down over one of her breasts to her pussy. He rubbed his fingers over her clit, causing a loud moan. That turned the heads of the other women. His fingers continued to pleasure Rosie, causing her body to writhe.
"The red hair gives you more passion. A fierce look. A real slut who deserves my cock, and you will. Slip on your lingerie, keep yourself horny. I will be back to quench your desires," Manny whispered in her ear.
Phil looked as if he was helping Lucy choose an outfit, so Manny moved over to Katie.
"Hello, babygirl," he said to her.
"Hi, Daddy" she played with her hair.
"How's my little girl? Enjoying yourself with new friends." Manny asked.
"Oh, they are fun. I think I'm going to love it here," Katie replied.
"Enjoying the taboo drink too," Manny pointed towards the empty bottle Katie had just finished.
"Oh yes, you and my daddy were right. I love how it makes me feel. I was a naughty girl this afternoon." She replied, trying to act all innocent, even though she was standing stark naked.
"I'm sure Daddy would be very proud of his little girl being a little naughty. In which case, why don't you wear this school uniform and spend some time with Lucy? Like mother and Daughter. Not that you can't have fun with the sisters, too." Manny suggested.
"Thank you, Daddy," Katie looked at the school uniform. It wasn't like an American one. And very skimpy. The pleated skirt would just cover her arse, and a cut-off blouse would just cover her boobs, and then white knee high socks.
Manny picked up the collar off the rail and showed it to Katie.
Katie's eyes sparkled as much as the diamantés. 'Ice Ice Baby' on a baby blue collar to match the tips of her blonde hair. "Oh, Daddy, for me, please put it on me."
"Certainly, baby, turn around," Manny placed the collar around Katie's neck, clicking it shut, no visible way of undoing it.
"Thank you, Daddy, I love it," Katie's hands felt it tight around her neck, "My Daddy will think it's so me."
A cough from behind Manny, he turned to see Lucy with a collar in hand.
"Well, aren't we keen?" Manny looked at her, where the others weren't dressed yet, Lucy belonged back in the bar. Dressed as a bunny girl.
The satin body suit glistened in the light. A strapless form-fitting bodice with a sweetheart neckline. It amplified Lucy's own curves just holding her breasts in. From every angle, you could see how big they were.
She wore the cuffs, the fishnet tights and the heels, but no collar around her neck. When she found her own special collar, there was only one choice.
She held it out to Manny.
"My turn, collar me, show my husband who owns me," Lucy instructed Manny.
The invitation there, "Don't worry about the amount of cock you're going to get this holiday. Becoming my slut is your destiny. Your husband will just lick you clean after you've been used." Manny took the collar and put it around her neck. Snap shut. "Now you're mine and will do anything I want."
"Yes, sir, I'm happy to serve you and your black friends," She replied.
"Dressed like that serve is correct, and then you will be fucked. Go have your pictures taken, 'slut wife', and try not to get too much cum on the outfit," Manny slapped her arse.
That only left Sinderella or Sin as it had on her collar with a queen of spades symbol next to it to be collared.


She was already posing for one of the guys as they talked. Manny picked up another cold bottle of Taboo. She lay on a lounger on the sand that had been imported in to make the scene.
As Manny approached, he could hear Summer talking to the guy about being a true queen of spades.
"Richie, I see you're enjoying the sights of Summer. Although she has been known as Sinderella or Sin, haven't you?" Manny handed Summer the Taboo.
She opened and drank it straight away. There was that moment of horniness being pushed higher.
"I have to say I loved being Sin. Guys are always up for a bit of Sinning. I'm sure you're both having nasty thoughts about what you would do with me." Summer said.
"Well, I have your Sin collar here with its queen of spades to match your outfit," Manny held out the collar, showing it to her, tempting her.
"You want me to wear a collar, do you? Well, I want both your dicks to be a true queen of spades. Isn't that right?" Summer responded.
"Summer, you're insatiable. You're already wearing one lot of cum," Manny told her.
"Then two more won't hurt me, will they. If I get the bikini cum covered, do I get to keep it?" she was quick to reply.
"As you probably guessed, this was especially for you. But we do have a night later in the week where I'm sure you will model it again for us. Your chance to catwalk in front of the whole resort. Showing all the men what they could have, how does that sound?" Manny informed her.
"First give me your cocks then my collar, then your cum." Summer said, the guys responded by reaching in and pulling out their cocks. Neither was fully hard, but that would only take Summer a minute to arouse them. Both big enough. One stood on either side of her lounger. A hand reached up and took one cock and started stroking it. The other hand reaching for the other cock.
As she stroked the second cock her mouth was licking and sucking the first before moving across to the second. Manny had already experienced some of Summer's skills. Now she had him hard within seconds. She acted like she was a total slut. Greedy, needy, wanting them both. She didn't care that Richie was taking pics or Manny filming it. Only one thing mattered, and she wasn't stopping.
She turned again to Richie, put his cock in her mouth this time she allowed it in further. Three inches became six inches deep, but she wasn't finished; she would have it all.
Manny pulled up her hair and put the collar around her neck.
"That's it, collar me, make me truly Sin the Queen of Spades. Let everyone see what I am," Summer proudly posed two cocks in her hands, her collar around her neck, the cum on her face and those big tits squeezed into that queen of spades bikini.
A moment captured by phone cameras. A moment that would be shared.
Collar locked in place. Manny smirked to himself at Summer's own words. Let everyone see what I am.
OnlyFans, posters around the resort. Local bars and strip clubs could all do with Summer's talents. Oh, he and his colleagues had so much planned for the four women.
Summer was back in action, stroking and sucking. The girl was ambidextrous, stroking both cocks. Richie was the first to reach climax. As he felt it get close, he told Summer, "I want to coat your tits."
Just for a moment and only a moment, she let go of the two cocks. Rearranged her bikini top, pulling it outside of her tits so it pushed them in. Nipples on show, cleavage forced, she was ready to wear his cum. Hands back on, pointing his cock at her tits. Again, she was covered, even more than by Phil.
Cum sprayed over them between them. Dripping into her cleavage. Both breasts covered.
Manny stepped up and pushed his cock back into her mouth. Without hesitation, he was thrusting his cock deeper down her throat, face fucking her. But Summer had experienced this before, even with cocks this big. She let Richie finish coating her while she sucked off Manny.
Was she sucking him off, or was he just fucking her mouth, either way Manny started pumping his cum into her mouth and down her throat. Swallowing it all like a good girl.
"Oh, you are definitely a special queen of spades," Manny said.
Over in the "bedroom", Rosie/Red Riding Hood was posing for one of the new guys. Steve had got her to pose in various different positions so far, mostly showing off her massive boobs in the red lace lingerie. Phil came over as the other two guys were with Lucy and Katie.
Two guys' attention just encouraged Rosie to perform for the camera. She was posing doggy style, facing the camera.
Phil had his proper camera out and told her to sit up. She sat kneeling, her arse resting on her heels, her knees apart. Phil was taking pictures of her new, red, flowing, wavy hair. Pictures capturing the Red Riding Hood collar. Pulling out now, capturing the amazing full breasts just being held in by her outfit.
Shapely, an understatement. Massive at 40DD, held in, but bulging out.
Finally, panning out to take the whole shot. Kneeling with her legs apart. The lingerie crotchless, Rosie with her pussy on full display for the cameras.
Steve was looking at her. They had heard about the new women at the resort. Sitting proudly, collared, with a fantastic body. "Damn, you need fucking," Rosie looked at Steve. He was thinking it, but said it out loud.
"Well, yes, I do so get your kit off and get on this bed," An English slut through and through, he thought when he heard Rosie's words.
Phil didn't stop snapping.
Steve climbed onto the bed, Rosie pushed him down. His cock hardened instantly. He wanted her as much as she wanted him. Her hand worked his cock hard. Yes, he had a fit body, a big cock, and she had a needy pussy. She took hold of his cock as she knelt straddling over him. The camera clicked as she guided it towards her pussy.
No conversation needed, he felt his cock touching the flesh of Rosie's cunt. Lowering herself down onto it. The feel of his big black cock stretching her, entering her. Filling her, she looked down at him lying there watching her. The real Red was about to fuck. She was in control on top. Lowering herself up and down, but she wanted to be out of control.
"Fuck me, Fuck me hard, I need your fucking cock filling me," Rosie looked wild as she said it.
"Oh, don't worry, baby. You will feel fucked," Steve thrust up as he said the words.
"I need some big Jamaican cock," she announced proudly. She started taking it deeper inside her. She wasn't going to hold back. Match his desire to fuck her, she was fucking him as hard. Without the Taboo drink, Rosie enjoyed sex to the max. Given the aphrodisiac effect it had on her, she was now an unstoppable force. She rode his cock like a queen.
Every thrust was met with moans of pleasure, looks of desire. It felt like that cock was touching her in places that no one had fucked her before. Bending down, she rested her hands on his chest. The thrusts continued. Watching her delight, the porn star moans. Throwing her head back in pleasure. This was wild bitch. She could take every inch, was taking every inch.
The ecstasy of each thrust, still rising up and plunging down to make that thrust feel like it was never-ending.
Once an angelic blonde, now a scarlet red devilish temptation. Hell was going to be fun.
The camera had stopped clicking. Phil's bosses would want as much of this as possible captured on camera.
But this time they wanted the action on a video camera.
Hands on Steve's chest, Rosie leaned down. Pushing her tits together. A man could get lost in that cleavage. Rocking on his cock. His hands were gripping her arse as he continued to drive his cock up her.
'Damn, you're good," She said.
Steve reached up, running his hands across Rosie's spine, under her hair, finding the clasp of her halter neck. Releasing it. The two panels of lace holding in Rosie's tits just fell away from her body, leaving them exposed. Hanging. The thrusts returned, her tits moved with her body like two giant construction balls swinging.
Reaching up, taking each breast in his hands, Steve felt the lust for his amazing slut grow. He had many a Jamaican woman, and they were built well, but these tits were one of nature's greatest sights, and he was in control of them. Nipples rock hard. Cupping Rosie's tits and teasing her nipples.
Rosie looked down at him, the smile said carry on, and so he did. Thrusting harder and deeper as she rocked back and forth. Her breasts swaying, a vision for the camera. As Steve pulled on her nipples, she just moaned. Even turning her head to the camera and looking directly at it as if she were making porn.
Phil was taking in all he could with the camera. Having been blown by one sister, he was now focused on the other. Watching her ride, one of the resort staff members. Wishing it were him. These sisters were insatiable.
Rosie sat back up. One hand running through her bright red hair. With the other, she had put a finger through the loop of the collar, pulling at it. Feeling it tight around her neck.
As she pulled up, Steve just held onto her nipples, stretching them. Watching the scarlet beauty bouncing herself on his cock. Trying to hold onto those nipples as she bounced up and down on his cock.
The pace between them intense, no stopping them.
"Come on, you bitch," Steve told her.
"You ready to fill me, then do it," She replied.
The bed taking a pounding. Her pussy was enjoying every inch that filled it.
"Take it," Steve said just at the moment his cock could take no more, he started flooding her pussy with his cum.
Her reaction to those words, her body gyrating, and then her own moments of pleasure were captured by the camera. SCREAMS AND MOANS were heard throughout the room. It was clear to all that someone was cumming.
Milking him for every drop.
Filling her with every drop he had to give.
Collapsing down on him. Still impaled.
"Fuck that was amazing," said Rosie. Her red hair draped down over him.
"Red Hot Riding Hood," Steve said to her, looking into her eyes.
"At your service," Rosie giggled as she said it.
'You can fucking service my cock anytime!" He told her.
Rosie finally climbed off of him and lay on the bed beside him, her legs spread.
Phil captured the moment. His cock coming out of her pussy, leaving it gaping. Lying down the sight of his cum. A cream pie for the horny English bitch.
It wasn't missed by the viewers on OnlyFans. The comments flooded in on the live stream. Red Riding Hood was proving to be very popular. Her page changing so that the scarlet hair was on show.
Comments about her body, her curves, how she rode the black guy's cock, and finally the sight of her used cunt as she lay back. Was she actually a porn star?
Back in Kingston, there were plans to make that real. Ideas for two sisters, a mother, and her American stepdaughter were being floated about. The way all of the women were acting after drinking the taboo.
Over in the kitchen and lounge set Ty and Andre were enjoying taking their pictures. Andre had Lucy posing in the kitchen, still dressed as a bunny girl.
Katie was now on the sofa in her 'school uniform' with Ty. The soft-core pictures had been taken; now the guys would encourage them to drink and be naughty.
Andre put his phone down onto its stand. Lined it up to film as Lucy stood leaning against the breakfast bar, drinking another bottle of Taboo.
He walked over to her, knowing they were both in shot. Stood behind her and reached around.
"So you're a slut wife with this beautifully curvy body," He pressed up against her from behind as he spoke, "And the best thing about it is that you're free to fuck anyone, aren't you, because your husband is a little cuck who doesn't satisfy you."
Lucy could be seen grinding her arse back on Andre's crotch.
"Yes, Mama is a horny bitch." Andre grabbed both of Lucy's tits and fondled them through the material of the outfit. Pushing her over the breakfast bar, he spanked her arse.
Lucy looked back at him, "Spank me as much as you like, but it will only make me hornier. I want your fucking cock."
"Oh, you'll get my cock, you slut."His hand could be seen running from the back of her arse to the front, where his hand slapped her cunt several times.
"You're just making me hornier," She turned to him with lust in her eyes.
"Look at you, Mama. Dressed as a bunny, acting like a whore. You have daughters who will be proud of their mum," Andre replied.
"Yes, and my little stepdaughter," Lucy told him.
The guys in Kingston watched the feed from the live stream. There it was, again, she was agreeing to be their whore. She had been told that she would have Lucy as her stepdaughter for the holiday or be exposed.
"A family of dirty bitches, cock hungry. Let's see you down on your knees. Can you cope with a ten-inch of black python down your throat?" Andre asked her. Before she could reach around for his cock Andre was pulling down the front of her costume. "And let's see those big Mama tities of yours." He pulled the front down, exposing them to him. Exposing them to the camera, exposing them for the world to see.
He turned Lucy around to face him, squeezed her tits with his big black hands, causing her to moan. A moan of pleasure.
"Get on your knees, Mama, get it out and get to work," Andre was being firm with her, telling her what he wanted, but making sure the audience knew she was an obedient slut.
Lucy knelt, undid his button, his flies, pulled down his trousers, then his boxers to be met by 10 inches of black cock pointing at her.
"Now cock slap yourself," Andre instructed her.
She took hold of it and slapped the meaty, thick cock against her cheek, then the other side. Slapping herself hard with it.
"Dressed as a bunny, but you belong in a gloryhole. Get that cock in your mouth," His words were met with action.
Four inches disappeared straight in. Giving herself a second or two to taste him, then sliding back out. Back in it went, deeper, further. 6 inches, but that wasn't enough, Lucy knew he wanted it all in her mouth. She felt one hand on the top of her head, the other on the back of it. Letting go, leaving it all clear to take it all. Her hands on his arse.
She worked her way towards the full 10 inches, but not quick enough for Andre. From her doing the work, it was now Andre thrusting his cock into her mouth and down her throat. Gagging on it, "The noise of a slut enjoying herself." Andre told her.
Drooling all over it. Saliva dribbling down her chin, starting to coat her tits.
"Can you take it?" Andre asked.
Lucy nodded, mouth full, she was happy to continue.
Andre needed no more confirmation; his cock started fucking Lucy's mouth. Slurping, gurgling and gagging but never trying to stop. Holding her head in place. Lucy's mouth just a fuckhole.
Andre's balls now resting on her chin. 10 inches in.
Out it came; she gasped for air. Air she would need. As he pulled her back onto his cock by the ring on her collar. Deeper into her mouth. Every inch disappearing. Finally, his balls on her chin again, but he didn't let go. Holding her there, his hand on the back of her head. Looking up at him. A drooling mess.
Finally, he released her. His cock sliding out of her throat. Air re-entering her lungs.
Andre was ready to cum. Ready to fuck her mouth. He also wanted to mark his slut with his cum.
He started fucking Lucy's mouth again. Holding her head on either side, like fucking her pussy and holding her hips. Fucking her mouth for all his worth.
Finally, the moment came, Lucy was ready to swallow it all, and then he pulled out. Globs of cum fired at her face, covering her eyes, in her hair, yes, some landed in her mouth as he lowered his throbbing cock and took aim at her tits too.
For an older woman, she had proved she could do anything the others could. As the collar said, she was a slut wife, a sticky slut wife now. He had even managed to get cum on her collar.
Andre picked up his phone and brought it close up to Lucy.
"Slut Wife, I bet he's watching this, proud of you. Your whole family proud of what you are. A Cum Slut, look at your sticky smile at just that thought. How would you serve drinks like that? You can't see what you're carrying," He focused in on her face, "And look at those big fat tits now a mess. Your uniform would be filthy from all the cock swallowing you would do. Maybe you deserve to work in a gloryhole. You definitely have a talent for it. And look fantastic covered in cum." He commentated as he filmed her for the feed. Lucy stood there not battering a cum covered eye lid. They'd have stuck down if she had, and wouldn't see a thing.
Ty saw Andre groping Lucy. Time for him to see how far Katie would go. She drank down her bottle of Taboo.
She sat on the sofa sweetly in her school uniform. Her blouse showing most of her tits tied underneath. Her skirt barely covering her arse. As she sat, barely covering her pussy.
As the camera had focused on her, she played with her pig tails, acting all innocent.
Ty started chatting with her while filming her.
"So that's a lovely collar. Ice ice baby, you're a baby girl for your daddy, aren't you?" He asked.
"Yes, sir, I'm his little girl; he owns me now." She touched the collar as she said the words. She had taken the collar as her daddy giving her something to show he owned her.
"And your Daddy has sent you here to have fun and learn to be a good girl?" Ty continued probing.
"Yes, Sir, I'm his good girl gone bad for him, sir." She replied.
"Well, let's see how bad you can be then. No bra, no knickers?" Ty zoomed in on her.
"Of course, Sir," Katie thought it would be that easy.
"No babygirl untie that top and let me see those tits.' Ty could see clearly that there was no bra, but he wanted her to show everything.
Katie pulled on the knot on the blouse.
Ty moved closer to her. Placed his phone on the coffee table. The screen showed exactly what was being streamed. Front and centre was Katie, proudly on show to all. Not completely exposed, but it wouldn't take long.
Ty sat back and pulled the blouse off, exposing Katie's tits to the viewing public.
"Do you think Daddy would be proud of you, maybe his watching his little girl being naughty. Now show him you're knickerless to," Ty put thoughts into Katie's head. The drink making her so horny.
She lifted her skirt as if to flash her pussy at the camera.
"That's it, babygirl show daddy. Show daddy how you play with it." Ty teased her, but he knew his words would have an effect.
Katie couldn't help herself; she felt so horny. Seeing herself so exposed. The thought of daddy, the words. Changing hands, her left hand holding her skirt up, allowing her right to reach down and indulge in rubbing and teasing her pussy.
Her fingers sliding over her bald slit, sliding inside and touching her clit. Mini moans of pleasure. Soon, her left hand had her skirt pinned down. Instead, she could use those fingers to part her lips.
The sight of herself on the screen touching herself just excited Katie. She watched her own fingers exploring. Thinking of her Daddy watching her, when in fact there were hundreds of Daddies watching her. Enjoying her, enjoying herself.
Her fingers sliding between those glistening lips. Finding her pleasure point. Circling it with a finger. Katie lay back on the couch, exposed, but all the thoughts in her head were of her own Daddy. Watching her, praising her. The moans of pleasure.
Two fingers escaped the temptation of her clit, sliding down and finding her soaked pussy. Sliding in, fucking herself.
The feel as she slid the fingers inside was amazing. In that moment, she had forgotten the camera in front of her. She took her fingers out and seductively sucking on them. Even then, moaning.


"Do you taste good for Daddy?" Ty enquired.
Katie instantly took her fingers out of her mouth and slid them back in her pussy, fucking herself for fifteen seconds. Pulling them out and offering them to Ty's mouth. Willingly taking them into his mouth, tasting her sweet pussy. Did she feel he was like her Daddy right now?
"Baby girl, do you want to cum?" He asked her.
"Yes, Daddy, may I?" she responded.
"Cum, Ice Ice Baby, enjoy the moment," Ty instructed her.
Her fingers plunged back to her pussy lips. Pleasure was never far away. Daddy was letting her cum, she must let him watch her enjoy that moment.
Her body contorting slowly as the ripples of pleasure grew. Nothing would stop that moment of bliss. Continuing to tease herself to higher and higher peaks. She must cum for Daddy.
In full view of the camera, there was her orgasm. A 'little girl' dressed in her school uniform. Exposed, happily fulfilling her Daddy's desires. The moans of pleasure, shared with words of thanks to her Daddy.
One last change for the evening, fetish wear the order of the day. Rosie looked the most dominant. For the bdsm photo shoot, she had slipped into a red latex catsuit. It literally clung to every curve. Her tits so shapely. Her arse so curvaceous in it. To Rosie, it even felt like she had camel toe. The red stiletto shoes made her strut around the room, commanding it. In fact, the whole look commanded the cameras to focus on her.
Every man in the room was focused on her as she looked at the toys that were around the set. Someone had quite a collection. Whip, riding crop, cat of nine tails. A flogger and a paddle. Butt plugs and lube. Nipple clamps and pegs. Gags of all kinds, spider, ball and bit. Then there was an inflatable gag. One side inflating in the wearer's mouth, but on the other side, a black 6-inch cock. If only it were bigger, Rosie thought.
Katie was next to appear, with Lucy close behind. Katie was wearing her version of a catsuit. Cat ears and a mask made her purr inside. The leather corset, with zip up front and tie sides and a leather skirt helped give the impression of a black cat, but it still had one addition. Katie carried a butt plug with a black fur tail.
Lucy entered, baring all. Proud of her shape, and now proud of her waxed pussy. She wore a wide fishnet body suit. Everything was on view but still kind of covered. The top half ended in what looked like a suspender join to the knicker part of the outfit, leaving her tummy bare. The oldest of the four sluts she was the one with a mum body. A tummy, but still looking hot for her age.
Summer was also showing skin. A lot of skin. Her latex outfit not only open cup meaning her big tits were on full display, but it was also crotchless, meaning her bald cunt was on full display for all to admire and use. The body tied at the back, as was the top, as a halter. So from behind, there was even more bare skin.
She walked onto the set. She had dreamed of dungeons. Here she was entering a set that matched her fantasy. A pain slut and submissive, willing to be tied up or cuffed to objects. Whips, gags, the submissive slut inside was wanting to be the one who was used.
She looked around. Lucy had found lube for Katie's tail. But it was Rosie who had all the guys' attention. Having been called an attention whore in the morning and now seeing Rosie with guys touching her in her clingy outfit, there was an urge to walk over and try to fight for the attention.
There was Rosie in hot red compared to her shiny black. Black guys all over her. Touching those massive tits. Feeling her arse. Taking pictures, even rubbing the latex where her pussy was. Rosie was lapping it up. Yet she wasn't even a queen of spades. It was Summers right to please these guys. But yet Summer knew just like her mum, Rosie would enjoy black cock as much as she did. She could see her lapping up the attention, not pushing any hands away as she was groped.
But then she looked stunning with the red hair and the collar. Dwayne would have been all over Rosie, Summer thought, just to tease me.
Summer made the decision it was time to share, and she knew exactly how to get some attention.
She walked over to her sister.
"Hello, Mistress, you look fantastic," Summer said, and then she kissed her sister.
As the kiss finished, Rosie grabbed Summers hair and pulled her head back. She looked her sister up and down as pictures were taken of the two of them together. Others filming it for streaming.
It was again time for the older sister to assert her dominance.
Rosie kissed her sister on the cheek and then licked Summer's neck.
"Always remember who is in charge," Rosie asserted herself.
With her head pulled backwards, Summer tried to focus on Rosie.
"Miss, I will always be your sub, Red." Summer using Rosie's nickname for OnlyFans, "Your collar totally suits you. Look at how these black men are all over you, wanting you. You are the hottest bitch in the room. They all want to fuck you. I'm lucky that I get to be your toy."
"Well then, Sin, get on your knees and lick my feet," Rosie let go of Summer's hair. Was she playing the game? She sure loved the power over her sister. Yet it was her sister helping her keep her secret of being a nasty, sexually perverted nursery nurse.
Summer dropped to her knees and started licking Rosie's feet and shoes like an obedient sub.
The guys watched on as Rosie controlled her sister.
"Follow me," Rosie commanded.
She turned and started walking over to the table of toys where Lucy and Katie stood.
Summer crawled behind. She knew exactly what was expected, and yes, even without the Taboo, her cunt was starting to drip. From her position, she saw her sister's ass wiggling as she walked. Trapped in the skin-tight latex as if she were in a vacuum. She wondered if Rosie was as wet as she was.
Rosie was feeling just as horny. The power game, controlling her sister was fun, but the hands of all those guys touching her. She truly felt like "Red Riding Hood", her creation, a sexual diva. She strutted with confidence. Now she was living it.
Approaching Lucy and Katie, she noticed their collars.
Rosie looked at Lucy first, " 'Slut Wife', you most certainly are. Look at you, showing everything. I bet you're desperate for some more black cock. But first, my pet owes you something, doesn't she? Perch yourself on the table and spread those legs wide."
Lucy did as she was told, her freshly waxed pussy on show. The first time she had it bald ever. The guys didn't know where to look. Horny sluts everywhere as promised, what would they do next?
Rosie clicked her fingers, "Sin you promised, now use your tongue." She ordered.
Summer moved in between Lucy's legs and started to lap at Lucy's pussy. With it being a wide fishnet, it was easy enough for Summer to get exactly where she needed to.
Lucy started moaning as Summer pleasured her with her talented tongue.
Summer's promise to enjoy Lucy's freshly waxed pussy felt amazing. Lucy rested her hand on Summer's head. Just one word escaped her lips. "Heavenly."
As Summer continued, Rosie approached Katie. Looking her up and down, running her hand over Katie's body.
"Hello Kitty. Don't you look purrfect," Rosie gave her a quick kiss, "You look amazing, such a sexy little thing, your daddy will love you in this. Ice Ice Baby." Rosie read Katie's collar "Daddy will think his baby is perfect. Just need that tail in, don't you?"
Katie nodded.
"See Summer, she's going to lick your arse to prepare it for the plug. I just need you to bend over and spread those ass cheeks for her. Turning around and bend over." Rosie told Katie.
Katie did as she was told.
"Pet, I need your tongue here," Rosie spoke to Summer.
Summer pulled away from Lucy's pussy. She didn't say a word, but she was enjoying the taste of Lucy's sweet juices. She crawled over to Katie and instinctively lapped at Katie's asshole.
Lucy opened the lube and covered the plug of the tail.
"Mom, will you put it in me?" Katie asked, looking at Lucy.
"Of course I will, babygirl," Lucy replied.
Lucy placed a little lube on her fingers.
Rosie pulled Summer's head back from Katie's asshole, allowing Lucy to smear the lube on it. Then she placed the bulb of the plug to Katie's ass. Slowly pushing. Between the lube and Summer's tongue, Katie's asshole had relaxed enough and was opening up, allowing the plug in.
Katie's mouth opened, no sound came out as her asshole slowly widened and took the plug. Finally stretched, it now started sucking it in.
"There, my little girl, your little kitty tail. Why don't you catwalk?" Lucy invited Katie.
Katie reached back and felt it inside her. She stood up and turned around. "Thank you, Mom."
She started to walk, feeling the plug in her arse for the first time. She felt the tail brush against her legs as she walked.
Rosie bent over and whispered into her sister's ear, "Don't worry, sis, I'll make sure you get enough, I'll make sure you're passed around, but I have to show them who's in charge. Who owns you? Who's the dominant sister? They'll all come to me. Now Tongue!" Rosie ordered.
Summer stuck out her tongue, to which Rosie had picked up a peg from the table. Rosie attached it to the tip of Summer's tongue.
"You have such a talented tongue. We can all testify to that, but for now, you are my plaything. I saw your eyes light up when you saw the toys. What is it 'sticks and stones may break your bones, but whips and chains excite you'," Rosie was now in full control. Summer knew she wasn't allowed to speak until the peg was removed again.
Summer nodded.
"Lucy, did you enjoy Summer's tongue?" Rosie asked.
Lucy looked back to Summer and Rosie from watching Katie and her tail. She now saw Summer with her tongue with a peg on it, not able to put it back in her mouth, causing her to dribble slowly, dripping on those bare tits.
"Oh yes, she was very good. Thank you for making her do that. I loved it." Lucy told Rosie.
"I'm pleased to hear that. She loves the taste of pussy. Would you like to attach these pegs to her lips, I do mean her pussy lips," Summer's eyes lit up when she heard Rosie's words.
Lucy looked at Summer. Summer just nodded as if to say it was ok to do it. Lucy knelt and took the folds of Summer's pussy lips and attached two pegs on each side. She thought to herself how kinky was this girl letting others do this to her. Lucy was cock hungry but not pain thirsty.
Katie arrived back tail between her legs, well, almost. Rosie chose clover clips for Katie to attach. Joined together by a large metal chain, they had some weight to them.
"Please attach them to Summers nipples," Rosie asked Katie. Again, Summer nodded her approval. The throb as they were attached just made her dribble more out of her mouth. Rosie tugged at the chain to make sure the clamps were strongly attached to her sister's nipples. And to cause pain.
The guys were loving how Rosie was dominating her sister and how submissive Summer was. How she could suffer the pain inflicted on her? It didn't go a miss with those watching the stream.
Rosie admired the whips available. The cane would leave beautiful marks; the cat of nine tails would probably be something Summer would enjoy. But the riding crop looked fantastic. A black handle and black flogger, but the rest of it was bright red as if it were made for her. Rosie picked up all three.
A gentle swish of the cane, and it landed across Summer's backside. The glare she gave her sister brought three more stinging on her arse.
"Over to the frame, I'll let you walk this time." Another tap on the arse came from Rosie as she finished the sentence.
Summer walked over to the X-shaped frame. It had cuffs at each point of the X. Summer knew what was coming next. She stood with her back to it and awaited instructions.
"Guys, if you could put Sin in to the cuffs," Rosie asked.
Two of the guys were more than willing to grab an arm each and stretch Summer into place. Then, as they pulled her legs to the side, it started to be uncomfortable. Stretching her, trying to still stand. Then she was locked in.
Rosie stood in front of her as the guys filmed and took photos. It was as if she were inspecting her sister. Rosie flicked the peg on her sister's tongue. Summer tried not show pain. But when her sister yanked the chain joining both her tits, there was a discernible wince. The moan came as Rosie flicked on the pussy lip pegs. Unable to move and being teased, or was it tortured by her sister?
"How would you like this, sis?" Rosie waved the cat of nine tails at her and then placed the other whips on the floor in front of Summer.
She swished the whip across Summer's bare breasts. Hardly a flinch, only one thing for it, harder, faster. Rosie increased the velocity of the whipping action. The nine tails making contact over a wide area, not just one sting.
Summer looked at her sister. Rosie looked delighted at Summer's reaction. Moving to Summer's thighs and cunt enjoy causing her sister pain, dominating her. The stings became more intense. Now Rosie switched her attention to whipping Summer's pussy. The feel of the contact on her skin added to the movement of the pegs holding her pussy lips pushed Summer's endurance limits.
Rosie asked Steve and Manny over. Picking up the riding crop. She offered it to them.
"You guys get to whip those pegs off her cunt lips," Rosie said to them, "Don't worry, she loves this kind of thing, I should know."
With that, Manny took a few attempts at taking off one of the pegs. It was more trial and error. Learning what worked, finally, the first one came off with a scream from Summer, but she nodded to continue.
Steve has learnt from Manny and so didn't need as many attempts to take a peg off. Back to Manny. Seeing Summer's pussy glow red. A few more strikes helped it sting until the third peg finally came off. Steve took over, his whips maybe deliberately missing, making contact with her cunt. Finally, he made hard contact with thr peg, and it pulled away from where it was attached. Ripping off, causing the loudest scream.
Rosie whispered in Summer's ear, "I hope you enjoyed that, little sister." Her hand slipped to her sister's pussy, unable to stop her as she was strapped to the frame. Firstly, Rosie rubbed and then spanked Summer's cunt with her hand. Once, twice, three times. She smiled at her sister.
Finally, she decided it was time for the peg to come off her sister's tongue. Rosie reached up and unclipped it and attached it to the chain between her tits.
"Thank you, Miss," Summer immediately said. Knowing her place. It wasn't over for her.
Rosie turned to the men who were filming/taking pictures of what was going on and invited them to take a turn whipping her sister with any of the implements that had been on offer at the beginning. Several chose to use their hands as well as a whip. Nothing like feeling flesh.
After each guy had finished, Summer acknowledged them with, "Thank you, Sir."
Rosie then offered the chance to Lucy and Katie. Lucy was quick enough to pick up the cane. Katie wasn't sure. "When are you next going to get the chance to do something like this?" Lucy said to Katie. Once Katie started, there was no stopping her. Real vigour in her strikes, changing whips, trying them all. But she could see in Summer's eyes that it was ok to do this.
When everyone had finished, Summer was very sore. Everyone but Rosie. She discovered one more implement that she always fancied using. An electro wand. Basically, a stinger, an electric shock device. Picking it up, figuring out how to make it buzz.
As Rosie walked over with it in her hand, Summer's eyes grew large. Was it really? If it was what she thought it was, would Rosie use it.... aaaaggghhh Yes, she would.
The first shock to her inner thigh. Then another higher up her thigh. Summer's body shaking. The evil look in Rosie's eyes. The next shock, Rosie reached behind and zapped Summer's backside.
"Rosie," Summer cried.
"Yes, Summer," Rosie replied as she found her next target and zapped Summer where her pubic hairs should be. Summer struggled in her cuffs. Rosie, then zapped the other leg. Once, Twice.
It was as if Rosie enjoyed inflicting the pain on her sister. Sadistically, she now zapped both of Summer's tits.
"If I ever..." Summer started saying.
"But you won't, will you. You're not in charge, and you're the submissive. You're the one who likes being treated like this," another zap, "Admit it, you love me doing this to you." Rosie smiled as she tortured her sister with electric shocks.
The camera zoomed in on Summer's expression.
"Yes, Mistress Red, I am your submissive little sister, and I am yours to use as you please." Summer said.
"I bet you wish Dwayne had one of these," Rosie whispered in her sister's ear.
She asked the guys to release her sister from the cuffs. Finally, Freedom. Summer stumbled towards her sister. Rosie handed the wand to Lucy and put her arms around Summer. Walking with her to a rubber bench. Cuddling Summer, supporting her. Rosie asked the guys to get Summer a drink and the arnica cream that was on the table.
Rosie applied the cream to the most tender parts of Summer's body as she drank some more Taboo.
Summer offered it to her sister, who gulped down some. Rosie looked at Summer in the eyes. Nothing had to be said. They just kissed each other. A moment of shared bliss, of caring for one another. What had gone before was accepted as sexual play between the two. Now they were holding one another, caring for one another.
Manny brought a jacket over. The few sips of Taboo had perked Summer up sexually, but even her body needed a rest. Rosie covered her over.
"Just have 20 minutes rest, let your body recover. The guys will still be here and horny for you." Rosie told her.
Summer lay resting as Rosie moved over to the group of guys around Lucy and Katie. To find them having their pictures taken.
Both on their knees, sucking on cocks. It was time to start the action again. They had been drinking the Taboo again, felt horny and dropped to their knees and unzipped a few willing men's trousers.
Rosie was soon being felt up in her latex catsuit. She looked so fuckable. Pushed down to her knees, she to was quite willing to start sucking cocks.
Reaching around, rubbing crotches. The guys happily unzipping, pulling out their black dicks for three hungry mouths.
Manny had made a phone call, knowing the women would be stripping everything off for the final part of the photo shoot.
A photo shoot of them naked or a photo shoot of them fucking.
New guys entered the hall, immediately to the sight of three women on their knees.
Video cameras to set up and stream the action. Cameras to take yet more pictures. Black cocks to fill willing holes.
Manny went and shook all their hands. He knew all of them. Friends or part of the gang blackmailing the women into being used sexually.
As they set up their equipment across came Summer. Recovered from her exhaustion, she drank some Taboo to revive her. She was ready to join in.
To be continued....
The women strip off and start to enjoy themselves. Forgetting the cameras are around, they start taking cocks for fun.
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This all takes place in London UK-
This story is about a son of a ex employee of a famous television personality. The lady in question is Carol Vorderman an sixty five year old welsh lady. Standing at petite size of five foot six with flowing brown hair and deep brown eyes. The body is the real big contention and what starts the son to get revenge. She always denied a breast job as she was a 36 C cup and is now a 38 D cup. Then her large Arse that won her rear of the year inside the UK in two separate occasions as got bigger. Many suggested it was down to a Brazilian Butt Lift which she denied and insisted it wasn't true.
Has a result a employee of her's at the time a black man called Mike lost is job when he told a local paper about her surgery. Carol is furious and sacked Mike leaving to a big decline with is life he then divorced from is wife leaving a Son then turned to alcohol. It was something that his only Son Leon grew up with a broken family and is Dad broken and an alcoholic. Leon's going to one day make Carol pay for the wrong she's done to his family.
Now Leon is an amateur boxer being over six foot tall and muscular built. With also a very healthy attraction to females with all is good looks and muscles. He quite likes the attention he receives off white girls and the general opinion is that black cock is better. In is case bigger with Leon having a rather large or huge black cock. Thick as a wrist it is also over ten inches long nearly eleven inches. Not to shabby for an eighteen year old black boy a white girl he recently slept with her mum wanted to measure it. This is a regular piece of Arse for teenage Leon to get his balls drained into. Making it hotter is this mum is four years older than his own mum at forty four years old.
Now his boxing had gotten him some fame with a chance to train with the elite olympic boxers of the UK team. Has a result there's a lot of interest by different news outlets to do a piece on upcoming boxers from inner city estates. He's heading to the gym only for his phone to vibrate inside his pocket it was his boxing coach.
"Hi coach wassup."
"Leon I just had the BBC on the phone they want to send someone to interview you?"
"Fuck the BBC they stood by when that slut ruined my Dad's life tell them to take a long drive on a short bridge Coach."
"Well listen Leon they have three different people interviewing the boxers one might interest you?"
"Why would an interviewer interest me it's the BBC they can fuck themselves coach."
"Well I can request one that you would like to give a piece of your mind to Leon."
"Like who don't be wasting my time coach."
"Well let me spell it out Leon you can have a famous interviewer, a certain interest to yourself Carol Vorderman, what should I say Leon?"
"What the rear of the year twice white slut Carol Vorderman, really or you winding me up coach?"
"No why would I Leon what do I tell them?"
"If it's the stripper looking slut with the big huge Ass and tits get me a interview Coach she needs a piece of me."
"Yes the very same one will tell the BBC on Saturday you only have some light sparring to do so will arrange it for them Leon."
Leon is over the moon he didn't think that is life will bring him in contact with the lady that ruined his childhood. He goes about making plans for his revenge he's going to fuck her like she did to his family. He gets hold of his best friend and partner in crime Andy to set his plans in action.
"Andy you wouldn't believe my good news it's like Xmas day?"
"Leon tell me Bro don't leave me hanging."
"Well mate I am getting the woman I hate delivered right to me Bro."
"Fuck off Carol Vorderman coming to you like fuck is she Bro, now tell me your real news?"
"That's my news Bro it's real she's doing a series of interviews with inner city boxers for the BBC, so has your uncle got that old lockup over at Brixton?"
"Yeah it's nothing special a warehouse at the front with a big room at the back of the lockup Leon."
"Great is it discreet out of the way, does it also have a bed and a toilet?"
"Yeah very discreet in the middle of a old group of warehouse units, it's got a toilet if you can call it that and a bed that's seen so many things over the years." laugh's andy.
"Great the bitch got somewhere to sleep if we allow her too."
"What you're going to kidnap her Leon."
"No I am going to fuck her brians out she's going to be begging for black cock after I have finished with her."
"Count me in Bro she's old enough to be my Mum, but she's got a banging body for an older woman."
"No Andy she's old enough to be both our Grandma's, after we film her doing all nasty things her career is ruined." laugh's leon.
"Yeah I won't mind making Carol kiss my cock Bro."
They both then go about their normal days with Andy working at a car wash and Leon in the boxing gym. The days soon pass and tomorrow it's going to be Saturday the day of the BBC interview. He gets hold of a fast acting very strong sedative Leon's going to get Carol sleeping before taking her into is friends uncles lockup. The following day is Saturday his morning routine is a shower it is then down to the gym today no training just an interview. He then gets hold of his friend Andy to see if he's still willing to be involved with his plan.
"Andy we still good for that lockup?" leon says on the phone.
"Yes Bro I got my Dad's car it's got blacked out windows, I checked out the lockup it's really out of the way no will hear any noise, the mattress looks like it's been pissed on and the bathroom never seen a cleaner." andy laughed.
"Good just what Carol needs a piss stained dirty mattress we will use her to piss so it's no problem for us the bathroom."
"Wow does she drink piss, I have seen lots of photos of her and I can't lie she's hot for a older woman Leon."
"Yeah that's what money buys a body like that Andy, she doesn't know it yet but soon really soon she will drink piss and imagine her pierced with tattoos Bro."
"Now we talking imagine her huge big fun bags with rings on the nipple's."
"No imagining Andy I have arranged Carol to get tattoos and piercings her career is as good as over like my Dad's."
"Well Carol is going to have a new career bro black cock slut pornstar." laugh's andy.
Leon hangs up and heads down to the gym tells is coach to make himself scarce while Andy parks his Dad's car by the gym. He is settled down waiting when there's a knock at the door Leon opened up to see a sexy older woman. The woman who ruined all of is life Carol Vorderman and surprisingly she is all alone.
"Come on in it's Carol Vorderman??? yes, please take a seat would you like a drink?"
"Oh what a charming young man you must be the one I have come to interview Leon?"
"Yes Carol that's me up and coming boxing prospect, wow I can see why you won rear of the year twice Carol."
"Yes I will have that drink but less about my rear, I am here to interview you Leon not you interviewing me young man."
"Sorry Carol giving praise where it's most deserving."
Then he goes to prepare a drink for each of them quite surprised how Carol looked in the flesh. Her body was like a super hot pornstar with very large breasts and a big huge Ass he wonder's if she does Anal. If she doesn't like Anal after both boys take her Ass she will beg for more. Then Leon adds the super strong sedative to Carol's drink it dissolved quickly she will soon be sleeping like a baby. He goes back in and hands Carol her drink it doesn't touch the sides she drinks it straight away.
"That juice drink was delicious would it be okay if I have another Leon?"
"Yeah sure Carol." leon says whilst looking back at his victim now adding more super strength sedative to her drink.
Again she drinks it down straight away she then started her interview with Leon.
"Well Leon if you hadn't been in a boxing gym would you be involved in crime?"
"Maybe Carol all us blacks are good for are doing drugs crime and fucking white Ass."
"I beg your pardon young man I don't want talk like that from you Leon."
"Well it's true I have nearly an eleven inch black cock have your rear of the year had a cock inside it that big Carol?"
"Look let's start again Leon we getting off on the wrong foot." yawns carol rubbing her eyes.
"Come on Carol you must have sucked so much cock over the years, did that keep you on countdown?"
"Look Leon this interview is finished." now carol stands and sits back down yawning as she rubs her eyes before passing out.
Leon now gets up closing a the front of the gym then approaches Carol. He lifts up her eyelids there's no reaction he then opened up her tight blouse. Her huge breasts all in is hands as be gently squeezed them both as they spilled out of her bra. Still out cold sleeping like a baby Leon lifts Carol up on to her feet. Grabbing her large Ass through her skin tight leggings happily with his Ass he's going to be inside later. He plans on it being filmed with a black cock inside it that Ass will earn it's rear of the year award for the third time.
He carried Carol out to Andy's Dad's car to take her for his Dad's revenge. Leon and is friend Andy both stayed so silent afraid any talking would wake up their prize. They get to the lockup and park around the back it's early afternoon but nobody is around on a weekend. They both carried Carol into the unit and took off all her clothing. Her huge breasts firm 38 D cup just like a women in her early twenties. Both teenagers life up a breast each revealing the breast operation scars they are more than happy with each of Carol's large breasts. They suck on both nipple's imaging them with pierced rings.
Then came down her skin tight leggings to reveal a great pair of legs. That carry on up to a huge fat white Arse that is a great rear to slide inside. The naughty old Milf or Gilf is wearing the skimpiest lacy G String that her sixty five year old Ass is happily eating. It nestles deep within side of the twice rear of the years Ass both boys cocks grow with the thought of training Carol to be their big nasty white slut. Both of them looked for a sign of a Brazilian Butt Lift but there's not a scar in sight but by god what a great Ass.
"Well Leon perhaps she wasn't lying there's no sign of surgery to her Ass?"
"Well her tits have got scars the slut sacked my Dad Carol's going to get what's coming to her, now let's restrain her to the bed."
"Leon the bed is filthy smells of piss should we get some new bedding for her?"
"No Carol's drinking piss later all caught on my video camera Andy, imagine that a rear of the year winner taking black cock inside that rear and drinking piss it's going to be a best sellar." laugh's leon.
Then both boys strip off and set up a video camera to record the rear of the year. Carol Vorderman is still out cold now with all her arms and legs cuffed to the bed. Andy has decided he wants Carol's pussy first and he gets between her legs. Moves her G String to one side noticing her pussy is wet and it is shaved bald. His black cock was slightly bigger than Leon's at the full eleven inches of monster cock now pushing up against its target. His large black teenage frame now between the television presenter's thighs as she gives out a little moan.
Leon rubs his huge black cock up against Carol's lips and once again she let's out a little moan. Her tongue darts out tasting his huge black cock sighing as she does Leon is frilled Mrs Vorderman is going to look on the video as such a willing slut. Andy can't wait he pushed forward entering her pussy again Carol moans and spreads her legs to accept his monster. The huge apple sized head parts her outer lips and enters her it's soon adding more black inches. Her pussy is soaking with all her lady juices frothing up over Andy's cock. Covering it in a white milky substance turning is dark black cock a shade of creamy white. Carol smiles now like someone who as got the cream slowly stirring with Andy over six inches inside her old pussy.
" WHAT THE FUCK YOUR RAPING ME!" is carol vordermans first words a loud scream but it didn't match her actions as she again spreads her thighs wider pushing upwards to accept more black cock.
"STOP THIS IS RAPE PULL OUT DO YOU KNOW WHO I AM." moans out loudly carol vorderman.
"Yes slut your a television presenter who's now moved to shooting interracial porn." leon says squatting above carol's face.
"FUCKING NO WAY THE LITTLE BOY I WAS INTERVIEWING 'Mmmm'!" carol's very last words as the little boy she described sat on her face.
Her pussy now squirting out it's cum over is friends Andy's huge black cock caught for all the word to see on camera. While Carol starts smelling Leon's black Ass before her tongue started to lap up and down his Arse crack.
"Good slut this isn't your first time at eating Ass you filthy slut, now stick your fucking big tongue into my teenage Arsehole." leon moans out grinding his ass crack on carol vordermans face.
"Mmmmm." was carol's muffled reply her face buried in teenage black ass while her pussy was now being fucked balls deeply.
"Leon you got to get some of this pussy it's fucking great it keeps squirting all over my cock, it won't be long looking at her huge tits until I breed her imagine that Bro Carol Vorderman bred on camera "
"Nah she's past it to give us a child Andy, but my cock is going inside the rear of the year that's what her fans will want to watch Carol Vordermans Ass gaped open by big black cock."
Carol Vorderman couldn't answer buried in deep black Ass while Carol's wet squirting pussy is being pounded into the mattress. Andy now building up is orgasm with each hard thrust the bed making sounds it's has never previously made. Her tongue is now wedged deeply inside the teenagers black Arsehole as he sat on her face. His cock is touching against her breasts another huge black cock that wants to take her Arsehole on camera. The thought made her squirt on his friends huge cock again Carol's an Anal virgin her second husband tried but he was unsuccessful she hated it.
Andy was now going to town on her pussy fucking it with skills that denied is teenage years. The bed mattress is squeaking really loudly with each thrust. Her pussy couldn't contain it's joy as with each thrust it squirts out Carol's love juices. Leon black Arse is lightly bouncing on Carol's tongue which is buried deeply rimming is teenage Arsehole as he now lifted up. Carol gasped loud with her tongue sliding out of his Arse trying to say something. Leon just shuffled forward to drop a very large salty sweaty ball inside her mouth. Instantly she started sucking on it groaning loudly on each ball while Leon is stroking his cock ready to claim her Arse for black cocks only.
"God Leon this pussy so fine I got to shoot my cum inside it but I really want to glaze those huge tits of hers as well."
"Do both Andy those huge udders will look great dripping in cum just make sure you don't get any over me." laughed leon.
"Yeah I will pull out to show all the fans of Carol Vorderman her pussy full of cum then stroke the rest over those huge nipple's." says andy now breathing heavily getting all ready to bred the television presenter.
Carol was just unaware that these boys are having their revenge on her body. They are going to sell this video and many more for a huge profit with Carol Vorderman being a new adult pornstar not a television star. It's now her first time with black cocks and she smiled sucking a ball hopefully not the last her pussy has never squirted like this. This black boy touched parts of Carols sixty five year old pussy never touched before. What parts of her rear of the year this cock being slowly stroked across her chest will reach it again makes her shudder before squirting once again.
Then Andy sighed out loudly went rigid on top of Carol and she felt his huge cock fire cum deep inside her. This black cock fires so much cum she feels it hitting her womb it pulled out sprays her gaping puffy pussy then it's stroked above her. Now it again is firing cum caught on camera two blasts on each breast with cum dripping off each of her erect nipple's. Carol passed out totally destroyed by all this fucking and they both skillfully uncuff her and put her up onto her hands and knees. Leon set up another two cameras to capture all the rear of the year Anal fucking.
He stands back and admirers that huge fat white Arse it's like a natural treasure that's known by so many. It's so large some fans would say fat but no it's perfect firm like it's a ripe peach. Carol Vorderman is really that aware her huge Arse is loved by many that without knowing she automatically arched it towards a camera. Trying to gain all from the attention her Ass was getting it's now a given for Carol to arch it towards a camera. Now her G String slips back inside the Arse crack preventing the camera from looking at Carol's cum filled puffy pussy and tighter Anus. Immediately Leon again pulled it out of her large Arse crack allowing a full view of her cum filled pussy and butthole.
Carol Vorderman feels all air rush between those Ass cheeks again. Her Anus without Carol's knowledge started to wink opening and closing to the camera. Andy then puts a pillow by Carol's head and slides in front of her face. His huge eleven inch big black cock covered in all her pussy juices getting closer to her mouth. Carol now panic's she tries to fight the next stage of her fucking by dropping down flat. Now that Ass laying flat is not presented up to Leon or towards the video camera.
"Come on Carol your fans want to see that Ass stop being a spoil sport, raise it back up you know how to arch it fir your fans."
"Fuck off let me go now and I won't press any charges against the pair of you."
"Come on Carol you were moaning all over my black cock caught on camera you were happily squirting all over it, now Carol do what my friend Leon wants present that fat Ass up to him, yes you can clean my cock."
"You fucking raped me do you realise how much trouble your in boy!"
Then Carol screamed loudly as Leon starts to spank her fat white Ass. Hard heavy big spanks across both fat Ass cheeks leaving red hand prints on each. Sobbing with all of Leon's hard spanks each spank stings that rear of the year.
"Stop it hurts please don't hit my Ass." sobs carol.
"Well raise back up Carol your fans want to see that Ass." leon orders.
Carol raised up again arching her back it's once again parting towards the camera. It's exposing her butthole again that could not wait to wink open and closing towards the video camera again. Leon this time places a load of pillows underneath her huge Ass keeping it raised up to the camera. Andy is placing his cock against Carol's mouth with her lips closing shut.
"Carol open up wide clean my cock, okay Leon Carol Vorderman needs her rear of the year spanked again." says andy.
"No please god no I will suck it don't hit my Ass again it's still stinging."
Andy's cock slides into Carol's mouth is big head completely filled up her mouth. Now it keeps Carol from talking or screaming at the pair of the teenage black boys. Leon is slowly adding lube to Carol's butthole adds a few drops then working it in opening up her Anus slowly. Carol is cuffed with pillows raising up her fat Ass towards the camera and the teenage kidnapper. The Ass being expertly prepared to take black cocks with each finger loosening it up. Carol's mouth is being slowly fucked by Andy unable to stop him with her hands restrained and his hands holding the back of her head.


"Carol relax your throat, breathe through your nose my cock is going into the back of your throat." andy says sliding more cock inside her mouth.
"Mmmm." gargles carol unable to speak.
"Good girl Carol take Andy's cock deeper he's packing a full eleven inches it will look great on video, now don't be alarmed I will soon get your backdoor ready for cock."
Carol Vorderman struggled all it did was to make her Ass shake at the camera. Leon is now pushing in some big butt beads while adding each bead she moans her huge fat Ass gapes at the camera. Carol's wet pussy dripping out its lady cum shinning towards the camera still covered in cum. Leon adds a huge butt plug next slowly adding it then taking it back out over and over. Andy now is fucking Carol's throat his whole cock has disappeared inside her throat as her pretty face is covered in makeup. This makeup is running down her face she's now accepted the fact that these teenage boys will have all their nasty ways with her.
Leon now adds lube over his cock stroking it up the whole length just over ten thick fat black inches. Carol's butthole gaped a little open towards Leon and the camera winks at it's new owner getting up behind it. Leon gently placed is huge black cock between Carol's Ass cheeks resting onto the gaping Arsehole preparing to enter. Carol's pussy squirts over Leon's thighs while she moans on Andy's cock allowing all the full eleven inches to slide into her throat. Leon uses it has a distraction while he enters inside the gaping Arsehole of Carol Vorderman. This fat Ass was built for black cocks it instantly grips his cock in a vice milking it while he's adding more of it. One big push leading to another push with the head stretching that huge rear of the year. Another push and his cock now packed inside her backdoor that makes her scream over Andy's cock.
"Shush Carol relax it's over half way inside and your Ass deserves the rear of the year award, as you won it twice Andy will fuck it next so that's your second award Carol."
"Mmmmm." moans carol trying to speak to no avail with her throat full of black cock.
Leon pulled out to show the fans of rear of the year Carol Vorderman's gaping widely Arsehole a perfect 'O'. Then adding is cock again sliding back in easier only this time it feels Carol's Ass pushing back. The slut is starting to enjoy black cock up her rear yet again her pussy squirts. Carol is sucking on Andy's huge cock like a babys pacifier this cock was taking her mind off her deep Ass fucking. Andy groaned loudly as the pretty celebrity slut was sucking the cum out of is balls. Now shooting his load for a second time down her throat Carol Vorderman now being Ass fucked while drinking cum.
"Wow Leon she's sucking the cum out of my balls what a black cock loving slut."
"Yeah she's built for black cocks, Andy this Ass you need next it's so firm and large it's also milking the cum out of my balls."
"Mmmm." moans carol drinking andy's cum like a good slut.
Then Andy gets up wipes his cock across her face before getting himself an energy drink he's going to need it. Now leaving his friend to bred her fat Ass alone and allows Carol to speak again.
"Your raping my Ass boy it's too big my Ass is virgin, please pull out of my Arsehole I won't press any charges." moans carol her voice panting rapidly.
"Like fuck Carol your viewers are going to love the prim and proper Carol Vorderman taking huge teenage black cocks, yes slut push that fat Ass back impale yourself."
"Oh gawd oh fuck it's so big it's raping me please pull out it's so fucking big." moans carol but her body was saying different to her words she's bouncing her fat ass into is groin impaling herself balls deep.
"No tell me Carol your fat Ass is for black cocks only?" leon commands.
"No your a boy you shouldn't be doing this please pull out, oh that hurts noooo it really stings nooooo please stop." crys carol has leon started to spank her ass hard again.
"Well Carol tell me what I asked and your spanking stops."
"Boy your cock is made for my Ass, ahhhh that hurts you said you will stop." crys out carol her ass stinging.
"No your fat Ass is black cock only Carol."
"Fuck it yes just stop please, my fat Ass is black cock only." moans carol while being ass fucked.
"Good slut your fans will love that Carol." replies leon now sliding in and out of her fat ass.
Now holding her wide hips and fucking her harder and harder the bed rocking. There's a video camera that's concentrating just on Carol's face as she moans in lust. Her eyes glazed over and her mouth is wide open in a silent scream whilst Leon thrusts into her huge rear. Then another camera is focused on the huge black cock gaping the fat Arse of television personality Carol Vorderman it was wedged so deep. Leon now started to take Carol to new sexual heights with a big black cock wedged in the rear of the year.
"OH FUCK THIS BLACK BOY IS RAPING MY FUCKING ASS." screams carol while is cock filled her fat ass.
"Carol it's only rape if your not enjoying it but I have evidence on the video camera that your pushing that Arse back onto my huge black cock."
Then thrusts harder into Carol's Arsehole is huge black cock Ass fucking her like a very cheap slut. Now hammering inside her fat Ass gaping it with each thrust before going rigid to fire his cum deep inside her bowels Carol Vorderman getting a first ever deep Anal creampie that bubbles back out. Her pussy gushing out all over the piss stained mattress adding more nasty stains. Leon is slowly withdrawing shooting is cum deeply into Carol Vordermans gaping Ass letting it all gush out of her wide open 'O' Ass.
"Carol clean the cum of my cock." orders leon placing his cum covered arse slimed cock at the lips of the television presenter.
Carol sighed before deep throating the big black cock of this teenager all fight slowly is ebbing away. The television star is now a big Assed fuck toy for the pair of teenagers who have depraved plans for her. She's all over Leon's cock bobbing up and down it's huge black length with her huge Ass still in the air. Gaping Arsehole dribbling cum on all fours facing towards the video camera to her devoted fans. Carol Vorderman now belonging to black cocks a total change to her usual television appearances. Andy is now removing her restraints and Carol is now not trying to escape. Totally broken or now wanting these black cocks to own her fat rear of the year.
Leon lays down in the middle of the bed on is back huge black cock erected there's no words spoken. Carol straddles is cock and slowly lowered down riding on the teenage black boys cock. Her tits being pinched in the teenage boys hands while she rides his huge cock like a bull. Carol's soon rides up and down huge Ass on view to the camera still recording her. Moaning while her pussy gets wetter and wetter as her nipple's are being sucked by the boy. Not aware that its time for Carol to get two huge black cocks as Andy adds lube. Adding lube to the big length of his cock waving it up to the video camera now climbing up behind Carol's fat Ass.
Leon now grabs Carol by her hips pulling her across his chest revealing her Anus for his friend. It's still slightly gaping dripping is cum which Andy will use for lube. The boys huge black cock then pushes inside Carol's butthole she screamed at the realisation of two huge black cocks inside her.
"FUCK NO YOUR TOO BIG PULL OUT OF ME NOW I CAN'T TAKE TWO BIG BLACK COCKS!"
"Shush Carol relax your tight holes are now sized for black cocks we will go gently until you get used to them." leon soothly replied.
"PLEASE THIS IS RAPE BOYS."
"No it's not your now black owned tell me and the camera your black owned Carol all your fans will like you saying that." leon is gently saying whilst pushing up inside her wet dripping pussy then andy slides inside is full eleven inches are inside her rear two big cocks slowly thrusting in both holes.
"OH FUCK I AM BLACK OWNED." moaned out carol vorderman as she squirts over the both teenage black boys cocks and bodies now lust takes her over.
"Good girl Carol you need this in your life no more little white cocks just black cocks, your body's made for black cocks." leon is again soothly saying.
"FUCK YES NO MORE TINY WHITE DICKS!" screams carol squirting everywhere again.
"Fuck Leon this Arse is great it's made for cock it won't be long until I feed it my cum." moans andy now sliding in and out of her fat ass.
"Yes my Dad will be happy that we're both fucking the rear of the year Andy." laugh's leon pushing up into her pulsing pussy.
Carol didn't understand why the black boy mentioned his Dad but couldn't care these huge cocks were now thrusting in and out of her holes. The bed rocking under all the weight of three people fucking away. Carol never talked so much filth in her entire life as now sandwiched between two big huge black cocks. Calls her Arsehole a shit hole and her pussy is cunt nothing like the prim proper television presenter. Now a sex toy for these black teenage boys what now if Carol's boyfriend seen the tapes would he disown her.
He sent her to interview the black teenage boxer it's his current affairs channel. Being her new boss at the B.B.C forty two year's old Miles Taylor promised to make Carol a household name again. He told Carol that her interview would be seen by many and the name of Carol Vorderman would be on everybody's lips again. He probably didn't except her interview to be anything like it's been recorded now. Miles had grown up is obsession is Carol Vorderman fat Ass there was no surprise he got her a job on is news channel. Within weeks they dated even the big age gap was not a problem being over twenty two years all he wanted was to get his hands on Carol's Ass. He remembers it like yesterday when she dropped her skirt then spun around he dropped to his knees to worship her Ass. Now Carol Vorderman is running all the shots she tells Miles what to do and even think. If he sees this video it would be his porn of choice Miles liked too watch interracial porn and big Asses.
Now both boys work in unison one thrusts the other waits then the other thrusts whilst his friend stays still. Carol moans with both of her holes full of black cocks with eyes all glazed over and mouth wide open. Has the both rhythmically fucking both Carol's tight holes. Double penetrating both of the tiny television stars tightest of holes with their huge black cocks stretching her to accept their new owners. New Caol Vorderman is becoming a slut for black cocks the eleven inches of cock Ass fucking her while a big ten inches slides into her pussy.
"GAWD MAKE ME BLACK OWNED." moans carol sandwiched between both teenage black boys.
Leon and Andy smile perversely knowing it was always their plan to ruin her television career now enjoying her tight holes. These tight holes were better than both had ever imagined especially her virgin Ass. Leon's cock then goes rigid breeding her pussy its enough for Andy to go rigid shooting cum inside Carol's fat Ass. Both boys feeling her spasm and collapse on top of Leon whilst Andy slowly withdraws. Carol's Arsehole is on view to the camera gaping a perfect 'O' for all her fans to see. Cum then gushes all out with a rush of air followed up by Carol's pussy squirting on top of Leon.
Andy sits back trying to get his strength but Leon still as plans for Mrs Vorderman. She's going to be totally submissive to him and is going to be thoroughly humiliated.
"Now Carol get onto the floor up onto your hands and knees. Crawl behind your black owner into the bathroom we need to train you some more." leon commands.
Leon has already set up a series of video cameras inside the filthy old bathroom all pointing at the toilet.
"No the floor is filthy it's disgusting." argues carol.
"Well Carol you want more spanking okay as you wish " replies leon.
"No please no my Arse still stings, okay I will do as you ask, please don't spank me."
"Okay behind your black owner lets give you some hydration."
Carol realised the reason she was going to the bathroom and it wasn't for a wash. Now on the floor she goes to get back onto her feet. Not before Leon spanks both fat Arse cheeks leaving is hand prints across them.
"No it hurts please I will do anything stop it don't hit my Ass please."
"Okay follow me into the bathroom Carol, yes crawl like that look at your owners Ass you will eat it again later." leon confidently tells her.
He stands over the filthy toilet and waits for Carol to crawl next to him. Andy follows up behind her rear of the year seeing it part as both holes drip cum. Leon places both of is hands on each hip black cock erected over the toilet bowl.
"Now Carol hold my cock stroke it into the toilet while I piss."
Andy was waiting for Carol to make a run to the door and stood in the doorway. But to his shock she started to stroke his black cock aiming it into the toilet. Leon's pissing as she sighed groaned and stroked it while aiming into the toilet. Carol Vorderman now resigned to everything they demand from her stroking the boys cock watching is piss come out of it's huge head. Andy watching her rear of the year and now gets behind it slowly entering her pussy. No fight no crys of rape just a fat Ass pushing back into his groin impaling herself. He soon builds up a steady fucking rhythm as Leon moves just a little aims a little stream of piss towards her mouth.
Carol opens wide accepting Leon's piss the teenage boy obliged with a steady flow the television presenter still stroking is cock. Its enough to make Andy lose his mind and is cock fires cum deeply inside Carol's pussy. He then takes over from Leon who walked into the bedroom whilst Carol drunk down his friends hot piss like it was natural. Then he's on fours on the bed presenting his Ass to Carol which she gets up behind eating it like she happily did earlier. Andy following behind does the same and Carol alternates between both boys Arseholes deep licking both teenage Arseholes.
That afternoon there wasn't a minute that one of the teenage black boys wasn't with Carol fucking both holes. Carol Vorderman loves being Ass fucked now but also loves black cocks. Screaming out that she's black owned while being fucked all afternoon as her Ass was always on show. Carol is a two times rear of the year and both boys are all happy to take turns taking it doggy style.
Leon as arranged for Carol to be tattooed and pierced in a local tattoo parlour shop as it closes. Obviously hasn't told Carol so he again gives her super strength sedative. One minute she's riding Andy's cock then a next minute she's sleeping like a baby. The both boys carried her to their car and took her to the tattoo parlour. There they meet a old friend of Leon's dad Mike a local tattoo artist called Earl a forty year old black man.
Earl is more than happy to make Carol look like a total slut for revenge for is old friend Mike. They put her face up in a chair facing upwards first removing her clothes for her to be pierced and tattooed. Carol sleeping like a baby still hasn't woken up from all of the super strength sedative.
"Boys are you sure she's sleeping she has not moved?" earl asked.
"Yeah she was like that earlier sleeping like a baby until Carol started taking cock." leon replied.
"Really Carol Vorderman took your cock Leon?" asks earl.
"Yes and Andy's cock she was screaming that she loves black cock." laugh's leon.
"Great my payment is to fuck her doggy style from behind you okay with that?"
"Yes Earl she's got a great Arse rear of the year winner twice it's yours." replies leon.
"Well let's do her modifications first then it's rear of the year time, now what would you like Leon?" asks earl.
"Earl rings on each bitch tit her nipple's will look great and while she's on her front can I have a tattoo above her pussy?"
"Sure do you want her clitoris hood pierced as well Leon and what tattoo above Carol's pussy?"
"Yeah that would be so cool Earl can I just have the words 'Black Cock Only'?"
"Sure Leon."
Earl freezes both nipple's and they go hard adds a needle she stirred but doesn't wake up. Both nipple's showing off an ring Carol moans but still remains asleep then Earl is freezing her clitoris hood she groans loudly but still doesn't wake up. He added a little red bar that shines to all three Carol again sighs but doesn't wake. Earl then added is alcohol disinfectant above her pussy then he's skillfully tattooing the words above her bald pussy 'Black Cock Only'.
"Now Leon what do you reckon does Carol pass the slut test and is that the last of your modifications for her?"
"Well Earl Carol looks just like a seasoned black cock slut exactly what I imagined for her, I have one more tattoo on that rear of the year a Queen of Spades tattoo."
"Yes it's very popular Leon with lots of the white girls and women showing they have a preference for black cocks, here's one I did yesterday is that what you had in mind."
He shows Leon a stencil for a tattoo black spade with a crown above it with the logo inside of Q.O.S it was just the right size for the fat Ass of Carol Vorderman.
"Yeah great Earl that's exactly what I had in mind for Carol's Ass." gushes leon.
Andy and Leon slowly lifted and turned her around showing Earl that great rear of the year. He strokes Carol's Ass in joy while it's shuddering under his touch. He adds some alcohol disinfectant to numb her large butt before tracing the outline of the tattoo with makes her start to stir. Earl quickly finished the tattoo as Carol yawns and started then to wake up. Screaming when she noticed the rings on both nipple's shocked at what they had done to her. How does Carol now explain all these piercings to her boyfriend Miles before Carol noticed the Black Cock Only tattooed above her pussy.
"What the fuck you've ruined my life how do I explain to my boyfriend Miles, what have you done to me is it temporary!"
"No you ruined my Dad's and my life now it's your turn Carol, I quite like using your body for my pleasure it continues or those videos of you drinking my piss are online do you understand Carol!" leon replied.
"Who's your Dad boy what's the reason for you to do this to me?" asks carol.
"My Dad worked on a show with you Carol he told people you had plastic surgery and you got him sacked for telling the truth!"
"I remember Mike he went behind my back I had no choice he lied about me as well."
"No I seen the scars under your breasts so he didn't lie Carol."
"I wasn't that bothered about my tits boy, he said I had a Brazilian Butt Lift that's all natural as you can see boy."
"Well I don't care Carol your now a black cock slut, now up on all fours or more hard spanking for you, yes good girl you know it makes sense."
Carol Vorderman gets up onto all fours on her hands and knees. Her right Arse cheek is proudly showing the Queen of Spades to the three men. All three strip off now Earl's cock will be also fucking Carol another big ten inch of black cock so in total thirty one inches of black cock to claim the television presenter. She was fucked in all positions around the tattoo parlour with each black cocks favourite Carol Vorderman up on all fours being pussy and Ass fucked
At the end she's sent home to Miles with a promise that Leon will be visiting for him to cuckold her boyfriend. Carol's got a lot of explaining to do or her career is ruined.
To be continued Caril Cuckold's Miles...???
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This is part three and will be extreme with the wife being full if cum and the husband doing cuckold duties.
Themes of- Big Black Cocks/ Breeding/ Slut Wife/ Pregnancy/ Cuckold/ Gangbang/ Queen of Spades/ No Birth Control.
This takes place in Miami-
Brooke and hubby Riley have been picked up and taken to a back street tattoo parlour for their tattoos. Daddy has arranged it all other than allowing the tattooist to fuck the wife it's free. The tattooist is obviously big black friend of Maurice and know about all of their predicament. He lets them inside to close up behind them both then Carl gets out his ten inches of black cock. Then Riley knows what to do he sucks it hard before he placed it up against his wife's pussy in doggy style. It doesn't take long for Carl to cream pie his wife and Riley to clean up his cock and Brooke's dripping pussy.
Both then kneeled up on a chair with their Asses on show for nearly identical tattoos each. Brookes tattoo on her fat Ass was an 'Q.O.S' inside a black spade with the word black owned around the tattoo. Carl then applied vaseline to heal it up before having a last kiss with the married wife. Riley's is nearly identical the only difference was his centre of the spade was 'J.O.S' still with the words black owned around it. They thank the tattooist Carl for their new tattoos and head home to wait for Daddy to arrive.
Brooke then showers then makes sure her pussy shaved like Daddy as told her. Then she puts on a white see through short baby doll with white holdups and low white fluffy mules for her feet. She then slides a tiny G String up between her fat Ass just like her Daddy required. Does a twirl now for her husband he can't keep his eyes off is super hot wife a trophy wife. Her huge Ass and 36 D cup breasts visible through the white see through baby doll her tattoo looks out of this world.
"Do you think that Daddy would like me dressing like this Riley?"
"Yes love you look amazing we can still go back to normal when ever you decide."
"No it's now time for me to get bred Riley I am not taking contraception no more love your going to become a father."
"So Daddy is going to get you pregnant I will bring up the baby yes Brooke?"
"It might not be Daddy's baby he wants me to have a. breeding party with five men all black obviously he wants you to being up a biracial baby."
"Yes Brooke I will support you if you want a biracial baby we will do it together."
"I knew Riley you would say that your so supportive to me, I couldn't have keep the affair going with Daddy if it wasn't for your support love."
"If it wasn't for you meeting Maurice I will still be Straight but now I see Daddy's cock and it turns me Gay."
"Your not Gay your living your best life for Daddy he needed the both of us to sleep with him, he sees it as we're both giving ourselves to him."
"Yes but yesterday was great didn't think I was going to enjoy other black cocks only Daddy's but it was great I loved becoming a Jack of Spades for three huge big black cocks."
Then Brooke gets out his outfit it wasn't a lot to look at arm cuffs with a dickie bow tie and black jockstrap. A pink flat cage and a huge black butt plug for hubby's little boi pussy which is not been used tonight. He then looks at the tiny pink flat cock cage its new to Riley.
"Love what's that cage?"
"It's a flat cage, Daddy said it's really good for you to keep your cock small he did say about male to female hormones."
"What the fuck is male to female hormones Brooke?"
"It's only a pill it will make your cock shrink and balls, he said you would have more of a feminine voice grow a little butt and your chest will then grow small breasts just over a few months."
"Jesus you happy with that Brooke?"
"It's not what we want it's to keep our black Daddy happy Riley, you still want Daddy to keep fucking us both."
"Yes I do but that seems extreme Brooke."
"Well Riley he can fuck me right up until I give birth, but there will be a few weeks or months where I won't keep Daddy happy so if you take the female pill you can take my role and not get pregnant."
"Well only if Daddy insists Brooke."
Then Brooke attached his pink flat cage in goes his huge black butt plug like a fist it's opening up is boi pussy. Then is boi pussy clenched tightly over the smaller flared part of the plug holding it in place. Then pulled up is black jockstrap and attached his arm cuffs before is black dickie bow is attached he looks like some pretty white waiter. His role tonight will be serving drinks and also keeping the black men happy while waiting to breed his wife. Riley still doesn't know how many black men he's hoping for just his Daddy and maybe his nephew. Then it's easier to know who the father of the baby is. They are both waiting for Daddy's arrival and Brooke's breeding too begin.
Then both look up at the clock Daddy will be here shortly. The anticipation of who will come with him is exiting them both. Brooke goes upstairs to wait for Daddy leaving her hubby to let Daddy in. Then a knock at the front door Daddy is here Riley lets him into the house. He's soon followed by is brother Sean and nephew Dwayne then to Riley's surprise two more black men.
"Hi Riley you look great show me the tattoo see guys he's black owned and black cock only now aren't you Riley."
"Yes Daddy's no more pussy just big black cocks, would you be needing anything?"
"Well Riley my brother and nephew you are well acquainted with, these other two are a judge Mike also a Senator Mr Carlton and they both want to remain unknown."
"Okay I will not tell anyone they were here Daddy."
"Good we don't want anyone knowing your wife could be pregnant from a Judge or a Senator Riley now as your Brooke stopped taken birth control pills?"
"Yes Daddy last week she told me you plan to breed her with a biracial bab."
"Not just me there's five black men to now breed your wife hopefully we will do tests tomorrow and she will be carrying one of our five baby."
"Okay she's ready for whoever is going first Daddy."
"Well that's me Riley you will entertain the four other black men but no cum for you it's saved for your wife understand."
Daddy left the others with Riley before he's going upstairs to start Brooke's breeding. Riley took all four big black men inside the lounge and went to get them drinks. All of these four black men will be all using Riley before breeding his wife. They watching is tight little butt full with a huge butt plug but it's the tattoo that makes them all hard.
"Wow guys after we breed his wife I want a piece of that whiteboi." says mike.
"Yes the whiteboi took three black cocks in his tight boi pussy last night we tried doing double Anal but he's way too tight." replied sean.
"Well we will give him five cocks soon just like his wife.* laughed dwayne.
Upstairs in the marital bedroom Daddy is making out with Brooke his tongue deeply in her mouth. Feeling her super hot body all through her baby doll dress. Laying her down on her back legs spread widely with his cock touching her outer labia. Daddy is now ready to start her breeding session it's the first of many.
"Do you want this Brooke?"
"Yes Daddy I need to be bred by a superior black cock."
"No it's black cocks, there's five going to be breeding your unprotected womb tonight is it unprotected?"
"Yes Daddy I stopped taking birth control."
"Good girl now ask Daddy to breed you?"
"Daddy please breed me please I need a baby please." moans out brooke her pussy creaming out all over daddy's huge head of his black cock.
Downstairs Riley is handing out drinks to all four black men. Then all the silence is now broken by Brooke's screaming. Following the sounds of their marital bed that is now all rocking and rattling under the fucking.
"Riley your wife's having a great time, why don't you sit down between myself and my son." sean tells him.
Riley sits down between both black men is hands start stroking both black cocks. The men where Daddy's own Brother Sean and is Nephew Dwayne. Both cocks had fucked Riley just last night and he was used to his hands stroking on each cock. Sean's cock is now leaking it's precum hearing his wife screaming he leans over and sucks it off is cock. Dwayne's cock leaks next and Riley is soon sucking it all off his bell end.
"Careful boy your Daddy said no cum for you only your wife, now sit down between me and judge Mike we need the same has the others." mr carlton orders.
Riley reluctantly stops stroking both black cocks sits down between the Judge and the Senator. Then he strokes both their big black cocks the Judge as a thick ten inches of black cock whilst the Senator as a huge eleven inches black cock. Both these black cocks start leaking out all of their pre cum all their clear liquid over Riley's hands. It's Riley's job tonight to clean up any mess to entertain the guests. He leans in closer as he sucks up the two black mens precum its delicious to the once Straight husband.
"Good god what a nasty slut shame we are here just to fuck the wife " mike moans.
"No Mike we are here not to just fuck his wife were here to breed her but a baby in her womb for hubby to bring up." senator mr carlton replied.
Riley sigh's at the thought of Brooke with a huge belly carrying any one of the five big black mens babies. Then starts stroking to the rhythm of the bed inside the upstairs bedroom which hasn't stopped rocking. It's obvious to himself he can't compete with all of these aggressive huge black cocks.
Back upstairs Brooke is now up on all fours her pussy waiting for it's second breeding it now already drips Daddy's first potent load of cum. Daddy stares at her fat Ass with his gaze taken away from her pussy to the tiny little butthole that involuntary winks at it's black owner. This makes up Daddy's mind he picked up a black butt plug and slipped it inside her backdoor.
"Oh Daddy don't you want my Ass." moans out brooke.
"No Brooke we don't want nobody inside that Ass it's breeding only today."
Then Daddy re-entered her pussy holding on to her child baring hips started fucking Brooke really hard once again. Her second breeding session with the bed headboard now banging the wall. Daddy's cock pulses and again her womb is flooded with all his baby making cum. Then leaves the wife on all fours Ass in the air butt plug on show his cum dripping back out of her pussy.
He walks in to the others cock glistening of cum and the wife's juices. Riley stopped is hands from stroking on the other two black cocks and crawled in front of his Daddy. He then started to suck and lick Daddy's cock clean while Daddy acts like it's a normal act for any whiteboi to do.
"Now senator the whitebois wife is ready for you in the marital bed make sure you fill her up good and proper." daddy tells him.
The senator climbs the stairs and walked in to the bedroom. In front of him a beautiful white Ass up on all fours. He noticed a big butt plug and a dripping cum filled pussy it will be added to by his loads next. He now climbs up onto the bed behind her fat Ass only now Brooke turned around. There's a big built older black man with a huge cock getting between her legs. Brooke blushes how as her life ended like this about to be bred by a total stranger. Her body shivers as she's become such a slut for black cock the only grace is her husband who's also a slut for black cock.
"Oh this is all wrong I don't know you." cries brooke.
"Slut I am a friend of Maurice all you need to know a state senator that's introduction done know let me breed you."
The senator then feeds her dripping pussy his eleven inch black cock driving into her pussy. The bed rocking again with Brooke moaning out in total ecstasy all these black men were so aggressive and forceful. With huge cocks to match her Riley could never match up to any of these black bulls. Then Riley is probably downstairs worshipping a black cock whilst she's been bred imagines Brooke. Her mind is soon snapped back to reality senator spanks her fat married Arse while pounding into her pussy.
Downstairs Riley is still up on is hands and knees stroking is Daddy's black cock. The other three black men stroke their cocks as they listen to the fucking of his wife. All the big black cocks are looking at Riley's 'J.O.S' tattoo on his little butt. The judge Mike has decided that he wanted to come back for another fuck session with the little whiteboi Riley. They heard a scream it's followed by a sound of hand spanks and moaning. The bed sounds like it was falling apart with the mattress squeaking so loudly.
"Listen Riley as Brooke ever screamed and moaned like that when you fucked her?" asked daddy.
"No Daddy never that's why my little cock is caged,all black men are superior Daddy, Me and Brooke will serve black cocks from now Daddy." moans riley in-between using his mouth to suck daddy's huge cock.
"Good whiteboi we will start your treatment shortly." daddy replied.
"Treatment Daddy?"
"Yes Riley your male to female hormones it will make you more useful to me."
"Why Daddy I can look pretty just like now for you, so how would hormones make me more useful?"
"Because we can take you on holiday and down to the pool Riley imagine a pool full of black men for you to serve."
They all listen to the bed with Riley hands now stroking Sean and Dwayne again with each cock dripping precum that's quickly in Riley's mouth.
Now Brooke rides the cum out of the black Senator's cock with him pinching her huge tits and nipple's. While he shoots a third big load of cum inside her pussy hopefully she will be bred tonight. Then left Brooke with his three loads and goes downstairs to get the cum cleaned off is cock. Standing up in front of Riley hands on hips with cum all his cum dripping from the jap eye. Riley stops stroking the two cocks to return to cleaning duties softly placing the head of the black senator cock inside his mouth.
"Remember Riley only cleaning up all the senators cum no sucking more out." laugh's daddy.
Upstairs the judge Mike inside the couple's marital bedroom is thick ten inch big black cock dripping out precum. Brooke looking up at this other older black man radiant her pussy dripping five big loads of cum.
"Hi handsome my name is Brooke haven't you got another great black cock."
"Fuck all the niceties get up on to all fours you nasty slut."
Taken back quite a bit Brooke quickly gets up into position with her pink baby doll all above her fat Ass. In this position her new Queen of Spades tattoo is proudly shown to the judge showing her preference to big black cocks. There's one thing he wanted it was now full of a huge butt plug. Mike now roughly removed it before lining is cock up against her Arsehole and pushing inside.
"No Daddy said only pussy today sir.'
"White sluts don't decide where my cock is going inside, don't worry my cum will bred your pussy."
Then Mike goes deep inside Brooke's Arse no finesse roughly Ass fucking the married wife thinking it was her husband taking big black cock. In and out Mike fucking Brooke harder with each trust the bed rocking with each thrust while she screams out.
"Riley listen you couldn't ever make your wife scream like that!" says daddy.
Riley sits with head bowed listening to his wife screams and the bed rocking. While is hands stroke Sean and Dwayne's big black cocks ten and eleven inches pulsing inside each little hand.
Mike as now pulled out of Brooke's gaping Arsehole to fire his first load of cum inside her pussy. New looking at her gaping Arse and Queen of Spades tattoo keeps fucking her pussy hard. Now moaning loudly with is cock thrusting inside her cum filled pussy it won't be long until he added a second load of his cum.
Downstairs Riley is now adding his saliva to Daddy and the Senator's huge black cocks stroking his saliva up and down each cock. The sounds of fucking could be heard with all four black men waiting for their turn with the married wife.
Mike now has Brooke's ankles over both of his shoulders and pounds into her pussy as she moans loudly with each thrust. Then is cock goes rigid flooring her fertile womb in another load of potent cum. Streams of his cum keep spraying her womb untill he gets from between her thighs and leaves her to get her next breeder.
Entering the downstairs room with his cock covered in pussy juice and cum sending up Dwayne to breed Brooke. Riley is again at the feet of Mike slowly sucking off is wife's pussy juices and any left over cum. Now is wife Brooke slowly straddles Dwayne's big black eleven inch cock slips it into her cum filled pussy. Now riding it like a total slut as her pussy milks all of the cum from the big black cock with each bounce.
Back downstairs her husband Riley is on is knees with four cocks above him. Sucking each cock in turn with his two white hands stroking on another two black cocks. Helps to keep the four big black cocks ready for breeding his wife tonight.
Meanwhile Dwayne has Brooke on all fours her fat Ass is being pounded into with few hard spanks added. Dwayne likes to spank her Queen of Spades tattoo as she moans loudly pushing her Arse back into Dwayne. He roared then shoots his third load inside her after all breeding her fertile pussy with Brooke's legs over Dwayne's shoulders. He now spanks her Ass for the last time before leaving the wife dripping four different big black mens cum. Hopefully now being bred by either man for Riley to become a Daddy.
Dwayne walks into the downstairs room his cock covered in cum and all of Riley's own wife's pussy juices. Riley gets between the black man's thigh's as he cleaned off all the cum and juices off Dwayne's cock. Sean is now heading upstairs the last black cock to impregnate the married wife. Has he goes up the stairs he hears Riley moaning with a eleven inch black cock inside his mouth.
Walking inside the bedroom to see Brooke on her back legs spread widely dripping all cum. Straight away he mounts Brooke and thrusts deeply into her cum filled pussy all below hear moaning and the bed rocking loudly again. Sean really plowing Brooke's tight cum filled pussy deep hard strokes. It makes the bed shake rock underneath the weight of their fucking now wrapping legs around Sean's back.. Moaning in lust with every hard thrust as Sean goes rigid feeds her pussy another potent load of cum.
Downstairs all four black cocks are ready for more breeding with Riley now moving between each big black cock. If Riley's not stroking a cock he's sucking one. Knowing his only role today is to clean each cock to keep them ready to breed his wife Brooke.
Upstairs Brooke is on all fours being slow fucked with deep strokes. Her pussy milks Sean's cock squeezing it tightly needing a second load of it's potent breeding cum. It won't be long until he fires a second load inside the married white wife. Now holding onto her hips while pounding into her huge fat Ass cheeks getting ready to breed her pussy again.
All four of the black men and her hubby are now making their way upstairs. Riley walks inside the bedroom stroking on Daddy and Dwayne's black cocks. Then all watch Sean fire cum inside Brooke pulling out to show the group her gaping cum filled pussy. Her husband looks on and wished he could lick the cum out of her pussy while looking at a huge black butt plug deep inside her Ass.
"Sissy clean my cock it's dripping in all my cum and your wife's juices." orders sean.
"Yes sir." replies riley getting on his knees to clean sean's cock.
Brooke starts riding the Senator's cock has Dwayne fucks her throat eleven inches are deeply inside her throat. Mike now jumped up behind the wife's fat Ass her Ass out of bounds but he gives her a second cock. Its a second huge black cock stretching out Brooke's tight pussy. Brooke's moaning all over Dwayne's cock feeling such a slut with two black cocks inside her pussy.


Riley stroking Daddy's and Sean's big black cocks while looking on. Both black cocks are pulsing inside his hands the little clit he calls a cock dripping into it's cage.
"You like your wife stretched Riley?" asks daddy.
"Yes Daddy I love seeing big Alpha Black cocks in my wife."
"Good boy soon we will get you two cocks inside you, your female hormones will help you accept those black cocks." daddy says.
Riley sighed and cums again into his cage dripping out of it. The thought of being a girl for Daddy and his friends to much for him it takes him over the edge. Now all of the three watching a cock cum inside her throat while two more fire cum deeply into her fertile womb. Dwayne then feeds his cock into her pussy while she rides him as Mike and Senator have their cocks cleaned by Riley. Sean takes over from his Son and fucks her throat while Daddy enters inside her pussy. Again two black cocks stretches her married pussy helped by their copious load's of cum.
The rest of that evening Brooke is never not full of black cock or cum. Riley is going back and forth stroking black cocks and he enjoys cleaning the cum off each jap eye. His wife between moans and groans tells her husband how good he looks between all of the black men. The wife as taken the loads from each black cock five big black cocks all shooting five loads inside Brooke her pussy puffy gaped and swimming in all of the black men's cum.
Just a week later Brooke has been to get herself a pregnancy test. While Brooke's in the pharmacy she collects more of hubbys male to female hormones. This third batch of hormones super strength already slowly changing Riley. His voice seems softer and his butt slowly being more pronounced it's soon going to be a big bubble butt to fit in to all his pretty sissy skirts. While Brooke is noticing that Riley's chest is starting to form little breasts with long nipple's. Brooke now goes home and hands Riley his pills and its now the moment of truth.
Brooke sits on the toilet and pees onto the pregnancy test. Waits a few minutes and its showing two lines she's now pregnant one black man impregnated her.
"Riley I am pregnant with one of their black babies love."
"Oh that's great news love we need to tell Daddy the news." riley replied.
"Yes I will ring him now."
Maurice feels his phone vibrating inside his pocket picks it up and it's Brooke.
"Hi have you got any news for me?" asks daddy.
"Yes Daddy I am pregnant, those huge big black cocks breeding me Daddy." sighed brooke.
"Good that's great news, is Riley still taking his hormones?"
"Yes Daddy he's with me now."
"Great Brooke let me speak to Riley."
"Hello Daddy it's Riley."
"Hi Riley you can tell your voice is softer, you will have to step up when Brooke is tired carrying a baby."
"Yes Daddy you can have my pussy if my wife's to tired for sex."
"Good I will be over shortly don't worry about that." then daddy puts the phone down.
To be continued...???
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Introduction
Welcome to another of my stories in the Tales of Summer series. Here Summer explores a work relationship. I hope you enjoy it as much as I enjoyed writing it.
I often listen back my stories and find certain phrases that stick out to me. In this story the one phrase that stuck out as it was 'read' to me was 'Summer's body shaking not faking'.
Thank you for reading my stories.
________________________________
She sat there at the bar. Every guy had been watching her throughout the evening. The red dress she was wearing caused her to look like pure temptation. A cleavage deeper than the Grand Canyon. So short it barely covered her arse, but that's why she chose to wear it. The light shining on her powerful thighs. So much flesh on show. She was the talk of the bar.
She had been sitting with 5 men; now there was only one. Her boss.
Summer Watkins sat in a hotel bar, sipping on a cocktail. It was heading towards 11 at night. The other guys who were in her work party had headed to their rooms. It was there last night in Amsterdam.
Summer had chosen one of her more revealing dresses. She knew exactly what she was doing to all the men in the bar. Seductively sipping on a straw, wrapping her lips around it. But it could have been a cock. Crossing her legs and then recrossing. It was every guy's basic instinct to watch. Was she wearing any knickers?
The black barman had the best view of the plunging cleavage, but he had already had his share of Summer. She had flirted with him earlier in the week; she showed him her Queen of Spades tattoo, and that meant he visited her room after hours for room service. Welcomed in by a stark naked Summer. Summer took care of all his needs. Taking care of two loads from his black cock.
Looking at the stunning brunette, the barman remembered covering Summers' face and tits before she rode his ten inches till he filled her. Satisfying both their needs.
Tonight was planned. Sitting with the guys, drinking. Dwayne had told her, "On the last day, I dare you to show off to your boss, tease him. Seduce him, see how far you dare to go." The dress was packed, knowing the effect it had on guys.
The words see how far you dare to go gave Summer free rein. Her limits almost non-existent compared to most people. What she wouldn't do. She had already gone through airport security with a metal butt plug in her arse, setting off alarms and having to be taken for a private search.
Now sat at the bar, making sure everyone's eyes were on her. Her appetite for alcohol (like her sister) meant that she was in a happy state, but not drunk. Four of the five guys had already headed to their rooms rather than keep drinking, but Summer wanted one more cocktail, so her boss, Rob, sat with her drinking one last whisky.
"So how did you find this first trip abroad, Summer?" the boss asked.
"I've enjoyed it. It was lovely to be asked to step up into Emma's role while she is on maternity leave. Then to be asked to come on the trip with you guys," Summer sipped some more of her Pina Colada. "I just hope that I have done a good job; it was good to see how the Dutch side of the business works."
"I think you have done really well. I'm impressed. (Was he impressed by the work she had done or the body in front of him, that he couldn't stop looking at?) You worked really well. The feedback I've had was that not only did you share ideas, but you were also open to new ideas." Rob couldn't keep his eyes off Summer's body.
Summer looked at him. "I love to try new things. I'm more adventurous than most people think." She winked at the barman as he walked by.
Rob leant on the bar as he sipped on his whisky. "And who would have thought you would look so amazing on our final night. Letting your hair down."
"Oh, this dress was packed for the last night, just to show people the real me. Yes, at work I have to dress normally, but this is how I am outside of work. If you saw me when I'm working from home." Summer smiled cheekily.
"Well, it's quite a revealing side of you, I didn't mean that..." Rob tried to cover the fact that he was enchanted by what Summer was wearing.
Summer turned on her barstool and touched his knee "It's ok. My boyfriend chose this dress for me to wear today. He knows how revealing it is. He wanted me to show off on the last night. He wouldn't mind you and every guy in this bar looking at me tonight."
"Well, I have to say, you look stunning in it." Rob was trying to be professional still, but at the same time, he was a man. He was the man sitting with the hottest woman in the bar. Nerves made him play with his wedding ring.
Summer facing him, leaning on the bar with a devilish smile. "Rob, I don't mind you looking. If I'm honest, I like guys looking at me. Just because you're married doesn't mean you can't enjoy the sight of a beautiful colleague, does it?"
"I'm sure if your wife were dressed like this, you would be admiring her." Summer sat provocatively.
"I don't think my wife would dare wear a dress like that."
"To revealing?" Summer asked. She uncrossed her legs and straightened the dress. It barely covered her. Rob's eyes looked down. There was that question of did he really see her cross her legs earlier and flash everything. No, she must be wearing knickers; he must have imagined it.
"See, where you're married, I'm very lucky with my relationship." Summer said.
Rob's attention snapped back up to Summer's face. He couldn't help but glance down at that cleavage before trying to concentrate on what Summer was saying.
"What you see in the office and what I'm like out of the office are two very different things." Summer teased.
Rob sipped some more whisky, but it wasn't helping him control his lust. If he weren't married.
"So come on, tell me what the Summer outside the office is like?" Rob was intrigued.
"Oh, I would happily tell you, but you'd be shocked. If I tell you, then it stays between us. What's said here stays here." Summer continued.
Rob nodded his agreement.
"Relax, your wife's not here, I'm not going to tell her that you're looking at my tits. You and every other guy here. But you're the lucky one sat talking to me." Summer took another sip of her cocktail.
"The real me outside of work... I have a Black boyfriend, but he's more than that. I'm submissive, his dominant." There was a twinkle in Summer's eyes as she told Rob.
Rob raised an eyebrow. He didn't expect that.
"At times, he's my Master, my sir. He can order me to do things. He gave me instructions for the trip, which included wearing this dress tonight, so you get to see the real me. He can even say to me that other people will be my master and I should obey them. Shocked yet?" Summer asked.
"You're winding me up?" Rob said.
"Not at all, in my room I have a collar I wear which says Black owned, I have a queen of spades tattoo, but I'm sure you don't know what that means. The barman does." Summer nodded over at the black barman.
Rob called over the barman.
"Another drink?" The barman asked.
"No, actually, a question for you. Summer says she has a queen of spades tattoo." Rob replied.
"Oh, that, yeah, I saw it the other night", the barman replied.
"It's got a meaning to it?" Rob enquired.
"White guy......, of course, you wouldn't know what it means, you want me to tell him?" The barman looked at Summer.
"Of course", Summer replied.
"The queen of spades tattoo means that she is happy to serve all black men sexually." As the barman said the words, Rob's jaw just dropped. In his mind he realises that the barman must have fucked her the other night.
"You really didn't expect that of me, did you?" Summer said.
"But in the office, you are so quiet and work hard." Was Rob's reply.
"And outside of work, I'm a sexual deviant," she giggled.
"So if I said you could be in charge of me now, boss. No one would know anything, one evening." She continued.
Rob sat there speechless.
"Your wife won't find out. The others won't find out. Do anything you like with me, ask me anything. What's your fantasy?" Summer sucked the last drops of her drink, and then motioned with the straw as if she were giving a blow job.
"Show me your knickers, if you're serious, show me them", Rob said quietly.
"I am serious, boss," Summer said as she sat in front of him and opened her legs while sitting on the barstool. There for Rob to see was her bare shaven cunt. "I'm sorry, boss, I seem to have left my knickers off. Is that ok?"
"You really are..." Rob couldn't find the words, and so Summer helped.
"A slut, A whore, a slag. Or just open sexually. Dirty, nasty, kinky, but willing. Is there something nasty your wife won't do that I might? Let's go to my room and discuss it, or just do it" Summer invited him.
Rob drank up his drink as Summer stood up and ran her fingers along his thigh towards his crotch. He shot her a look.
"So spank me, boss, if I'm that naughty, put me across your knee and show me that I'm a bad girl. If that's what you like." Summer said cheekily.
Rob got up and looked straight down at Summer's cleavage.
"Enjoyed that view all evening. You can ask to see more. As we go to the lift, I want your hand on my arse, let everyone know you're the lucky man who has me tonight, make them all jealous." Summer was now in full on tease. Knowing what she wanted and seeing if she could get her boss to do things.
Rob rested his hand on Summer's arse and then squeezed it.
"That's better now you're getting the hang of it. Do as you please." Summer knew she had him under her spell. Dwayne's idea of the dress, the comment of see how far. Well Summer now had him in the palm of her hand, even if it was the palm of his hand on her arse.
"Those tits of yours are amazing." Rob commented. He now felt a freedom.
They walked into the lift, the doors shutting behind them.
Rob finally decided to play Summer at her own game.
" Anything, eh? Show me your tits here and now." Rob tried to take command.
Summer didn't bat an eyelash but immediately took down the straps of her dress and then lowered the cups covering her breasts.
There she stood in the elevator with her tits out.
"Fuck me, Summer!" Rob exclaimed as he looked at Summer happily baring her tits to him.
The lift rose three floors as Rob inspected his employees' tits.
"Stress relief, boss?" Summer said as Rob touched them.
Rob cradled and caressed her 38D tits until the elevator stopped.
Summer didn't try to put her tits away as she stepped out of the elevator.
"My room? I was going to show you why I was so long coming through security." Again Summer invited Rob. Still in control of what was happening.
Rob watched her strut ahead as he followed along, hypnotised by the wiggle of her barely covered arse.
Suddenly, any guilty thoughts were gone, and he was horny.
Summer took the card for her room out of her purse and unlocked the door.
"Coming in, boss?" Summer seductively said.
Rob pressed up against her, cupped her tits. Summer in return ground her arse back onto his cock.
They stepped inside.
Summer started to peel off the dress.
"Master gave me a dress code. I get naked as soon as I'm in my room. A bit like when I'm at home with him, I'm naked. Yes, those calls on Teams where it's just my head.... I'm naked." Summer announced, leaving Rob thinking about those calls.
Her dress fell to the floor, she stepped out of it, and bent down to pick it up. Rob enjoyed the view, and yes, there was the tattoo.
Summer turned around and took Rob's hand. "Come with me to the bedroom."
Rob being led by a naked woman, not his wife, but his employee, 15 years his junior. Entering her chamber of secrets.
Inside the bedroom, on the bed, lay Summer's tools of the trade. Her collar and leash. Her dildo and two butt plugs, one five inches, the other her black heart one.
"You wondered why I was taking so long going through security. That is the reason. My master loves having me humiliated. Before you say something. That is a good thing for me. I love the feeling. I was made to expose my ass to security guards. Just like you asked me to expose my knickers and spread my legs for you. Did you humiliate me or just turn me on, making me flash my cunt." Summer confessed.
"You had that in your arse." Rob exclaimed.
"Yes, and I fuck myself with that dildo while I'm away because it's a similar size to my boyfriend." Proudly told him.
"Bloody hell, Summer. You make me feel as if I've led a boring life." Rob couldn't believe his ears. But could believe everything Summer was saying because look at how she was right now. Openly naked showing off her sex toys.
"That's why I asked you what your fantasy was. Did you always want to bend your wife over your desk? Or spread her on a conference room table?" Summer started questioning.
"God, your imagination." Rob started visualising the things Summer was putting in his mind.
"It's not my imagination, it's things I'd do. Right now, imagine fucking me as I'm hands on the window watching out. You could fuck me in a lift or a stairwell." Summer had her own fantasies to fulfill.
"Bloody hell, you're adventurous, my wife would never do any of that." That small mention of Rob's wife may have brought on a pang of guilt. "Actually, I need to call her and say goodnight" Rob told Summer.
Summer wasn't to be stopped; immediately, she had an indecent proposal to make.
"Call her from your room. I can come with you. While you talk to her, I will suck your cock. She will never know." Summer wasn't to be stopped.
"Are you serious?" Rob asked.
"Yes, deadly serious, I dare you too. Live a little. When would this ever happen again? Unless you invite me on the next work trip, of course." Summer wasn't going to let him off the hook. She was going to have him.
"Summer, you're a devil." Rob was weakening again.
"But you didn't know the real me until now. So let's head to your room and let me have a taste while you talk to your wife, and then who knows what you might like to." She took his hand and led him out of the bedroom. He had escaped the spider's lair.
She picked up her room card and headed for the door.
Rob muttered, "Are you going to put some clothes on to walk to my room?"
Summer replied. "Do you really want me to?" The invitation not for her to walk naked, that was what she was happy to do. But did he really want her to cover up.
The ball was firmly in Rob's court now.
Seeing a member of staff walk naked through the hotel they were staying in. Summer was obviously up for it. It was hard to say no. Actually, it was hard already, but he tried to hide it.
"You really would walk naked to my room?" Rob asked.
"The thrill of a slut walk. That's what it is after all. You can go in front or watch from behind."
The sexual thoughts running through Rob's head. He knew it was only 6 rooms down the corridor, but still. Hell you only live once.
"Take my card. I will shut the door here and follow you."(Who wouldn't follow behind Summer as she walked naked. That arse wiggling as she walked) Rob made the decision, Summer would walk naked.
Both stepped out, Summer naked but for a pair of heels. The heels made her feel as if she were on the runway of a catwalk. One foot in front of another. Striding down the hallway like a supermodel.
Rob pulled the door shut, the click, no way out of the hallway but back into his own apartment. He walked after Summer, watching her hips sway. Mesmeric.
Summer strode on till she reached Rob's room. Instead of placing the door card in and walking in, she turned around and stood waiting for him.
Rob looked up, there she was. Curves to die for. Naked at his door. Waiting, intoxicating. Waiting to entice. Like a spider trapping a fly in its web. Now, Rob had been seduced into Summers' world.
Once her boss, now intoxicated by her allure. That body is delicious. One time only, he was convincing himself. But if Summer were on the next trip in 9 and a half weeks, then would it be the same again?
He reached her, and Summer held out the card "Are you going to invite me in?" Summer asked.
Rob slipped the card in, and the door unlocked. He slapped Summer's arse (At this point, she knew she had him). Summer stepped inside and admired the boss's room. Nicer than hers, it even had a desk for him to work at.
She walked over to it and ran her fingers along it. "Imagine," she said to Rob. She moved her feet a foot apart and bent over the desk as if offering her arse, her cunt, while bending over the desk. "Imagine fucking me over your desk, Boss". Her tits hanging, touching his paperwork. She could now see the lust in his eyes for her body.
She walked over to him. "Take your shoes off, let's get you more comfortable." As he slid his shoes off, Summer reached for his belt and then his trousers, undoing them all. Letting his trousers fall to the floor. There was his cock waiting for freedom. "Why don't you take your phone and sit at the desk while I... well, let's say pleasure you while you talk to your wife."
As Rob reached into his pocket, Summer reached for his boxers. His cock came out at the same time as his phone. He went and sat on the chair as Summer got on her knees and sucked his cock before backing under the desk as Rob sat down in front of her.
Trapped, her boss's cock in front of her. She reached up and moved his shirt, giving her the perfect view of his cock and balls just as Rob spoke.
"Hi, darling, I told you I'd call tonight," Rob told his wife.
Summer reached up and stroked his cock. She could only hear Rob's side of the conversation.
"Did you have a few drinks, as it's your last night?" Rob's wife replied to him.
"Yeah, I had a couple of beers with the guys. The new girl from the CDE department came and joined us. She was sucking on a cocktail, and then I decided to have a whiskey before bed, so we made sure she got to her room ok."
Under the desk, Summer heard the words sucking on a cocktail and literally started sucking on Rob's cock. She heard the words Summer got to her room ok, She felt a stroke on her head, as if to say 'That's it, you're doing a good job'. Of course, Summer was doing a good job. She had given plenty of blow jobs before in various places. Not even her first knelt under a desk.
Summer knelt as if obedient. A sub behaving for her master. This time, it was an employee for her boss. Her lips sank down Rob's shaft, taking his whole cock in her mouth, her hand caressing his balls. Rob continued talking to his wife. Trying not to give away that he was being blown.
Then his conversation took a turn which Summer didn't expect.
"Yes, of course I miss you, hunny," Rob said. "So you remember those fantasies you used to have."
Summer's ears pricked up. Was his boss really going to tell her about his wife's fantasies?
"Yes, those ones, I know it was something you wanted to try, but now it's pretty much impossible with the little one. How about one weekend, I'll ask my parents to have her," Rob told his wife.
Summer couldn't help herself, becoming eager to hear more. Her efforts on his cock sped up. The feel of her lips causing his horniness to grow. Would he tell her more of these fantasies?
"So, which would you prefer to try. Another woman being my Mistress and making you watch, or a threesome." He asked his wife.
Summer listening to the words, imagining what the whole fantasies were.
"Just maybe one night she could make you watch, and the next day she teaches you to be a dirty whore for me, and we get to share her." There was a pause as Rob's wife responded, "Oh, don't worry, darling, I'm sure I could find someone who would help us. Maybe she would suck me in front of you before I fuck her over my desk with you gagged watching.


Now Summer knew what her boss wanted tonight. She would keep him near the edge but not cumming. She wanted him to fuck her tonight, over the desk. She continued working on his cock like a good whore he had picked up off the corner of a street in Amsterdam.
Rob finished the call with 'I love you', but his other hand was on Summer's head, letting her know what a good job she was doing.
As he put the phone down onto the desk, Summer stopped sucking. Pushed Rob back on his chair so that she could crawl out from under the desk. Standing up naked in front of him. A vision of pure temptress. Stood there. Beautiful curves. Such a shapely body. Yes, she was the one who would be perfect to make his wife's fantasies come true.
Rob went to speak, "Well..."
Summer put a finger to his lips.
"Sssshhhh, my turn to speak now, my mouth's not full. Boss, you have a lovely cock. You know what comes next, don't you? You're going to fuck me over this desk." Summer rubbed her hand over the top of it. "When you cum in me, then that will be you committing to me being your Mistress, for you and your wife's fantasies. You will be able to fuck any of my holes as I will be your Mistress. That includes work hours as necessary." Summer proposed.
Summer hadn't finished there, "So next time you have a meeting one-to-one with my mother, and I know you do as she's in HR I want to be under your desk just as I have been now. Time for you to sign the contract, boss. Not another word till you cum in me." Summer took her finger off his lips, turned around, spread her legs wide and lent over the desk.
From where Rob sat, he had a view of his employees' pussy. Wet, glistening, waiting to be fucked. He didn't need to be asked twice after the proposition Summer just made.
He stood up behind her. His cock glistening from Summer's attention to it just a few minutes earlier. He pushed towards her pussy. Gripping her hips.
Summer looked behind, "Take me, fuck me now, boss."
He slid his cock straight in her warm, welcoming pussy. A sigh, a moan, encouragement enough for him to start fucking Summer. One of his employees. But he couldn't help it, she was temptation. A temptress leading him astray, but the woman who would fulfil his wife's fantasies (and his).
Filling her, thrusting into her, pounding her over the desk. Summer taking every inch of the boss's cock. Her moans grew as he pounded her harder and harder. Every thrust harder than the last.
Rob's wife was just a distant memory as he took what was on offer. Sign on the dotted line, fill her with his cum. It's what she deserved; it was what he wanted. He was going to make things happen. Yes, he thought of using her at work or on other trips. Flashing through his mind.
Cum erupting from his cock filling the little slut that had seduced him. That he would enjoy with his wife. Yes, she would be ideal for what they wanted. So willing, so dirty. So perfect.
As he pulled out, Summer turned around. Reached down and wiped her pussy. Sucking her fingers clean. "Thank you, Boss!"
Three weeks later
Summer pulled up in front of a detached house right on the edge of town. It surely had views of the rolling countryside from the back. So this was where Rob lived with his wife and child. Very nice.
Her red dress showed a lot of cleavage and a lot of thigh. Heels helped Summer feel powerful, although they didn't help as she walked across the gravel drive to the front door. She pulled the cabin bag along that she had taken to Amsterdam. This time it contained different contents. A handbag over her shoulder also had contents vital to the plan.
She stood on the doorstep, and rung the doorbell and waited.
Finally, the door opened. Not exactly what Summer imagined. In front of her stood a middle-aged woman, a short-haired brunette, about 5ft 5 or 6, slightly shorter than Summer. She wore a baggy T-shirt and leggings. The clothes she wore covered up her mum body. Two years on from giving birth to a daughter, she hadn't regained her slim figure and was still carrying a few extra pounds. But Rob was alright with that. Rachel was the mother of his daughter and a wonderful mother at that.
"Hi, you must be Rachel, my name's Summer, I work with your husband. I'm sorry to disturb you at the weekend, but I need him to quickly look over some documents and sign them off." Summer had rehearsed the speech a few times.
"Oh, err, Rob and I were about to go out for dinner," Rachel replied.
Summer quickly interrupted, "Oh, that's fine, I don't want to take up too much of his time, hopefully this is just a quickie, maybe ten minutes of his time."
"OK, come in, I will show you down to Rob's study, and I will go and get our daughter ready to go out." Was Rachel's response.
"And it might allow you to slip into something to go out in," Summer told Rachel.
Rachel had just been planning on putting a hoodie over the top of her t-shirt rather than getting dressed up.
"Come with me," Rachel said, "Rob, you've got someone from work to see you." She called out.
"Was it Summer?" Rachel asked, Summer nodded. "It's Summer"
Rob came out holding his daughter from the living room.
"I've got some paperwork that needs you to sign off on it so work can go ahead." Summer said.
Rob handed his daughter to his wife. "I'll just sort this out, then we will go out. Summer, if you'd like to follow me into my study."
Summer strutted after him. Rob opened the door to the study and let Summer in, still wheeling her case. As he closed the door behind him and turned around, Summer pushed him back against the door, pinning him on it. Kissing him. Snogging him.
Her red lipstick, which matched her dress, was transferred. Rob didn't expect this, but this was exactly what he got.
"Are you ready to fuck me?" Summer asked, as she guided one of Rob's hands to her arse, the other to her tits. Encouraging him to grope her.
"Here, now?" Rob asked.
"You can fuck me anywhere," Summer replied.
"Mmmm" was the noise Rob made in agreement as the kissing continued.
She broke the kiss.
"You get to fuck me. But she gets to watch. Watch you fucking. Fucking someone who gives you what you need. Make her watch us fuck all night," Summer's words full of lust and desire.
"Your first task," Summer reached into her handbag and pulled out a metal set of handcuffs. "First, you put these on her. She becomes mine. While you take your daughter to your parents. Come back, I'll try not to humiliate her or degrade her too badly, but she needs teaching. A man like you needs a proper woman fucking him."
Rob put the cuffs in his pocket.
"Let's make this happen," said Summer as she let go of him.
As they both returned to the living room, there was Rachel packing a bag for her daughter. Her daughter was running around the room, running off some energy. As Rob and Summer entered the room, the daughter ran to Summer.
"Hello, you must be Rosie, I have a sister called Rosie." Summer said to the little girl.
Summer crouched down to talk to her. Rachel noticed the dress ride up, showing even more thigh. As Rob moved behind her. Glancing at him, his lips looked redder. It couldn't be lipstick. He walked up behind his wife and bent down and whispered in her ear.
"Darling, you wanted this, don't fight it." Rachel suddenly felt the cold steel against her wrist as Rob closed it shut. He continued whispering to her. "Summer's here to whip you into shape. She has a way of getting people to do their job correctly, helping them improve." Rob pulled her other arm behind her back and attached the other cuff to her other wrist. He closed it tight. The steel against her wrists.
"Don't worry, I will take Rosie to my parents and then come back to see how your retraining is going. Be good, do as you're told." Rob finished whispering in his wife's ear.
Rob then picked up Rosie and carried her to her mum. "Give mummy a kiss, we are going to see Nanny and Grandad."
Rosie gave her mum a kiss, and Rachel gave her a kiss back and told her that she would see her later.
Rob grabbed the bag with Rosie's belongings in it and kissed his wife goodbye, "Have fun!"
As Rob went out the door, Summer approached Rachel.
"Hi Rachel, I guess it's just you and me now. Rob and I have been talking. So what is it you want? What was it you asked for three weeks ago when he was in Amsterdam? Watching him with a mistress or a threesome, I remember him asking you." Summer looked down at Rachel.
Rachel's eyes grew big when she heard the words I remember him asking you. Summer had been in the room.
"Tell me what you want." Summer stroked Rachel's cheek. "This is your chance to tell me, and then I'll tell you what he wanted these last three weeks."
Rachel looked at Summer. Should she really tell this woman everything about her marriage? How she was feeling in the marriage after having a baby?
"Once you were his hot trophy wife look at you now," Summer ushered her towards the mirror in the living room. "So, which of us do you think he would rather fuck right now? Have you even sucked his cock in the last three weeks? Because you would have tasted my pussy."
"What?" exclaimed Rachel.
"You last sucked him off six months ago and fucked him 3 months ago. While I did both that night, he called you. Look at me, look at these," Summer thrust out her tits into Rachel's face. "Why do you think he found himself a mistress. The boss needs to be kept happy and satisfied. If you want to join us, then we're going to have to sort you out. Let's go upstairs to your bedroom."
Rachel started to walk in front. Her head was spinning at what was going on here. Summer picked up her case and walked behind her up the stairs.
Rachel stood at the door to a room, her hands cuffed behind her back. Of course, she couldn't open it as she was. "This is our bedroom," she said to Summer.
Summer opened the door and walked right into the bedroom as if she owned the place. Rachel followed.
"Well, isn't this lovely? Let me strip off and test the bed because I'm sure your husband will be fucking me on it later." Summer stood there and slid out of her dress in front of Rachel. As it hit the floor of the bedroom, Summer stepped out of it. Now just wearing a lacy red thong, a push-up bra (even though her tits were big enough) and her heels.
"I guess you want to know what I brought in the suitcase after all, if it's not documents." Summer lifted the case onto the bed. Opening and producing her sex toys. From whips and gags to her big black vibrator.
"Now, Rachel, you can see what he's getting. I want to see what he used to have." Summer pulled out a pair of scissors from the case. " I'm sorry if you like this T-shirt, but it has to go."
Summer took the scissors and cut straight up the front of the t-shirt. Pulling it open, exposing Rachel's bra and tits to her. "See, that's better, isn't it, showing a bit of flesh. Not a bad pair of tits," Summer squeezed and slapped them. Rachel looked horrified. Summer stopped.
"Don't worry, I'll make sure you have fun too." Summer moved in closer and kissed her. Rachel had never kissed another girl before and couldn't exactly control it with her hands cuffed behind her back.
Yes, she had always wondered what it was like as her sister was a lesbian. Maybe this was why Rachel fancied a threesome, just to find out what it was her sister enjoyed so much.
Having only kissed Rob for the last ten years, it felt strange at first.
"Let's go into your mind. He can't see you doing this. This is your time. Submit to me, submit to your desires. I am temptation, both of you will feel the passion if that's what you wish. Open up, let yourself experience everything."
Summer reengaged the kiss; there was a response immediately from Rachel. Kissing Summer like it was her kissing her husband lustfully. Rachel knew this was her time again. Being a mum, not right now. What mum would be handcuffed? No, she was to enjoy everything, be open to anything. Seize the moment.
Why did kissing this woman feel so good, Rachel wondered.
Summer picked up the scissors again. This time, she cut along the top of each sleeve to the neck. The t-shirt fell off Rachel. Now stood in bra and leggings. But this wasn't enough for Summer. Or rather, it was still too much.
Summer hooked a finger under Rachel's bra and pulled her towards the bed. Turned her around and pushed her so she fell down on the bed. Lying on her back with cuffed hands behind her, Rachel couldn't move easily.
Summer walked around the bed and climbed on it, straddling Rachel's face. Lowering her lace-covered pussy down. Hovering it over Rachel's face as she kneeled.
Time to take these leggings off. Rachel couldn't fight it as Summer pushed them down, exposing Rachel's knickers.
"Oh dear, no wonder he's not fucking you. Yes, you're a mum, but not a granny. Granny knickers on, you really need to remember what your man wants. Look up, look what he wants. He wants to fuck something sexy, not a minger in granny knickers. Well, I like you, I'm gonna help you," Summer told Rachel.
She then pushed down Rachel's knickers to join her leggings.
"Well, at least you've got one thing right, you're not a hairy bitch. A Brazilian, but how often does he get to see it?" Summer's fingers slipped in between Rachel's pussy lips and teased her. 》¿,¿,, zooming,zź clit, causing moans. Putting Rachel at ease that this was going to be a fun weekend.
Summer rolled off the bed and walked to the case, pulling out a thong. Summer already knew from Rob that Rachel was the same size as her, but she had brought knickers one size too small to put on her.
"These will be better on you," Summer held them up, a white lace thong. Summer placed them on the bed and pulled off Rachel's leggings and granny pants. Then she slipped on the thong and pulled it up. By mid thigh, Rachel was thinking that they might be tight as Summer told her to, "Lift your arse up."
Summer pulled them up snugly. Tight-fitting was an understatement. The thong right through her arse cheeks and pussy lips. Tight on her hips.
"Now doesn't that look better?" Summer said, even though she knew it wouldn't feel better.
"Time we sent Rob a picture of us getting on so well," Summer said, looking down at Rachel. She climbed back on the bed, but this time lay down.
She slid down the bed, meaning Rachel's head was now right in between Summer's legs.
"Lick me," Summer commanded.
Rachel surprisingly did, and Summer took a picture. Then she held the phone close enough to Rachel so she could see it and see that it was being sent to her husband.
A reply came back:
That's it, Rach, get her nice and wet because I'll be fucking her later.
Of course, Summer immediately showed Rachel. Summer smirked.
"I've got something from Rob for you, but you might like to see something of mine." Summer then crawled to the case and pulled out two items. One pink and one black, and huge. She returned.
"See this, this is the size and colour of cock that normally fucks me. So for me, Rob is just fun. A fuck. A nasty fuck as his my boss. But I'll never run off with him. Would you like to try this dildo in your little white cunt, or maybe one day you might like to try the real thing?" Summer showed off the huge black cock.
Rachel hadn't seen a dildo that big, let alone a cock. In her head was how could anyone fuck something like that.
"Alternatively, here is something from your husband that I suggested for you. She took the U-shaped pink object and started pushing one end of it into Rachel's pussy. It had a bulge to it, so it started filling her as it went in. The other end of the u fitted between Rachel's pussy lips. Resting over her clit.
Summer sent a message:
It's in.
Within a minute, there was a low vibration running through the object. The bulbous end hitting her G-spot, and the other end massaging her clit with gentle vibrations.
All of a sudden, it changed. Now it was like a wave building up, getting stronger, then crashing down, only to start again. How was Summer doing this to her? Summer repositioned the thong to keep the sex toy inside. Rachel's body reacting to the stimulation. As each wave rose, so did Rachel.
Summer went back to the case and put the dildo back in. Producing some black rope. She walked over to the chair in the room and moved it close to the bed. Summer now returned to Rachel, who was breathing differently. The stimulation was working wonders.
Summer told Rachel she was going to sit on the chair. Helping her back up onto her feet, Rachel walked to the chair still with the vibe inside. Sitting down only made it sit firmly on her G-spot.
Summer undid the bra straps off of the bra and then removed the bra, leaving Rachel in just the thong.
"Not bad boobs. Not saggy yet." Summer commented. Now, unfortunately, I don't need you disturbing us. She took the rope and wrapped it under Rachel's boobs, then around the back of the chair. Then, over the top of Rachel's breasts, again the rope went around the back of the chair. Tight making sure that Rachel couldn't move from the chair.
At the same time, the wave became a pulse in her pussy and on her clit. How was it changing?
Summer admired Rachel's tied tits, but she needed to secure Rachel some more. Out came the leg cuffs. Attaching them to Rachel's ankles and the chair. There was one more addition to be made, but she would let Rob do that.
Rachel was now unable to leave the chair. Again, the pattern of vibration changed. It was an itch she couldn't scratch.
The sound of the front door, Rob has returned, Summer moved the case off the bed. Where Rachel couldn't see, she took out one last item before zipping it up. Footsteps came up the stairs.
Rob entered the bedroom, but instead of approaching his wife, he went to Summer.
"Looking even more fantastic than when I left," Rob put his arm around Summer and felt her arse as she stood in her bra and thong. He looked back at his wife.
"Now look at you all tied up. But your pussy wetter than it has been for months." He pulled out his phone and touched something on the screen.
Rachel's pussy and clit found a new vibration pattern throbbing through the sex toy. It was her husband causing all these sensations.
"It's you!" Rachel exclaimed.
"Controlling your pussy, yes. Summer told me about a sex toy that I could use remotely. Is your pussy wet?" Rob asked.
"Yes, of course it is," Rachel said as the vibrations started building again for a third time since he changed it.
"Well, it's the wettest I've got you in months," Rob told her.
"Now your husband and I are going to have some fun while you sit there squirming, watching, and we might let you cum." Summer told her. She leaned down and kissed Rachel.
Summer then moved to whisper in Rachel's ear, "He's going to fuck me and cum in me, maybe more than once or twice. He can fuck me however he likes; I let him enjoy himself, just like you should have been letting him. Watch and learn what he wants. Maybe one day you will satisfy him again, for now you'll sit in a pool of your own juices as I take his cock."
Rob was standing next to the pair of them. Summer knelt down in front of him and started to unzip his trousers and pull them down. Rachel looked on, the buzzing low but slowly getting stronger again. Pulling his boxers down around his ankles, Summer took hold of Rob's cock.
As he stepped out of his trousers and boxers, Summer stroked his cock and wrapped her lips around Rob's cock. There was Rachel watching her. Summer then proceeded to lick her boss's balls. Again, she looked at Rachel.
"Do you want a suck, it's been so long you must have forgotten how to look after his cock with your mouth. Go ahead, Rob, feed her your cock. Rachel opened wide like a good wife."


Rob moved so he could offer his cock to his wife. Sliding it into her mouth, she moved her head back and forth on it.
"See no hands, you can do it, now take it deeper. I'll teach you how to take it all, so his balls resting on your chin. Try taking more," Summer encouraged.
Rachel tried, getting nearly 4 or 5 inches of Rob's 8-inch cock. That was more than she had put in over the last six months.
"That's it, get it nice and hard for me, his cock will be fucking me in a minute," Summer whispered in Rachel's ear, but Rachel didn't stop; she was actually enjoying sucking her husband's cock even if it was in a very strange situation.
Summer moved behind Rachel and held up the red ball gag she had removed from the case. When Rob was ready, he would place it in his wife's mouth so they could enjoy fucking in front of her without Rachel saying a word.
Rob let her suck his cock for a few minutes longer before he pulled his cock out of his wife's mouth. She had his cock hard and glistening. He moved behind her, told her to open wide again and then quickly put the ball gag in her mouth before she could react, pulling the strap around and fixing it in place.
"Boss, why don't you take a few pictures of your beautiful wife as she is. I'm sure you want to remember her like this, and she will love seeing herself. Maybe even share the pictures with her friends if she doesn't give you enough of what you want." Summer's words made Rachel look sharply at her, unable to say anything, although it did sound like she tried to say no, please don't, rather muffled.
Rob picked up his phone and changed settings again, this time a constant hum throbbing inside her and out. A moan came from behind the gag, a little bit of dribble from the side of the mouth. Rob started taking pictures. Rachel's face, gagged. Rachel's body tied. Rachel full-length, squirming on a sex toy.
"Maybe I'll invite your friends round to see you like this and fuck them in front of you too." Rachel shook her head as Rob teased her.
Summer was back on her knees, this time no hands sucking Rob's cock, and she was nearly taking it all. Rachel watched as Summer finally gagged on Rob's cock, but had his balls on her chin, taking the whole lot. Rachel just watched as this other woman took all of her husband's cock into her mouth and down her throat.
"Mmmm, that feels good, Summer, such a good slut," Rob told her. Was it to annoy or tease his wife?
"Fucktoy, time to finish undressing me." On the command from Rob, Summer got off her knees, stood and lifted up his jumper and t-shirt. Throwing them to one side. Rob now naked in front of the two women. Summer started kissing his chest. Rachel could only watch on.
Rob then turned Summer around so she faced Rachel. He started by unfastening her bra at the back and then sliding it off her shoulders. It fell away, exposing Summer's 38D tits. As the bra hit the floor, Rob's hands reached around and cupped Summer's breasts. Squeezing them, moulding them. Enjoying the feel of breasts in his hands, watching his wife's face as he touched another woman.
Pulling her nipples, making Summer moan. Although Summer's moaning was exaggerated so that it teased Rachel. Playing the part of a fucktoy or a slut came easy to Summer.
"As you can see, Summer has agreed to be my Fucktoy, my little slut. How does that make you feel? Oh yes, you can't talk, can you? Just watch how naughty, how nasty she can be. Taking your place on my cock. Of course, you will always have a place on it if you really want it. But you haven't, have you? Do you want my cock, Rachel?" Rob asked,
Rachel nodded back.
"Well, you should start offering me what I need rather than me having it elsewhere. Or right in front of you. Do you want to see how filthy I'd love you to be? I don't expect you to be Summer's equal; she is quite something, but I want you to remember what a sexy slut you can be." Rob's hand continued to manipulate Summer's breasts, but then they slid down to her thong. Straight inside it. He was touching her cunt.
"Thank you, master," Summer said. She twisted her neck and looked up at Rob. He bent down and kissed her as his fingers explored her cunt. One hand still feeling a tit.
As they kissed, it moved down to the side of her thong, the other hand came out, finger tips glistening, moving to the other side of the thong and sliding it down Summer's legs. She wiggled herself out of it and then spread her legs apart, allowing Rob to finger her smooth cunt in full view of Rachel.
His fingers sliding between her folds, finding her clit. Teasing it just as his wife was being teased by vibrations. Summer's body writhed in the ecstasy of his touch. The sensations making her hornier. She was being fingered by her boss in front of his wife.
But that was never going to be enough for Rob, "On the bed Fucktoy. I want to fuck you and fill you."
"Yes, Sir," Summer positioned herself, lying on the bed so she would be seen by Rachel, legs apart. But Rob knew exactly how he wanted to take her. He climbed on the bed in between her legs, kneeling. Lifting Summer's legs up onto his shoulders. His cock meeting her cunt.
Pushing forward. Penetrating. Sliding inside.
"Oh, thank you, master," Summer looked at Rob, then smiled at Rachel, "It feels so good."
Rob thrust deeper. Holding onto Summer's thighs. Driving his cock deeper. So deep his balls were bouncing off Summer's arse.
Rachel, gagged, helpless, tied to the chair, only able to watch, but at the same time, her pussy and clit were feeling tremors. The seat under her was becoming soaked. Watching her husband with another woman. A slut? His Fucktoy, it should be her, it would be her again.
Gripping the bed covers. Summer was moaning with pleasure. Yes, Rob wasn't as big as his boyfriend or any of his black friends. But she knew her role here. Enjoy being fucked by her boss, make his wife realise that her husband needed a woman who wanted his cock.
Ploughing his cock into the juicy cunt. Rob wasn't stopping for anyone. He had fucked Summer in Amsterdam and a couple of times since coming back. Now was the time he would let his wife see that he still wanted to fuck. Yes, one of her fantasies had been to watch, now she was tied up watching him fuck a woman younger than her, and kinkier than her.
In and out, in and out. Almost withdrawing, then driving deep. Watching his mistress take the whole length. He was ready to fill her with cum for the first time today.
The cries from Summer were for him to fuck her harder, " Yes Master, fuck me there, take me, as hard as you wish, I want it all, I need your cum, I'm your fucktoy, I deserve your cum in me. Fucking fill my filthy cunt."
The words drove Rob on, his thrusts and his words replying to Summers' demands, "Take it Fucktoy, take it all, yes, you deserve it more than she does. You're filthy, you need to cum to, show her how a woman orgasms to a man's cock. You fucking bitch I'm cumming."
With that, his first load erupted into Summer. Giving it everything, his balls bouncing off her arse, emptying his sperm into her.
Summer's body shaking, not faking. The amazing feelings of his cock thrusts hitting her G-spot. Causing her to scream with pleasure, so loudly. Luckily, the neighbours couldn't hear, but she gave it a great go. Uncontrollably spasming with an orgasm, hitting her harder than she expected. There was no need to act for Rachel; it was actually taking her to the point of bliss that she needed. An orgasm this strong from a white cock had been a long time cumming.
Rob let go of Summer's legs, allowing her to put them on either side of him. He was ready to collapse on her. But he knew after his pleasure, there was one more thing he needed to do. He pulled out and edged back, reached back. His phone was sitting on the edge of the bed. He grabbed it.
Summer rolled onto her side to look at Rachel. Lifting her upper leg, allowing her fingers access to her pussy. Allowing her to scoop cum out of it. Showing Rachel her husband had indeed fucked and cum in her. Taking it to her lips and sucking them clean.
Rob returned, lying behind her. Spooning with her, his cock sliding back in. He leant up so he could see his wife. Slowly, he started fucking Summer again. Just a gentle fuck, a gentle rock of his cock sliding into her.
"We've cum for each other, shall we let her cum?" Rob asked Summer.
"Make her cum for us as you gently fuck me. Let her think about your cock inside me again, not in her. Let her feel the buzz when she should feel you instead. I get the real thing. She's helpless, make her body cum for us. She won't be able to stop herself. She probably wants to, but you dictate when. Look how much she has drooled on the gag watching us."
And with that, Rob selected another setting, a higher setting. The feel of it, the sex toy filling Rachel's pussy, sending new sensations through her. On the outside, it fitted snugly to her clit. However long it had been, it was driving her potty even before the higher setting. Unable to remove it or adjust it, just there, buzzing, Rachel's clit constantly tingling.
The pair watched as Rachel struggled to contain herself with the sensations from the sex toy. Was she trying not to orgasm because they were controlling it? If she was, then she had no chance as Rob turned it up to the highest setting; he was determined to see her orgasm tied up.
The too-small knickers holding it in place. Rachel tried moving her bum on the chair so the toy might move. That's when she saw Rob turned it up again. Her pussy and clit uncontrolled. Even if she were trying to stop herself, her brain couldn't. She really needed to let herself go to this. The sensations shooting through her body. Bound held, yet making her shake uncontrollably. She felt her eyes rolling in her head.
Rachel looked sensational for her audience. So much so, Rob's cock was hardening and gaining momentum as they watched. Both bodies rocking gently. Rachel was not rocking gently. The earthquake setting was causing tremors, leading to a tsunami inside. Waves building up. The flood, the eruption, the moment destroying any hope she could control herself. The feeling was taking her out of her body. Driving her out of her mind. She tried to focus on her husband, on his lover, but she couldn't focus at all.
Her pussy leaking juices onto the seat, drooling through the gag, the sound of orgasm only slightly muted by it. Drool dripping down her chin onto her tits. From mum to sex toy, forced to cum for the amusement of her husband and his lover. Nearly passing out. As Rob finally brought the level down to a gentle buzz, but still going gently, Rachel came back to her normal self. There was her husband slowly fucking this dirty bitch.
Summer lay on her side, her body on show to Rachel.
Summer watching Rachel come down from her first orgasm in months, Rachel watching her husband fucking Summer from behind. The movement of Summer's body as the thrusts come in. Her full breasts bigger than hers. Her fresh young skin. Even her makeup had made her look slutty. Could she compete with this woman? Yet her husband had wanted her to orgasm, too. Rachel's mind was in turmoil.
"He fucks well, doesn't he?" Summer asked her, knowing she could only nod or shake her head.
Rachel nodded.
"Do you wish he was fucking you?" Summer continued.
Again, Rachel nodded.
"Then why haven't you fucked him? Why haven't you let him fuck you since you became a mum?" Summer hadn't finished, "Every woman feels good when a man wants to fuck them, every man feels good when a woman wants it. No wonder he's been fucking me. If you want it, you need to show him."
"Right now he's fucking my pussy, you know that, but in a minute I'm gonna let him fuck my arse. I bet you don't do that. I know you don't. Yes, I'm far kinkier than you, but I'm sure you want to satisfy your husband again." Were Summer's words trying to taunt her or tease her, or were they trying to inspire her into being the wife Rob needed?
Rachel nodded her head.
"Well, think about how you're going to change for your husband, so that it's you that he's fucking. You'll never match me for being a nasty bitch. When I said about him fucking my arse, he pushed two fingers into my ass to open it up. I didn't flinch, didn't complain. In fact, I want it." Summer smiled at Rachel.
"Just remember, if you don't drain his cock he has a Fucktoy that will." Summer looked back at Rob as if to say I'm ready now.
Rob slid his fingers out of Summer's arse and put them in front of her mouth for her to suck clean. Which she duly did. After pumping his cock twice more, he slipped it out and slapped Summer's arse.
Now he was ready to anally fuck her. Summer got up onto all fours and faced Rachel. Rob got behind Summer. Her legs slightly apart. Her pussy and arsehole on show for him, but there wasn't a choice.
Rachel wasn't an anal girl, and Rob had never fucked a woman in the arse before. Summer was willing, even wanting it, to show off to Rachel, look how much better I am. Summer had agreed to it days before, all part of their plan.
Summer looked Rachel directly in the eyes, "He can either spit on my asshole or use some of his cum from my cunt to lube my asshole up or maybe he will just force it in, I don't mind."
Rob decided to bend down and spit on it, rubbing it around her slightly expanded asshole.
"There, now he's going to make me his anal slut aren't you, boss?" Summer told them both what she wanted.
"Summer, this is what you're made for, aren't you. Happy to be my Fucktoy, taking it in any hole. Anywhere I like, including in front of my wife." Rob smiled at his wife as he placed his cock at the entrance to Summer's asshole.
"Boss, you may fuck my ass. Aaaaggghhhh, that's it, push it in, aaaggghh, yes, I can take it." Summer looked Rachel straight in the eyes as she was penetrated. The moment he stretched her anus open over and around his cock showed. Suddenly, the lust came back into her face.
"That's it, boss push it in, deeper, fuck me deeper." Summer, having taken that initial moment of entry and now having an inch or two in, started rocking back on it. Her tits swaying.
"Yes, Boss, take me." Summer urged him on. Rob's hands placed firmly on her arse cheeks. Spreading them out so he had the perfect view of his cock penetrating his employee's asshole. It looked so good, long had he imagined doing this to someone, anyone, his wife, but no, she wouldn't. Now he was fucking a woman's ass in front of her.
"Oh yes, that's it," Summer cried, "I can take it all." Again, she looked into Rachel's eyes. "His cock feels so good. I'm giving him something he always wanted. You remember how good his cock feels. He's nearly all in me again." She pushed back to meet his thrusts.
All Rachel could see was Summer's face, watching her expressions. The moment she was penetrated, and now the look of lust as her husband fucked her. Beyond Summer's face, her tits swaying over time, Rob fucked his cock into her. Rachel could see Rob, he wasn't looking at her, but looking down, looking at the arse he was fucking, not paying his wife any attention.
"Boss, pass me the phone," Summer requested. Rob passed it across the bed. Summer now had the chance to control the sex toy inside Rachel.
"Here I'll turn it up because this is how it feels like for me right now." Summer touched the settings, and from a gentle hum, the intensity grew. Rachel's face was a picture unable to control what was happening inside her.
"You know he's fully in my arse now his balls are bouncing off my cunt, it feels so damn good having your husband fuck me." Again, Summer nudged up the vibration inside Rachel, making her moan and drool out of her gag.
"You know I can orgasm from being fucked anally, maybe we will cum together, I'd like that." Summer was feeling devilish.
"As your husband cums inside my ass, are you ready, boss? I want your cum, fuck me good, fill me again." Summer needed more cum as always.
"His thrusts are harder now. He's ready, are you?" Summer teased her fingers on the phone, waiting to turn it up.
"Fucktoy are you ready?" Rob asked.
"Yes, Sir, spank me hard if you wish." Summer knew the added stimulus would make them both cum harder.
The first crack of hand on skin felt amazing; a rhythm of blows came down. Summer's eyes lit up. Rachel watched on. Summer's finger turned up the vibe. It was going to be now for all of them. Rob's cock ready to explode. The spanking was now almost non-stop as Rob hit his climax.
Rachel's body was again shaking with the intensity. The toy brought her a second orgasm. Trying to look at Summer.
A guttural scream of "YYEESSSSSS" came from Summer's mouth as her orgasm hit too. Taking Rob's cum. Taking the spanking, which slowed down as Rob was almost spent. Watching Rachel cum too. For two seconds, Summer stopped the vibe completely. Rachel relaxed. Only for it to go back on full. Summer continued to tease in control.
Finally, Summer turned it down to a low level, still a tingle. Still, that itch needing to be scratched.
Rob pulled out and lay on the bed.
Summer smiled, "I'd better go clean his cock." And with that, she turned around,doing a full 180. Rachel now had a view of Summer's cum filled holes and her rosy cheeks. Her arsehole still open from being fucked.
Next thing she heard was Rob telling Summer she was a "Very good girl" as she licked and sucked his cock clean. Could he muster up enough for round three? Well, the way Summer was looking after his cock, it felt like she still wanted more.
Summer had one more tease she wanted to bring to the bedroom that afternoon. Yes, she was enjoying fucking Rob, but as they had discussed, it was about bringing Rachel back to wanting sex again. Yes, Rob loved his wife; this was a fantasy of hers he was playing out. Would it be enough to make her realise he still wanted her? Enter Summer with one last plan.
Sucking his cock clean kept him hard. Cleaning it, licking it. Summer was happy to fuck for longer, and now Rob was ready to go again.
This time it was Summer's turn to do the work. She asked Rob to lie closer to Rachel. She then straddled him, kneeling over the top, reaching back, placing his cock, oh, it slid in just like that. Easing back down on it. Riding him.
Summer looked over at Rachel, "Did you like to fuck him like this, to ride his cock while he watched you?"
Rachel nodded her head.
"Rob fuck me as if I were Rachel, call me Rachel, show me how you used to enjoy fucking her," Summer told Rob. She again looked at Rachel, who was staring at her.
"Yes, I'm going to be you and his gonna fuck me. You sit there and watch what he would do with you. But I get the pleasure." Summer told Rachel, the stare became more intense as if to say, 'Don't you dare.'
"Rachel, kiss me," Rob said, but he aimed the words at Summer.
Summer bent down, her lips meeting his. Kissing as they slowly rocked together. Kissing as if they were a couple making love. Summer's hands on his shoulders, Rob's arms wrapped around her, holding her against him.
His kisses escaped her lips, moving to Summer's neck. Rachel sat enviously; she could almost feel those kisses of her husband on her neck. How they made her feel. Yet it was another woman feeling it.
Summer was purring with delight at Rob's kisses and his hands stroking her back. Usually, she was fucked, and fucked hard. This was gentle. Intimate, making love. Now he was nibbling on her ear. Softly, he whispered Rachel, I love you. Loud enough that Rachel, who was tied up, could hear. This should be her.
Summer started returning kisses to Rob, kissing his neck, then his chest. Slowly, she sat up, and his hands reached around and massaged her breasts. Summer slowly bounced up and down on his cock, building a rhythm.


"Rachel, I love those big breasts of yours," Rob spoke the words, still directing them up at Summer as she sat over him.
Summer stretched her body, lowering herself down, her breasts almost in his face. Rob leaned up and took a nipple in his mouth. Sucked on it, teased it, his tongue flicking over and around it. Then the other nipple the same. A gentle moan from Summer, but she increased the pace of her riding his cock.
Summer sat up as if she were riding a horse. They interlocked fingers. "Fuck me, my stallion," she told him.
Words not lost on Rachel, words she had said to her husband.
The pace picked up. A walk became a trot and then a canter. His thrusts matched Summer's bouncing. Rob watched as she rode him, those amazing breasts bouncing, swaying. It wasn't his wife he was fucking, but it felt just as good.
"Rachel, I'm ready to cum," he said.
Summer looked down, "Then do it, hunny, I'm yours, we belong together." Trying to replicate Rachel's words to her husband.
Now his thrusts upwards, driving into Summer's pussy were as hard and deep as his first ones that day. He was loving fucking her, no matter if she was Summer or Rachel. Groans and growls filled the room. Moans and cries of delight. Orgasms so intense. Fingers interlocked, eyes fixed on one another, watching each other's pleasure.
Finally, the waves of pleasure started to die down. Summer collapsed on top of him. Rob put his arms around her and held her to him. Not letting go. The couple sharing moments of bliss.
"Thank you, Rachel," Rob said. The words were intended for Summer, but maybe they were intended for Rachel more. Yes, he wished she would ride him again, and yes, he was thankful for her allowing them to enjoy their joint fantasy of him fucking in front of her. He could only hope that this might inspire Rachel back to being the amazing, sexy, loving wife she had been, and not just being a mother. She could be both.
Summer lay on top of Rob for a while, just as Rachel would. In Rachel's head, she could see that it should be her.
"Time to release you," said Summer, "But in releasing you from your bounds, we will give you choices."
Summer undid the ball gag, removing it from her mouth and placing it down on the bedside cabinet. It was covered in drool, as was Rachel's chin and breasts, a real mess.
"Don't worry about the mess. I shall clean you up in a minute, but for now, you look filthy." And then a kiss followed, slowly lingering, tender. Rob showing Rachel how much he loved her.
As Rob kissed his wife, Summer undid the ropes, loosening them and then taking them off completely.
Rob, having held his wife's face and wiped it with his hand, now bent down and undid the ankle cuffs. Summer asked Rachel to lean forward. She had got the key from her handbag to undo the handcuffs. Now Rachel was completely free.
Rob had his phone back in his hand. "So we just orgasmed again, you now have the choice of taking the sex toy out or one more orgasm with it in."
Summer came and stood next to Rob, "And of course your husband's cock needs cleaning. Remember, it's got my juices covering it. Do you want to clean it or shall I?"
Finally, Rachel had the chance to speak, "Rob, bring your cock here, and while you're at it, make me cum again."
Rob came over, and Rachel reached for his cock and got to work on it. She looked across at Summer as if to say, 'Now you watch.'
Summer responded to the look, "Enjoy the taste of my pussy."
Rachel just continued working on her husband's cock as he turned up the vibrations.
"Are you enjoying the taste of that?" said Summer.
Rachel, removing the cock from her mouth, replied, "Your juices taste lovely on my husband's cock."
Both Rob and Summer smiled at Rachel as she continued to lick and suck on it. Rob stroked her hair.
"That's more like it, that's the Rachel I miss." He told her.
As she worked on his cock he wanted to show how pleased he was; the vibrations in her pussy grew stronger. In turn, it made Rachel's desire to please grow. Her hand cupping his balls, pretty well drained balls after cumming three times in his employee, or was she his mistress now?
"That's it, Rachel, you've missed that cock haven't you. It doesn't matter that it has my juices all over it. It is your cock to clean, to look after; you need it once more. Show him how you need it. How you want him to fuck you once more. You deserve another orgasm. Show him that you have sexual needs too. You're not just a mum. You're his wife, you want him to fuck you, don't you? Show him, gag on that cock." Summer's words rang into Rachel's ears.
Instantly, she tried to have her husband's cock fully in her mouth, gagging on it. Were Summer's words hypnotic? They definitely inspired.
"What man doesn't like his woman worshipping his cock. Here you are taking it even after he has fucked me, showing him how much you love it. Tonight you will fuck it, you want him to take you once more. You will offer him your pussy, it's his to fuck after all. Let him have you. Is that what you want?" Summer continued.
Rachel nodded; even the words were infecting her brain. The vibrations in her pussy, and from her clit driving her insane. Now filled with thoughts of her husband fucking her in front of this other woman. Rob taking her once more. The thought that maybe she would let Summer lick his cock clean of her juices.
The intensity from the vibrations rose like a wave and crashed down, only for the next wave to come in. She was near. Her body moving as the ripples flowed through it.
"You're nearly cumming aren't you, Rachel. Let go of his cock. Let him hear you scream, he's the one making you cum, show him what it feels like to have him control your orgasm." Summer knew how to guide Rachel into what Rob needed.
Rachel let go of her husband's cock, let it out of her mouth, glistening clean. Her hands gripped the arms of the chair. This time, free to move about her body, contorting as the toy reached full strength. This time, it didn't calm down. It stayed at full strength.
"Oh, Rob, that's it, make me cum, oh god, I'm going to explode." Rachel's words said so lustfully. One hand now reaching her breast. Squeezing it, then pulling her own nipple.
Rob could only smile watching how his wife was acting. Almost losing control of herself, all because he was teasing her with the toy. Her other hand now reaching down between her legs, feeling the toy. The look on Rachel's face. She wasn't going to last much longer.
It was as if she gripped hold of the toy, pushing it firmly against her clit. The vibrations running through her hand up her arm. Through every nerve ending of her clit, straight to her brain. Inside resting on her G-spot. Never had it felt like this before.
And then it happened.
The explosion!
The orgasm.
The torrent of juices flowed out of her, spraying everywhere. Squirting!
Her body shaking with the intensity, watching her juices fly uncontrollably. This was like no orgasm before. Her head thrown back and forth. Screams of pleasure, moans of delight as she sprayed the chair and bed.
"Oh fuck" were the only words she could utter as still the sensations continued. How long that orgasm lasted, she didn't know, but it was pure bliss. She finally regained control of herself and looked at her husband. Panting deeply, she uttered the words, "Thank you."
Only then did he slowly bring the toy to a stop, her legs still shaking. It felt earth-shattering.
Then she focused on Summer. "Thank you," Rachel looked at her, the woman who had fucked her husband. "Thank you for all of this, making me see what I'm missing. Thank you for fucking my husband. I know he needs to be sexually satisfied, and I haven't given him any recently; that changes now."
18.00
Rachel and Summer were still in the bedroom. They had spent the rest of the afternoon going through Rachel's wardrobe and cleaning the stain on the chair. Finally, they had decided on what Rachel would wear for dinner out tonight. A white blouse, a red thong, leather trousers and heels. Rachel had looked at her clothes and realised, yes, she had gone way too mumsy. She still had to dress to please her husband as well.
As for the remote control sex toy that was firmly inside Rachel. Her husband had bought it for her; now she was going to get the pleasure out of it as he controlled it. The white blouse was tight enough and see-through enough for anyone to see that Rachel was braless. In the warmth of the room, her nipples were rubbing on the material. When she was outside or maybe in the restaurant, would they harden up and show? If they did it was for her husband's attention primarily, if others saw, so be it.
Summer had redressed herself in her clothes that had been scattered across the bedroom earlier. Make-up done, lipstick on, ready to go out for dinner.
They walked down the stairs together and found Rob waiting for them in the living room. Rob touched his phone. The buzz slowly started between Rachel's legs, where the sex toy was back in place. She just smiled at Rob.
Rob got into the driver's seat of the car as Summer opened the back door on the passenger's side. Instead of getting into the front, Rachel asked Summer to budge over. They had already formed their own plans to tease Rob by sitting together on the backseat.
As he pulled off, he looked in the rear-view mirror to see the pair kissing. One minute, he had been fucking Summer in front of his wife, now she was snogging her on the backseat of their car. Summer really did have something about her.
At the next set of lights, he glanced again. It looked like his wife's hands were all over Summer. Rachel's sister was a lesbian. Was Rachel exploring? Was Summer just perverting her? He could only hope so from what he knew of Summer.
The next chance Rob had, he turned his head to see what they were up to. Kissing, Summer's hand in between Rachel's legs, but then there was the sight of Rachel's hand up Summer's dress.
Summer's hand could feel the throbbing of the toy as she rubbed Rachel's crotch. She had also pulled the dress up for Rachel to be able to easily get her hand up and touch Summer's pussy, and she had moved the thong aside, finding the wetness. No wonder the kisses were so passionate between the two. Rob drove on once he noticed the lights change.
Having been a captive audience, Rachel had spent a little time with Summer. The talk had been about Rachel's fantasies with Rob and how to make them come true. There was also some discussion on how Rachel needed to change from just being a mum to going back to being a wife as well.
What was happening in the car had been planned to tease Rob. They knew he would want the sex toy in one of them. Rachel now wanted to feel him controlling her more than ever, and so let Summer place it back in. If Rob saw the two of them kissing well, he would know he was taking two naughty women out. With their hands between each other's legs, he knew that they were both feeling very horny.
Unfortunately for Rob, the rest of the traffic lights were green, so there wasn't much chance to turn around and see what the moans were for. Instead, he pulled into the restaurant car park and finally turned around, "OK, you two, you can put one another down, we are here now. Sluts." He said jokingly.
It was Rachel who responded. "Your sluts, all horny just as you like us."
Suddenly, the vibrations rose a level between her legs.
As they got out of the car, Summer straightened her dress. Once they had been seated, both ladies went to the bathroom to redo their makeup. Leaving Rob at the table with his phone. Rachel soon found out that he was still going to tease her there. He didn't know she was reapplying her lipstick when he suddenly decided to give the sex toy a 5-second burst at full blast. Sending her body into tremors. She turned to Summer, having pulled her lipstick away from her lips.
"The fucker just turned it up. I guess he thinks he's funny." Said Rachel.
Summer giggled.
When the pulse had stopped, Rachel quickly did her lipstick before there was another one, and there was just as they were leaving the restroom. Rachel took hold of Summer's hand as she walked back with the vibration continuing. It only stopped when she reached the table. Rachel sat opposite her husband, and Summer sat next to her.
"Thanks for that, hunny, if you want to do it more, I won't mind." Rachel winked at him. Her pussy was purring with pleasure.
"And what do I get in return?" Rob asked.
Summer had an idea. "Why don't you undo a couple of buttons on that blouse in return?"
Rachel looked at Summer, looked back at Rob and undid the first button.
The waiter approached and asked what they would like to drink.
"Continue on, don't mind him," Rob told Rachel. "Do you drink white wine, Summer?"
Rachel undid a second button, revealing some flesh.
Everyone around the table looked, including the waiter. Now she was showing as much skin as Summer. The guys were getting quite an eyeful.
Drinks and dinner ordered, they settled down to chat.
'So how do you feel about Summer?" Rob asked his wife.
"I think she is lovely, we get on very well. I guess you mean about the thought of her fucking you? I enjoyed this afternoon, watching you enjoy yourselves. But also, it made me realise what you need. Thank you, Summer, for making me realise where I was going wrong," Rachel responded.
The waiter returned with the bottle of wine and started pouring.
Would Rachel stop talking about Summer?
"I can understand why you fucked her, you're so damn hot," Rachel didn't flicker in continuing on, making sure the waiter knew exactly who they were talking about. "She even tasted fantastic when I sucked your cock clean. Tonight, the three of us will have a lot of fun."
"Is your pussy soaking, babe, with that toy in it?" Rob teased his wife, knowing the waiter was listening.
"Yes, and I love how you can control it remotely, teasing me, making my pussy and clit pulse with pleasure. It's just what I needed from you. Yes, we've had a baby, but I still need you to own my pussy even if you are fucking her as well. I'm happy to be your fucktoy too," Rachel proudly said.
"Anything you would like to try, either with me or with Summer as well, I'd be happy to try." Rachel knew exactly what she was saying, the open offer to her husband, teasing him, what would he come up with?
"Anal?" was the quick retort from her husband.
"Yes, I will take your cock up my arse," as Rachel said the words, the waiter nearly spilt the wine he was pouring. "Make me a three-hole slut for your cock." Rachel and Summer had talked earlier, and it was a phrase Rachel picked up from Summer.
"And you, Summer?" Rob asked.
"I promised to be your business whore. If you need relief at work or if we are away, then you can use me. I've already shown you I'm an asset. Look at your wife now. Baring her tits for you, for all of us. You know what I can do, I'm sure you will look after me at work, boss." Summer smiled and then pulled the top of her dress apart, flashing even more of her breasts and cleavage.
The waiter walked away, wondering what was going on with these three. Whatever it was, there were two really horny sluts.
Rachel butted in, "Don't worry, Summer, I'll try not to wear him out at home so he can still use you at work, but remember, three is fun, you'll always be welcome to join our fantasies."
Discussions continued, and Summer opened up about her world as a queen of spades. How her boyfriend had actually said for her to enjoy the trip away and tease her boss on the final day.
Rachel clearly had been influenced by Summer. Open to a whole lot more than she was even before she had given birth.
As dinner arrived, Rob turned up the vibrator. This, in turn, made her undo the next button on her blouse. Her hard nipples showed clearly through the fabric of the white blouse.
Rob enjoyed how horny his wife had become in just a few hours of being in Summer's presence. One more button undone, and the bottom of her tits would be on show. Would she try to cover up?
Dinner plates taken away, and the dessert menu's being read. The waiter returned to take orders. His first order from Rob.
Rob put his phone on the table, "Thanks for being our waiter, could you do me a favour. Could you just press the high option there on my screen?"
The waiter reached down, and like a bolt from the blue, the sex toy inside Rachel really kicked in. From a gentle buzz to a scream. If only Rachel could scream, but she was in public. One hand reached out and squeezed Summer's hand, the other in a fist.
Rachel looked across at her husband and then to the waiter. Her body started to shake, her breathing now erratic. Trying to catch her breath as the waves spread all through her body.
"One more Rachel," Rob said.
Rachel let go of Summer's hand and reached for her blouse and undid the next button down, revealing even more breast. Then Rob decided to shake things up.
"Rachel, swap places with Summer, let our friend have a closer look at you," Rob told her.
Summer got up and let Rachel out, and slipped back in as Rachel stood in front of the waiter. What would she do now?
The words her husband had said rang through Rachel's mind. Let him have a closer look. Her blouse was not far from being completely undone. Not only did she feel exposed as she stood there, but her pussy felt like it would explode any minute. If he felt what he had done to her.
Rachel looked around the room. Rob had asked for a quiet corner of the restaurant. She took the waiter's hand and put it between her legs. He could feel the vibrations, the strong vibrations. Rob never expected his wife to do that.
"That's what you've done to me, I've got a remote sex toy in me, and if he doesn't switch it off, I'm going to cum where I sit," Rachel said quietly to him. She looked down at her blouse. It was obvious he could see a lot of flesh. "And as for these," Rachel pulled the blouse open, showing off her tits to the waiter. "Every time the vibrator is switched on, I have to undo a button."
Rob interrupted, "Have a feel, mate."
The waiter looked around; this really didn't happen every day. He looked down. His hand touching the woman's crotch, feeling the strong vibrations. Lifting his hand from their and touching her breasts.
Rachel said, "Thank you." Before tonight, she couldn't imagine doing anything like this, but it felt so right, so naughty, it felt like this was what her husband wanted.
The waiter commented back to Rob. "Your wife," Rob nodded to say yes, she was his wife. "Your wife has fantastic tits."
Rob replied, "I'm glad you like them. Now, darling, why don't you sit down, order your dessert, and have that orgasm here in public?"
Rachel sat back down, quickly ordered her dessert, as did her husband and Summer. The waiter looked down, still with a fantastic view of those breasts. Now she was trying to control herself, but she couldn't. He figured she was about to climax, biting her lip. As much as he wanted to watch, he'd better get the order back to the kitchen.
When he returned with the desserts, Rachel had got herself under control, her blouse was now a bit more together, even if not done up.
Finally, they were finished, the waiter brought over the bill, still his eyes were slipping to Rachel.
Rob put his card in and then offered the card reader to Rachel. "I think you're the one who should decide the tip for our waiter." Rachel looked up at him, entered the amount and passed it back to her husband. "Oh, he's definitely worth that amount to you." Rob finished the transaction and handed the card reader to the waiter.
"Really, thank you, that's very generous." He said.
"It's what you deserve. I enjoyed your service." Rachel replied.


Rob smiled.
As they left the table, Rob whispered in Rachel's ear. She pulled her blouse together, straightened it, but that was the last time she would touch it as she walked out of the restaurant. If it fell open and showed everything, so be it. Rachel looked at Summer, who nodded. This was what her husband wanted. Hell, why not?
Arriving at the car, Rachel went to the back seat, but Rob had other ideas.
He held out the keys, "You're driving after your little display on the way here, now it's my turn, oh, and I think you should undo the rest of the buttons of your blouse as you had an orgasm."
Rachel stood there and undid the last buttons. Only one thing left to do. She pulled the blouse open and flashed her tits at her husband in the darkness of the car park. Taking the keys, she opened the car and climbed into the driver's seat. She heard Rob and Summer climb into the back. She couldn't wait to get back home for yet more fun.
Five minutes into the journey, something came over the passenger's front seat. She reached across and felt wet lace. Summer's thong. Rob was obviously busy. Two minutes later, a bra joined it.
When Rachel did get the chance to turn around, she saw Summer with one side of her dress off her shoulder, a tit out being sucked on by Rob. Rachel knew that in a few minutes, two would be three. This time, she would be joining in, not chained up.
Pulling up on the driveway, Rachel turned to Summer and said, "Don't worry, Summer, I'll bring your underwear in." As Rob was kissing her, she couldn't see what state of undress she was in. Only when they walked around the car did she find that both shoulders of her dress were down; Summer had both breasts out.
Rachel walked over to her and pulled the dress down completely. Summer stood naked except for her heels. "Well, it was getting in the way," Rachel said to Summer. Summer pointed at Rachel's blouse; not a word needed to be said as Rachel took off the blouse.
One naked, one topless, Rob couldn't wait to get them inside. The house was secluded enough that both women felt comfortable stripping out of their clothes. Although Rob did have an idea, Summer would have even if they had been on a council estate.
Once inside, Summer helped Rachel strip out of her leather trousers and thong. Lastly, she took out the remote sex toy from her pussy. "Oh, it's lovely, but would you like your cock wanked for two hours straight?" Rachel told Rob. Both now naked, they resumed where the journey to the restaurant had ended. Rachel and Summer touching one another, kissing one another.
"Why don't we take this up to the bedroom?" Rob asked.
Rachel took Summer's hand and led her up the stairs.
When Rob arrived in the bedroom, he was welcomed with the sight of his wife lying on the bed. Her legs spread.
On top of her was Summer. Her pussy hovering above Rachel's mouth. Summer's tongue was buried in Rachel's pussy. Rachel had her hands on Summer's ass, pulling it down so her tongue could also taste pussy.
Rob just stood admiring what was in front of him. That first night in Amsterdam. Summer had offered herself to him. Now here she was turning his wife into a sexual diva. Never had he imagined seeing Rachel with her face between another woman's legs, but here she was. And she was enjoying giving as well as receiving.
Two sensual women joined in union, pleasuring one another. Rachel had talked about the fantasy of a threesome. Was this ever mentioned? His cock was rock hard watching the pair. Slowly taking his clothes off as he watched, not wanting to disturb the action.
"Fuck Summer, you've done this before. You know exactly how to use that tongue." Rachel took a few seconds to let Summer know how good it felt.
"Practice makes perfect, so shut up and enjoy the taste of my pussy. You're learning fast. Feels so good. And I think our audience likes watching us together." Summer responded before she went back to teasing Rachel's clit.
Rob had walked over to them. Naked, his cock proudly sticking out. He ran his hand down the back of Summer. Her skin so soft. Over her tattoo. She had explained the spade. Normally, only black. But here she was. Doing everything she could to please her boss and his wife. Who could say no to her?
His hand came to rest on Summer's ass. Such beautiful curves. How had he never noticed her at work before? A complete temptress unleashed. He watched as his wife tasted Summer's pussy, this time pure pussy, not juices off his cock.
"Have you tasted her?" Rachel broke off from the intoxicating pussy.
"Actually, your husband hasn't tasted me just yet; you've beaten him to it." Summer looked back at the pair.
"Do you want to taste her darling? Do you want her pussy on your face? She tastes divine," Rachel took hold of his hand and led it to the entrance of Summer's pussy. Slowly, Rob pushed in a couple of fingers. Summer moaned. His fingers slid deeper. Rachel pulled his fingers out. "Taste her," Rachel told her husband. He sucked his fingers clean.
"Delicious," Rob couldn't help but smile.
Summer sat up, her fingers replaced her tongue, and she continued to tease Rachel as she looked back at the couple. "Three is fun, you know. Why don't you join in? Lie down on the bed." Summer instructed.
Rob did as he was told.
Summer crawled off of one face and sat herself over Rob's, "Let's see if your tongue is as good as your wife's." She lowered herself down, his hands holding her arse cheeks as his tongue explored the folds of her pussy lips.
Rachel sat up and watched her husband. But she was soon beckoned by Summer to straddle her husband.
Summer pointed to his erect cock. "Yours, I believe."
Rachel straddled her husband, took his cock and slowly let it slide into her pussy once again. It had been a while, but it felt so good. Why had she stopped fucking him? Now she remembered how good it felt; she didn't want to lose this feeling again. She rocked up and down on her husband's cock.
Rob felt his wife's pussy sinking down and sliding up. Two fucking sexy women, both on top of him. He tried to respond with thrusts as he continued to enjoy Summer's pussy.
The two women leaned forward, meeting one another in the middle. Their faces glistening from each other's pussy juices. They returned to kissing one another. Tongues invading one another's mouths. A threesome, a perfect triangle. All bodies joined. Both women receiving pleasure from Rob.
Rachel finally fucking him. Riding his cock like Summer had. Summer grinding her pussy on Rob's face. He lay there thinking how he had missed this taste. Next was his wife's pussy. Although that would be full of his cum, the way she was riding. Things were back to normal.
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The story of a wife who goes clubbing with a new crop top. It leads to a night of sexual awakening with many taboos broken.
Themes of- Interracial Anal/ Cheating Wife/ Big Black Cock/ Breeding/Pregnancy Risk/ Queen of Spades/ Older Black Man with a Younger White Woman.
This takes place in London.
April Thorne is a newly married twenty year old white woman. Standing at five foot six a little taller in heels with long blonde hair it's her piercing green eyes people like. Added to 36 C breasts also rather large Arse April is always hit on. When she met her Robert it wasn't long until he popped the question for her to become Mrs Thorne. He was way out of is league Robert only slightly taller at five foot eight small built a cock that is not only small it also comes with a very low sex drive.
Which is a magor disappointment for April if she had known about Robert's four inch cock and low sex drive it would have been impossible to marry him. But Robert's good with his tongue and is well paid submissive to her every needs. So submissive he does all the washing ironing and cooking. Whilst Robert is the highest earner being a senior manager at a law firm which April is just the trainee solicitor. They both met while doing law degree at university with Robert having a top grade. April barley passes her degree as she spends more time drinking and also partying.
Now Robert spends is day ordering around the law firm staff. Then at night he cooks is wife dinner then hoovers the house. Follow that he runs a bath for April then spends an age massaging her feet while she talks too all her friends online. Then to satisfy is own wife's sexual needs in bed Robert eats her pussy to orgasm. April now likes to facesit her hubby while he's learning to eat both of her holes Ass and pussy properly. April has the best life ever while Robert's life is great because he loves keeping her happy.
Now April has started to go clubbing with a group of her close friends on Friday's and Saturday nights. Whilst Robert cleaned up the home and waits for is wife to get home. This Friday April arranged to meet with two of her close school friends Rachel and Tina to go clubbing. April now wants a new sexy outfit for clubbing Robert's credit card will be used again to pay for it.
"Love you know I am clubbing tomorrow is it okay if I borrow money for a new outfit?"
"Borrow money April yeah right, why can't you wear that outfit you wore the other day you shouldn't keep buying new."
"So you want your wife to look like a tramp okay mo pussy for you anymore Robert."
"Look I am sorry April, please don't take your pussy away from me."
"Okay credit card Robert for pussy that is fair." laugh's april.
That afternoon April goes into London and down Oxford Streets shops. Goes into one boutique shop buys a nice tight skirt then a shoe shop buys a pair of up to knee boots. April just needed a new top something that looked different not like all her friends are wearing. April walks past a small boutique it sold a lot of fetish items but one top took her fancy. A pink crop top that would show off her pierced naval and toned belly. This top had a symbol which looked like a card symbol a black spade. Inside the spade is a 'Q' with a crown above it.
April takes it to the cashier desk to pay for it as this top will do great with a new skirt and her boots. The women serving her is a black woman who gives her a big smile as she packs the top into a bag. This gives a chance for April to ask about her new top.
"Hi is this a new designer brand just like an Armani or Luis Vuitton?" asks april.
"No it's a new range of clothing which is all the rage in London." answers the cashier.
"Oh that's okay going clubbing around into central London tomorrow night, what's the symbol say?" asks april.
"You need to go clubbing in Brixton a club called Diamonds, you would get loads of attention there are pretty girls like yourself, the symbol is a Queen of Spades." replied the cashier.
That night Robert cooks April dinner then is job was to wash up the dishes. While April is watching some television only for Robert to finish the dishes then rub his wife's feet.
"Rob your getting so good at that now are you going to run me a bath?"
"Yes love are we then having an early night afterwards?"
"Oh hubby feeling horny are we?"
"Well not really just thought you might want me to eat your pussy April!"
"You and your low sex drive at least you're good at eating my pussy." laugh's april.
Then she showed shaves her pussy before going into the bedroom finding her hubby already waiting for his wife. April then tries her outfit on a skimpy black G String slides up her thigh's and nestles between her fat Ass cheeks. Then on goes her tight skirt it was a struggle to pull it over her Ass then a pair of knee high boots. April leaves off her bra choosing to go topless puts on the new pink crop top. Robert feels is little tiny cock grow as he looked at April he's very lucky.
"Wow April you will have all eyes on you tomorrow, what's on your top it's got a cool symbol?"
"Well Robert it's all the rage around London it's a Queen of Spades just like the playing cards club card, without a bra it makes it look even hotter."
"April you can't go out without a bra you're going to get yourself raped."
"Well your always over the top Robert and if I do get raped at least I get sex, now you going to eat my pussy like your good at."
"Yes April." robert sigh's submissively.
April strips off jumped into bed and Robert lays between her legs.Robert lapping up is wife's pussy while April orgasm's on to her hubby's tongue. Moaning away before she slipped into a blissful sleep while Robert as fallen asleep between her thighs. The next morning Robert eats her pussy making wife April stir from her deep sleep. They shower April goes first Robert preps breakfast and pours April coffee. They both go off to the law firm with April texting Tina about what time their meeting tonight.
The couple finish the Day and head home with Robert running April a bath. April then has a long soak in the bath whilst Robert is pouring April a glass of prosecco. His wife April then put on her new outfit still with no bra nipple's showing through the pink crop top. She spins around looking at herself in a full length mirror and knows she's so hot. Then an horn outside Rachel and Tina turn up in a cab for a night of clubbing. Robert watched April leaving his little cock getting hard just seeing her strut in her knee high boots. Robert still thinks to himself he's not worthy of such a beautiful wife only if she'd respect him more.
The three women go to the usual clubbing spots only to be disappointed they were all so dead with the club being empty. To then make matters worse Rachel was sick over herself she had drunken one wine to many leaving her to go home. Now only Tina and April are clubbing but the club is empty not what they liked. Then April remembers the name of the new club that's all the rage in Brixton.
"Tina why don't we go to that new club it's called Diamonds it's only a few miles away in Brixton?"
"Well the night is still young April but I don't know as Brixton is full of black people."
"Stop worrying there's nothing wrong with a few white girls dancing with some black men it will be fine Tina."
"Okay April if I don't like it I will be off back home to hubby."
Both got in s cab for the brief journey with the cab driver making sure they were both going to Diamonds. He points out its a big dance club for the Brixton black community and doesn't take many whites there. April insisted and Tina was happy for someplace with more people and life. The truth being that Tina is like April in a relationship with no sex her hubby like April's turns his back on her in bed. He won't even eat her pussy nothing but a night of clubbing was a good way of feeling wanted for both ladies. They both crave attention and if that comes off a black man or a white man who cares.
They arrived at the club and it's in a rather rough area of Brixton but the club looked a rather new complex. The ladies both walk into the entrance passing a group of black men who all smell of weed. These men are making sexual comments at both April and Tina which should put them off but no this give both the women a big lift. They walk in to the reception area pay to both go in and as April goes to the bar a group of younger black men grab Tina. April watches Tina as two black boys barely older than teenagers dance either side of her. April knowing that her friend is in a sex less marriage craved the attention of men. Being twenty two she is still young and full of life but her husband Jason is like Robert has a low sex drive.
April turns around to order drinks and then bumps into a older black man sat at the bar minding his business.
"Sorry I didn't spill your drink?" asks april apologetic.
"No not at all baby girl I see you like black men wearing that top to the club." replies the older black man.
"What this top it's designer from a exclusive boutique in London, does it say I like black men?" asked april confused.
"Yes baby girl it's the symbol the Queen of Spades, says you're sexual preference is to black men and black cocks." laughed the older black man.
"Oh Jesus I didn't know, someone should have told me I feel such an Arse in a club full of black men." april replied.
"No not at all you've got a great Ass and its nothing to worry about most of the people are too drunk or high to notice, by the way young lady I am Jamal, what's your poison."
"Poison?" asked april.
"Yes what are you drinking baby girl."
"Oh thank you but I am with a friend getting us both drinks sorry Jamal."
"The same friend that just waved and left with those two black boys?"
"Oh shit you're sure what a bitch leaving me alone!" complains april then checked her phone yes a text of tina sorry for doing this I am off to an house party don't tell my jason, I wanted to tell you but you were in a conversation with that black man and I was afraid you would talk me out of it.
"You okay lady you look really upset?" asks jamal.
"No I am not okay my best friend as picked some black strangers over me, I have no choice but to go home to my hubby." cries april.
"Is your hubby that bad." laugh's jamal. "No in all seriousness I am also having a drink on my own why don't you join me?" asked jamal.
"Yes my hubby is that bad. I don't know you why would I have a drink with you." replies april.
"Look none of my business but I am happy to listen to your problems lady, let me buy you a drink." replied jamal.
"Sex on the Beach by the way my name is April."
"April you want Sex on a Beach?"
"No the cocktail please Jamal." laughs april.
Jamal pulls up a stool next to the bar then watched the young white lady get on the stool. Then orders her a cocktail they both settled down getting to know eachother.
"Well what's wrong with hubby April he's doing well in my book marrying yourself."
"Well where do I start Jamal, Robert is very highly successful runs the law firm I work at and money is no object, we live in a luxury part of London Kensington a three million pounds Edwardian house,should I carry on.
"Yes please April, I think Robert is a dream husband what is not to like his he ugly?"
"No he's not ugly Jamal, very good looking like yourself but."
"Yes there's always a but April."
"But he's a wimp I order him about he does all the housework then washing then all of the washing of dishes. hands me his credit card, cooks me food, massages me all over even I shouldn't say this he eats my Ass at night you couldn't pay most of the men to eat Ass." laughs april.
"Wow he sounds awful when can I take your place April." laughed jamal.
"No you don't get it I want a man to be a man take charge of me throw me on to the bed then make love to me, no fuck me yes fuck me is that too much to ask, really sorry Jamal I think I have said too much."
"No tell me more get out all your frustration April you will be better for it."
"Yes his cock is tiny a boys cock not a big hard mans cock, if I had known I wouldn't have ever married him, Robert would rather look at sport than my Ass, tell a lie he does like my Ass on his face and likes eating my pussy, just to make up for the sexless life I have, don't talk about children twenty year old with a husband who can't even fire not even fucking blanks."
"Well all that you hate April is opposite for myself, I have enough cock for most to be satisfied with and don't mention children I have bred many a woman in my forty years definitely not firing blanks."
Now both are on a fourth drink still putting the world to rights. April was already tipsy now getting quite drunk and Jamal is now ready to pounce at his prey. Gently strokes her thighs while they speak and moves his stool in closer to the married wife.
"April I love this track do you want to dance come on you can show me some moves."
"I don't know Jamal it's slower than I would normally dance to it's getting late."
"No it's fine it's not that slow, hubby telling you what time to come home?"
"No fuck him, I will come home when I am ready not when he tells me, come on then lets dance."
They both get on the dancefloor and start to dance with each other. Jamal straight away puts his hands on her hips and April is pulled closer to him. His hands then are holding both fat Ass cheeks and his groin pushed up against her. For a first time April now felt his cock not a boy's cock a real big man's cock. She gasps over the music and pushes back into it as Jamal's hands move her skirt up a little holding her bare Ass in his large hands. The older black man now towering over his prey ready for the kill.
"Is that for real." sighs april in his ear whilst pushing up against his bulge.
"Yes all eleven inches."
"Oh fuck." april moans not getting anymore words out because jamal now pushed his tongue inside her mouth.
His hands grabbing her Ass pushing April into his groin and onto his cock. April sigh's onto his tongue and pushed back against his huge cock. All thoughts of dancing are now gone they both passionately kiss with Jamal lifting her skirt higher to show all the other black men April belongs to him. The black man now claiming the white wife for himself her husband will now be pussy free going forward. Jamal holds April's hand to lead her out of the club skirt still above her butt showing off a G String. Other black's are high fiving Jamal as he leaves the club not every day does a hot white woman
"I shouldn't be doing this Jamal." april is having second thoughts outside the club.
"Yes it's fine we both want this to happen remember you're in a no sex marriage, as you said April your as baby cock now lets put a smile on your face." he waves over a taxi and in ten minutes they're entering into jamal's flat.
The minute the door closed behind them Jamal started to strip off. His shirt came off first then he dropped his trousers down to the floor as April stood there open mouth. He was everything her Robert wasn't large at six foot tall muscular handsome smelt so good and that bulge. Jamal's bulge wasn't something April had ever seen before they both didn't watch porn. So talk of big cock sizes between the couple never happened all she knew was Robert was tiny. It barely went inside her like just entering the pussy he didn't like different styles of sex just the missionary sex. Robert was learning to get April off with his mouth and tongue only as he recently agreed to eat her Ass.
"Like what you can see April not bad for a forty year old."
"Yes you are in great shape Jamal, my Dad is just a few years older, looking just like a dinosaur compared to yourself."
"Well your Dad couldn't fuck like me April, it's hot when you compare me to your Dad how old are you?"
"I am twenty Jamal, I really don't think we should do this it's wrong my poor husband gives me everything and this is not the way to repay him."
"You said it yourself April your in a sex less marriage so he doesn't give you everything you have to look after yourself as well."
"Yes but I can't hurt Robert after all I love him, I just wished he was able to take care of all my needs."
"Well I am not going to break you up that's not my plan April. there's lots of weak men who would rather allow their wives to have sex with other men than lose them, I would be willing to help your marriage stay strong by giving you what's missing sex, if you are happy to I will have sex in front of Robert."
"What come to my flat and have sex while Robert is there, I don't know if that would be a good thing it might break his heart."
"No we involve him let him watch take part even April."
"Take part what does that even mean then Jamal,you want Robert to have sex in front of you that won't happen he doesn't like to have sex and definitely not in front of a big black man, hell he only as sex in the dark."
"No he can eat your pussy and your Arse after I have fucked both April."
"Well Robert enjoys eating pussy and also I have got him eating my Ass he thinks it's a way of pleasing me, but I am a Anal virgin and what you've got between your legs is not going to fit in my Arse Jamal."
"We will see April now follow me."
Jamal walks in front leading April inside his bedroom where he now removes his boxer shorts. April gasped out loudly she's seen a few cocks in her time not like this one. He's double her Roberts and Dad's (which she's seen in the shower) also bigger than a boy she met before Robert. It hung down below his knee and it looked magnificent a horse cock on a man. Her pussy dripped into her G String with the thought of it entering her tight holes now Robert as now chance April is having this huge black cock nothing will stop her.
"My gawd how big Jamal how the fuck are you single with equipment like that?"
"It's eleven inches and thick over four inch in diameter, I am single April just enjoying all my life and if I wasn't how would I meet such a hootie like yourself."
"My Jamal you could have anybody, you've picked me I am so happy you have."
Then April removes her tight skirt sliding it down to the floor her crop top then follows leaving her facing Jamal. Her firm 36 C cup breasts on show with huge erect nipple's as she then spins and bends over. Allowing Jamal a view of her fat firm Ass a G String nestled deep within her cheeks. He looked to see a big damp patch on the front of her panties April's pussy needing is huge cock.
"Wow April once I make you black owned we will get a tattoo of the Queen of Spades for that Ass."
"I don't like tattoos or any piercings Jamal they're trashy and what's black owned?"
"You will learn to do what your black bull desires April, black owned is when you are only available for sex with black men, that's what the Queen of Spades symbol shows."
"What my crop top that means I am black owned Jamal?"
"Yes when it's tattooed on your body it will show black men you are interested in them,only want relationship's with black men."
"Really what about Robert do I divorce him this is too much to take all on Jamal."
"No plenty of women stayed married and their husbands support their lifestyle, they become pussy free lot's get caged and the whiteboi accepts the black man as a Alpha male, some clean the cum off the bulls big cocks could Robert ever accept that?"
"God knows it does sound kinda hot, he's pussy free anyway by choice but I don't know about locking him in a cage."
"Not Robert his cock April it will be placed in a cage with just two key holders you and your black bull."
"What his little pee pee do they do them in small sizes." laugh's april looking at jamal's huge eleven inches.
"Yes super small sizes April, now that can wait for another day." jamal then picked her up and placed her face up on the bed.


Jamal lays on top of April his heavy body is trapping her on the bed. He kisses her and his hand moves the material of the G String to one side and for the first time April feels a huge head pressing into her. The lips of her tight pussy parting for the huge black cock as she sighs into his mouth. Her legs voluntary opened wider her mouth bitting on his tongue with a little moan. Jamal now pushed inside her outer lips causing her to moan out and soak his bedding below.
"Gawd it's too big please pull out I can't do this to Robert no please."
"Shush relax Robert's done this to himself by not satisfying you, now enjoy yourself."
Then Jamal pushed again causing April too screen out in joy. Another push eight huge inches if black cock stretching her married cheating pussy. Her legs automatically are wrapping around Jamal's thick torso whilst her arms grabbed him closer. His sweat his cologne everything smells all good making her pussy drip again. Then April realised its a big risk what if she gets pregnant. She's not on any birth control and this cock is big so big it's entering her womb.
"Noooo please wear something please I can't risk getting pregnant." april moans.
"Shush I will pull out there's not a rubber to fit my cock they only do sizes to fit on your husband's tiny cock."
Hearing Jamal say this about her husband makes her gush from her pussy. April's wet pussy gushing again over his huge cock on to the bedding it's never done that before. April moans was this a female orgasm what is called squirting or did his cock make her pussy piss onto the bedding. Jamal added the rest of his huge black cock eleven inch of cock bottom out deep inside her married pussy.
"OH GOD SO FUCKING BIG." moans april wrapping her legs around his back.
All thoughts of getting pregnant were gone as Jamal slowly thrusted inside her married tight pussy. Her husband never fucked her pussy this good or deeply. The bed is now taking the brunt of the fucking as it rocked underneath them both. Jamal's bed rattling and shaking with the mattress squeaking loudly with each thrust. April screaming out in lust her pussy will never accept hubby's tiny cock again.
"God yes own this married pussy, yes deep like that, god yes so fucking big."
Jamal now piston's in and out of April's wet gushing pussy the bed rocking even more with each thrust. He smiled as her legs are tightening around his back. He now thrusts harder than previously really taking April's pussy for himself. Owning the married wife claiming her pussy as his.
"Jamal remember you must pull out before you cum, I can't afford to get pregnant."
"Yeah no problem." smiles jamal thrusting in harder causing her to moan and squirt again, her new found skill.
Then Jamal thrusts in and out harder reality getting close now. Then his balls tightened and the inevitable fired cum deeply inside her womb. Potent cum lining her cervix and unprotected womb. So much cum it's now dripping back out of her gaped puffy filled up pussy.
"NOOOO YOU PROMISED, YOU WOULD PULL OUT." sobbed april.
"Too late April that pussy was too good."
Then as April layed there sobbing trying to come to terms with what happened. Jamal flipped April over expertly placing her onto all fours. Her large fat Ass is now on show for Jamal as she still sobbed about his cum flowing out if her pussy. Jamal now slowly gets up behind her upturned Ass looking at her tight butthole. This would be next now for more hot married pussy. April now can feel Jamal getting ready to re-enter her wet cum filled pussy.
"No don't you think you've caused enough damage,you could've gotten me pregnant."
"Come on April it's too late now, you have already got my cum dripping out of you."
"You promised to pull out Jamal you lied to me, what did I tell Robert."
"Tell Robert nothing you don't know you've gotten pregnant April, just enjoy it if you're pregnant tell him it's his."
Then before April could protest anymore to Jamal he slides back inside her cum lubed pussy. Straight away the bed starts to rock and the mattress squeaking underneath.
"OH GAWD YES, SO FUCKING GOOD." cries out april all previous misgivings are all gone with each thrust.
April pushing her Ass back into his groin as Jamal holds her large hips. Moaning and all her cries filled the room along with the wet pussy sounds. Her pussy again using all it's new found skills whilst it squirted all over is huge black cock and bedding. In and out is cock thrusting inside her married pussy. It's now his married pussy not Robert's who as to now learn to clean her holes. Her huge Arse pushing back to meet all his thrusting as Jamal approached another orgasm.
"Fuck I am cumming Jamal, you making my pussy squirt or piss it feels so good."
"Yes you white wife's once their blackened can't go back to limp dick husband's."
Jamal now thrusts harder looking down too his next target that tight butthole. It knows as it winked back at him while he adds his finger causing her to moan. Now thrusting inside that married pussy getting ready for his next orgasm. In and out his huge black cock thrusts while his finger slides into her tight Arsehole. April squirted again all over his huge black cock and balls with Jamal's finger going inside her Anus. The last huge thrust is followed by April's second big load of cum. Jamal's cock pulsing inside April's once tight married pussy coating it again in all his potent cum.
'No you've cum in me again." cried out april sobbing as she slumped face down on the bed with her pussy and ass exposed.
"Shush you loved it now relax please April."
jamal say's placing his huge cock against her tight butthole while holding her hips.
"No Jamal it's virgin please no, it's to tight for robert, way to tight for your huge black cock."
"No it will soon open up for me April it's not for discussion."
Then Jamal pushed inside her Arsehole it's tight he's broken in many a tight butthole it will soon relax.
"NO NOOOOO YOUR TOO BIG." screams out april trying to push him off.
The more April pushed the more her Arse is impaled on Jamal's huge cock. He's now holding her hips tightly while he pushes in deeper. The more April struggles the more her Arsehole opens up to his cock.
"Please it hurts Jamal."
"Shush only a few more inches relax."
Then another push over eight inches now wedged into her virgin backdoor. Whilst his cock goes deeper April started to relax it's now soft moans instead of screams Jamal's cock expertly opening up her Arsehole. It's now his just like her pussy her husband will only get to eat her holes. The husband will be a pussy free cuckold a little wimp clean up whiteboi. Now sliding into her virgin butt the last three inches while she screamed in joy now not pain.
"GOD YES SO FUCKING GOOD."
Jamal now slowly sliding in and out of the fat Ass of the married wife. Looking down at both of her Arse cheeks thinking they're going to look great tattooed. Yes a Queen of Spades tattoo on one of those large Ass cheeks. He then pulled out to look into her gaping wide 'O' Arsehole whilst she squirts his cum and her lady cum out of her pussy.
"PUT IT BACK FUCK MY ASS DADDY."
Jamal smiled April is definitely his slut now as he slides back inside her gaped 'O' butt hole. Now fucking April harder until is cum builds up again with each stroke. Moaning loudly as April pushes back her virgin Arse is milking Jamal's cock like a vice. Then as he thrusts his balls tightened now April's fat Ass is filled with cum. Spurt after spurt fills up her virgin butthole coating her bowels.
"Oh Daddy you shoot do much cum."
"Well I am good to go again April."
"Yes Jamal but Robert will be worried, he's not going to sleep until I get home."
"Fuck him your going to be my slut do you understand April."
"Yes I want to see you again Jamal but I do love Robert, can I explain it first before we meet again?"
"Okay April I will visit you both tomorrow in your flat in Kensington."
"You can't it will break his heart, please can I visit you again tomorrow or in the week?"
"No it will only work if your husband is on board April, you give me your address and I will show Robert how a man should treat his wife."
"Okay but don't visit until I give you the all clear Jamal."
April then gets changed gives Jamal a kiss goodbye and orders a cab home.
She gets home and Robert is waiting up for her to return. He's been worried sick and is not able to go to sleep without knowing his wife April is safe.
"Thank god April I was just about to start phoning around looking for you?"
"Really I stayed out two hours more than usual Robert and you go into a panic?"
"Yes I worry about you April is that so bad to be worried."
"Yes your 'O.T.T' all the time Robert now I am tied, I am off to bed."
April went to bed wondering how she was going to bring Jamal up to Robert. April is in bed starting to drift off to sleep when her hubby comes to bed. He gets next to April then goes underneath the bedding. He will now eat her pussy his favourite thing to do for his wife. April half asleep felt her skimpy panties moved to one side. Robert now can smell the cum inside her pussy it's dripping out from deep. It was a intoxicating scent is mouth moves closer to her puffy pussy lips.
"No Robert not tonight please I am tired." sighs april moving her legs wider.
"Mmmmmm." was roberts reply as is mouth and tongue latch onto her pussy.
His hot breath and tongue on her swollen fucked pussy feels so good. He eats with a gusto the taste drives him on. Robert is not aware of what he's now eating but it's taste is something he could get used to.
"Yes Robert keep eating my pussy.' purrs april with hubby sucking all the cum out of her swollen pussy.
To be continued...Robert serves two..???
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The story of a wife who goes clubbing with a new crop top. It leads to a night of sexual awakening with many taboos broken.
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This takes place in Kensington London.
April Thorne is a newly married twenty year old white woman. Standing at five foot six a little taller in heels with long blonde hair it's her piercing green eyes people like. Added to 36 C breasts also rather large Arse April is always hit on. When she met her Robert it wasn't long until he popped the question for her to become Mrs Thorne. He was way out of is league Robert only slightly taller at five foot eight small built a cock that is not only small it also comes with a very low sex drive. This left April with a sexless marriage until April met Jamal who's taken her mind as well.as April's body.
Now this forty year old black adonis wants to own her completely and plans to include her husband Robert. April as told Jamal her hubby is a wimp does everything that April commands including eating both holes. He will soon be in for a big shock when Jamal turns up at their Kensington flat and he will have two people to be submissive towards.
This follows on from part 1 as April's hubby is eating her cum filled pussy.
Robert is now greedily eaten the thick cum from out of his wife's pussy. It tasted good really good he wants more the deeper that he searched the more cum drips out.
"Mmmmm." robert moans eating this tasty cum from his wife's pussy.
April's knees raise and a puddle of cum is dripping out from her Arsehole inside her own hubby's mouth. Robert now laps up is second tasty load of cum. April sigh's then adds some of her lady cum before she now drifted off to sleep. Robert continued with is cum eating until he too gets tired drifting off to sleep cuddling up to his wife. He's all content and still unaware of this new tasty substance he's swallowed. Both dreaming of more to cum, April dreams about black cocks whilst Robert dreamt about eating all his wife's holes again.
The following morning at breakfast both of them are discussing the previous night.
"Wow April you've never creamed like that before it was filling all my mouth with thick cream, it's really tasty."
"Well love we need to discuss this properly shortly, I am glad you enjoyed the taste." april replied knowing what cream hubby is talking about.
"Discuss what April you know my sex drive is low, but I am really happy to eat both of your holes love."
"Well going forward you will be eating lots of yummy cream Robert, you want me to make that happen for you I will love."
"Yes that's all I am good at April." laughed robert.
"Yes your cock can't satisfy me Robert, we have had that argument many times."
Then off to work both go at the law firm as Robert heads the department giving out all orders. The mirror opposite of is home life with his wife who takes control at home. It's April in work who gets ordered about that's the opposite of her home life. April as been in work for over an hour when her mobile phone vibrated. April's received a new text message from Jamal wanting to know what her husband thinks about him visiting.
JAMAL TEXT MESSAGE-
"Hi Babe did you discuss me visiting with hubby?"
APRIL TEXT REPLY-
"No it's awkward how do I tell Robert about me cheating on him, I have some news he insisted on eating my pussy when I got home last night."
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"Wow was your pussy dripping my cum or did you clean it out April?"
APRIL TEXT REPLY-
'Yes he commented it was the best cream he's tasted Jamal, I was knackered after we were together last night so didn't clean up my pussy or Ass."
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"You mean after we fucked April, you don't worry I have plenty more cream for him too taste, give me his number I will drop him a message."
APRIL TEXT REPLY-
"No let me speak to Robert please?"
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"Look I am not asking you Apart, I am now telling you give me the wimp's number!"
APRIL TEXT REPLY-
"Please don't go destroying my relationship he's a good husband Jamal."
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"No more cock April I will find some other wife who needs my cock."
APRIL TEXT REPLY-
"Please I need that cock again Jamal, okay I will give you the number but don't upset my husband please."
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"He's a wimp April I will explain things to him gently."
They both hang up and April messages her hubby's phone number to Jamal. Worried it could destroy her marriage but she wanted that huge black cock. Yes that huge eleven inches of black pleasure she couldn't now go with out. Hopefully Jamal will explain all to Robert in a very good way or April might find herself Divorced.
Robert was in a business meeting and he's received two calls which he rejected from a unknown number. Now he's received a text from the unknown phone number.
JAMAL TEXT MESSAGE-
"Okay Robert you don't know me, your wife April give me your number, I will send over a video for you both to watch tonight?"
ROBERT TEXT REPLY-
"What the actual April gave you my number what video?"
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"Yes really watch the video with April it will all make sense Robert, I will be in touch if you want to continue."
Jamal now ends the text message and he's confident his plans will play out. Roberts's not the first married husband to happily get involved with his plans. There's been many a husband who happily watched some got very involved with more than cleaning. His next job is to post the video with same day delivery and text April back.
JAMAL TEXT MESSAGE-
"April spoke to hubby by text told him that you pair will get a video to watch together tonight."
APRIL TEXT REPLY-
"What video Jamal why would do we both have to watch i"
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"A sex porn video of black men with white women April, watch it together in bed while explaining to hubby that's what you need."
APRIL TEXT REPLY-
"Jamal I don't know if hubby will want to watch porn he's got a low sex drive."
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"I don't care promise Robert you will let him eat your pussy or Ass, when you watch it together play with his little cock, tell him it's what you want for yourself, if Robert's not happy for you to have black cock he's not going to get pussy or Ass."
APRIL TEXT REPLY-
"Okay I will try can't promise anything.'
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"Well no cock if it doesn't happen April.'
He put his phone away knowing everything is now put in place. April is all frantic what if Robert refused to watch the video. What if Robert questioned her about her infidelity how could she answer. Would she admit to fucking Jamal to him and will he accept this black man in his home or bed.
They both finished work and the ride home is really quiet. Both wanted to discuss their new found friend especially Robert. But he is such a wimp he would not want to upset April he's very suspicious about this text. Its totally come out of the blue. When they get home to Kensington a video arrived it's off Jamal with instructions to watch tonight in bed together. They both have pasta and a glass of wine together still waiting for one to ask questions.
"April who is this man you give my number to and contacted me today?"
"He's someone I met yesterday it will all come out shortly Robert." replies april now wondering how she can tell hubby robert she's cheated on him.
"Oh okay what's the video about April?" asks robert afraid to pry to much.
"He told me it's a porn video to watch in bed together Rob."
"Well that's me out April I don't watch porn it's not my thing."
"Well I thought you would say that Robert, if we watch it together you can eat my holes afterwards."
"Really you will let me eat your holes again, even after eating your pussy last night?"
"Yes Rob I promise, I will wear something sexy to bed as well."
"Okay then April I will do the washing up so you can get ready for bed."
Robert collects the dishes before doing all the washing up. April showers then gets a razor freshly shaving her pussy bald. April now selected a saucy lingerie set to shock hubby. An open cup bra that presents both of her pert 36 C cup breasts long nipple's. Stockings and suspender belt in white with a extra small G String sat between her big fat Ass. She looks like a whore other than a prim and proper housewife.
Robert comes up to bed and his jaw hit the floor his wife looked amazing. She bent at her waist to puts the video in at the end of the bed Ass on show. Her fat Ass perfectly framed in stockings and suspender belt his jaw needs picking off the floor.
"Wow April you look so hot."
"Yes and you can't get interested my love, shame your equipment doesn't satisfy me."
"Sorry love I wish things were different, but there's nothing I won't do to keep you from being happy April."
April lays down next to hubby with remote control in hand always in charge. She then removed her hubby's boxer shorts released his tiny four inch cock.
"Ohhhh." moans robert.
"It's okay Rob relax let me stroke that for you while I start the video." april softly says while stroking his tiny cock.
JAMAL'S VIDEO-
The video started up and it showed a large black man working out in a gym. He's bare chested with a really muscular physique its not showing his face. The man speaks now to a older white woman and April's pussy is dripping into her panties. It's Jamal's voice talking to the woman he offers to help with her workout.
April slowly stroking hubby's cock while he is engrossed at the video. Groaning loudly already with his wife slowly stroking is tiny cock. The black man is holding the white woman's hand they're in a different place a bedroom. The black man then dropped his trousers and boxers to the floor. All three of the whites gasped loudly at it's size. April's pussy dripping again at the sight of Jamal's eleven inch monster black cock. The white woman it must've been her first time as she soon dropped next to it. Robert could not believe a cock could get that big.
"Oh that's photo shopped it's not possible to be that big." exclaims robert.
"Yes love black cocks are much bigger and thicker than little white cocks." april sighed stroking his cock.
Robert groans but doesn't ask how April as knowledge of black cocks. The woman has the big cock inside her mouth now trying to get it all down her throat. The black man as the wife in multiple positions and she starts to squirt over her bedding.
'Oh that's nasty that woman just pissed her bed." robert cries out.
"No Rob she's just orgasmed, it's called her squirting."
They watched her in multiple positions and the black man gets up behind her. His big black cock slowly entering her tightest hole her Arsehole.
"Jesus how does that fit inside her Arse." cries out robert.
"Shush just watch it Rob, you will be really surprised how easily it fits inside." april says still stroking his cock slowly.
The video then showed both her holes full of the black man's cum dripping back out.
"God look how much cum he's fired inside, she looks old maybe can't get pregnant?"
"Yes there's pictures on the wall Robert of her family, husband and teenage daughter."
"Not looking at the wall April." sighs robert.
They both go back to watching the video it now shows another larger bedroom. There is a big difference this time there's a white man sat watching. She's getting fucked as the white man watches it looked like a big posh hotel room. Each time the black man cums the white man eats her holes both of her holes!
"Rob that's her hubby!"
"Really how do you know April?" robert asks still moaning.
"It's the same man from the picture in the bedroom Rob."
"Oh that's wild April."
Then another video started up and there's a white girl now with them it's the woman's daughter. Tells the video she's nineteen as agreed to sleep with her mother's lover. He now sleeps with the daughter while Mama is holding her hand. She's taken in lots of positions like Mama before he then takes her Anal virginity.
"Wow his cocks it's huge and it's inside her tight butthole she's just a kid." robert says.
"Shut up Rob she's a year younger than me she's not a kid."
"Well he's old enough to be her Daddy. her Mama should know better April."
"Really isn't it better that she knows that her Daughter is safe Rob."
"Okay when you put it that way April."
Now they both watched more videos the next video is older Woman with her hubby he's now wearing a cock cage. Still cleans his wife's holes but now he holds the black mans cock to his wife's pussy. Robert starts to moan and cums over his wife's hand has he watched the husband hold the big black cock to his wife's pussy.
"Like that do you Rob, yes give in to all of your desires." april softly says stroking his little cock hard again.
Robert groaning again with the older black man now fucking the teenage white girl. It then changed to the older white woman as she's getting fucked up onto her hands and knees doggy style. Husband is once again holding the big black cock now entering is wife's Arsehole. Then Robert gasps loudly he's noticed there's a tattoo on the wife's Ass. It's a Queen of Spades tattoo the very same symbol that April wore out clubbing last night.
"Look April her tattoo it's the same as your new top." moans robert.
"Yeah it's nice isn't Rob." replies april while slowly stroking his cock.
"Mmmmmm." robert's only reply.
The video changed now to a wedding the teenage white girl is dressed in a wedding dress. The black man her Dad and Mama are all there looking proud. The video then moves to a bedroom the girls husband sits at the end of the bed. The black man fucks the teenage girl still wearing her wedding dress. Then her young husband cleaned is teenage wife's pussy.
"That's so hot isn't Rob." april softly says as she slowly stroked his cock.
"Ohhhh Mmmmm." moans robert while he cums again.
April smiled and stroked his cock again as it grew hard again it's the first time in ages he's cum twice. The video changed as the black man is with Mama then her Daughter. Both husbands clean both their wife's with both in cock cages. The younger husband is regularly sucking the black man's cock as it's covered in cum. This makes Robert moan out loudly and his cock gets harder.
"Oh little Rob likes the whiteboi sucking a big black cock does he." april softly says.
"Mmmmm." moans robert.
Then April noticed the teenage wife as got a Queen of Spades tattoo on her Ass. She is exclusive to black men and all their huge black cocks. The video changed the black man is holding a pregnancy test he's only got the teenage girl pregnant.
"Jesus April he's got her pregnant." moans out robert.
"Yes her hubby isn't up to the job Rob." sigh's april.
The video changed for the last time and it's the teenage girl nearly full term pregnant. Larger breasts and with a huge belly being fucked doggy style with her old black lover taking delight with her. Robert groaned and he cums for the third time in one night.
They both fell asleep dreaming of the porn video before going to sleep. Robert is now knackered after cumming three times while he watched the black man having sex. This left April to use a vibrator to get herself too cum. Once again hubby hasn't satisfied his own wife this will change real shortly. Her phone then vibrated it's Jamal checking if they had watched his video.
JAMAL TEXT MESSAGE-
"Hi babe did you enjoy my video?"
APRIL TEXT REPLY-
"You got some explaining to do Jamal, you fucked a Mam and Daughter then you got the teenage Daughter pregnant."
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"Chill April I got enough cock to go around, her hubby couldn't get her pregnant so he asked me to help them out, now he's a Dad like he wanted."
APRIL TEXT REPLY-
"Okay that makes sense, hubby got excited when the other whiteboi sucked your cock he likes the Queen of Spades tattoos."
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"Good that's what I was hoping for, let him eat your pussy in the morning April, while he's doing it tell him you love him, then you need to drop the bombshell you will need to have black cock like you watched."
APRIL TEXT REPLY-
"What if he refuses?"
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"No more pussy and tell him this way there will be no chance you would leave him, this works all the time, other husbands like that video were afraid of losing their wife's, then both wanted to watch at first. both became pussy free with their cocks locked away, as both craved the taste of my cum, the other younger husband is secretly Gay he loved sucking my cock from his wife's pussy."
APRIL TEXT REPLY-
"Yeah I noticed and Robert got very excited at that maybe hubby is a cock sucker too."
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"Okay April in the morning follow my plan to the letter and hubby will get a text later from myself asking what is answer is."
Jamal stopped texting and April snuggled into hubby going back off to sleep. Both all contented and very happy now will Robert play along or will he throw is toys out of the pram. Morning soon come around with the video fresh on both young minds. April has her orders off Jamal she got to work on her hubby straight away. Spreading her legs all widely her pussy dripping thinking about all what they watched on video.
April passionately kissed Robert slipping a tongue in deeply to his mouth. Then April's hands push him down her body Robert got the message. He's soon eating pussy while April holds the back of is head holding him tightly into her pussy. He's got some uses a credit card a good cleaner. This is what he now excels in cleaning her holes is tongue probing deeply. Her pussy dripping inside his mouth while April moans away. Now it's the make or break up moment.
"Love did you enjoy that video."
"Mmmmm yes April." replies robert whilst he's eating her pussy.
"Well that man that contacted you Robert yesterday is the man in the video." moans april.
"Mmmm really what's the deal." robert now replied while still eating her pussy.
"Well he wants to come around and do that to me just like the video." moans april.
'No you can't cheat on me April." cries out robert who now stopped eating pussy.
"It's not cheating Rob if you know about it, please I beg it will make my love for you so much stronger."
"No it's still cheating you can't April."
"Look your cock doesn't match up to that huge black cock Rob, you say yourself that your not interested in sex, please one little thing for your wife, I will love you more."
"No it's not for discussion April it's a no."
"Okay I have been honest with you Robert, I could've gone behind your back, but no I am honest you refuse, No more pussy for you anymore and don't be surprised if we end up separating."
April then angrily pushed her little hubby all off her and goes to storm out of bed. Then her hubby started to sob and cry loudly.
"No please don't leave me, please I can't live without you April." cried robert.
"Well tough you should've thought about it, you won't satisfy me I will find somebody to satisfy me and you won't be involved."
"Okay April you win I can't risk losing you, please don't leave me, will he come here so it's not behind my back please."
"Yes Jamal will come here Rob you can do what the other husbands did in the video, please watch you might learn something."
"Jamal you know his name what else do you know about this stranger April."
"Stop being jealous Rob, okay he lives in Brixton he's forty as an eleven inch huge black cock is that enough information only three times the size of your little pee wee."
"Fuck he's older than your old man April, did you measure his cock." complains rob.
"Well more experience Robert look are you sure we can go ahead with this?"


"Yes I haven't got much choice love."
"Okay thank you I love you Rob more than you realise, maybe he's free tonight."
"Yeah maybe or he's fucking someone else April I hope we don't regret this."
"No it's what's been missing in our lives a proper sex life." gushes april as rob eats her pussy again.
After hubby spent an age eating his wife's wet pussy they both have breakfast then go off to the law firm. Robert as a meeting and April as filling to get on with. Robert is in is meeting when his phone vibrates it's off the same number as yesterday. He then finishes the meeting before getting out his phone to reply
JAMAL TEXT MESSAGE-
"Hello Rob hope you enjoyed the video last night, has April spoken to you what's your answer?"
ROBERT TEXT REPLY-
"Yes my wife's spoken to me, are you trying to spilt us up or something, Jamal or what ever you're name is."
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"No absolutely not you sound angry about things, you need to chill Rob it's just your wife getting the happiness she deserves."
ROBERT TEXT REPLY-
"What the fuck do you know about my wife and her happiness."
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"Okay this is not going anywhere just a Yes ot a No Robert."
ROBERT TEXT REPLY-
"Yes I only want April to be happy."
JAMAL TEXT REPLY-
"Good tell April I will visit tonight after six."
Jamal stopped messaging and Robert goes back to work. The day flies by they're now driving home together. First there's silence then Robert speaks up to April.
"Love your lover messaged me today."
"What did I say Rob?"
"He's coming to visit you after six tonight."
"Quick put your foot down Rob it only gives me an hour to get ready for him."
"Do you really after go through with this?"
"Yes Rob if you love me you will support me do you understand."
"Yes April I only want what's best for you."
They get home Rob cleans around April is getting ready for her black lover. A shower first followed by a shave of her pussy then a sexy see through black baby doll with a black G String no bra. She looked great to Robert his cock grows hard looking at her but knowing he's not able to satisfy her.
APRIL UNDERSTANDING-
Well I didn't want to cheat on Robert he's a ideal husband he gives me everything. The only thing he couldn't give me was the sex I wanted. His sex drive was practically zero he's only happy to eat my holes lets not go there about his cock. Four inches if your all lucky and that barely got hard ever. Then I met Jamal eleven huge black inches of big black cock he knows how to use it. That's all there's too say the minute he enters my pussy it belonged to him. Then he decided to enter my Ass that also belongs to him. If husband wants to be part of my life he will learn to accept it and by all means he can get involved.
ROBERT UNDERSTANDING-
My April I love her I can't lose her I won't lose her. If I have to allow a old black man to fuck her to keep her that's a price I want to pay. Truthfully the video I watched is the best sex I have ever witnessed. The size of his cock god it's huge and when he fucked those women he was like a machine. Their husband's were in awe of him they couldn't compete just like myself. I got really horny thinking about eating cum out of my wife's freshly fucked holes. I would be willing to hold his cock up to April's holes maybe just maybe suck it clean like that husband. That girl getting pregnant also was hot that was the wildest thing I have ever seen.
Then a knock at the door Jamal as finally turned up to claim April off Robert.
To be continued...???
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Introduction
Welcome to the conclusion of Destination Hedonism: Photo Shoot. This story follows on from where that chapter ended.
You may of discovered this story by itself. If you would like to read the other chapters that lead up to these events it may help you understand what is happening in the lives of the four women.
But for those of you who wish to just read here is a quick rundown of what's happened.
Summer and Rosie Watkins, two sisters head to Jamaica for a holiday at Hedonism, an adult resort. Both enjoy being sexually free, Summer being a queen of spades especially loves black guys.
A Jamaican gang hears of the pairs exploits on the flight to Jamaica. With the help of a local drink called Taboo which acts as an aphrodisiac and makes women feel extremely horny, they plan to sexually exploit women.
They gang also had two other women they were about to blackmail. Lucy, a middle aged woman who had travelled to the resort with her cuck husband and Katie an 18 year old American with a 'Black Daddy' who had been one of her teachers.
Each woman has been given there own OnlyFans page and a new name to go with it.
Summer became Sinderella
Rosie became Red Riding Hood (Her hair now dyed scarlet red)
Lucy became Slut Wife
And Katie became Ice Ice Baby
Each had been told they would take part in a photo shoot. Each told they would be having photo's taken of them naked. If they didn't comply then there secret lives would be released. During the photo shoot each was given a collar with their new names on.
As each collar locked in place they didn't realise there was no key to the lock. They were now collared by the gang. The photo shoot continued. The Taboo drink had been flowing. They were horny, needy, uninhibited, ready for anything.
--------------♤-------------♤--------------
It was meant to be a photo shoot, but once the four women were naked, it had turned into more of an orgy. All four were horny and hungry for big black cocks. Luckily, there were enough to go around.
At the start, the women had stripped, and the guys enjoyed taking pictures of their naked bodies. But as soon as legs were spread, it was like an invitation. Whether it was to insert toys or cocks, holes were quickly filled.
All four had enjoyed some more Taboo tried on various outfits before stripping off again. Did they really need to feel hornier from the drink? They were natural sluts, all ready for big cocks. Being blackmailed into sexual exploitation? Right now, it appeared that they were just cock hungry women.
Summer attracted the first cocks. They knew she wouldn't say no, with a queen of spades tattoo on the small of her back. Her hands reaching for cocks, stroking them. Her lips sliding around them. Going from one to the next. Four became five became six. Hands reaching out and touching her body. Feeling her beautiful white skin. Those lush breasts, manhandled. But she didn't ask them to stop. Not even as they pulled her legs apart to feel that white cunt.
Summer was happy being touched. It was always a turn-on for her. Fingers invading her body. Slapped and squeezed. Trying to get to every cock, having a taste of each one. Just the prequel. Taking all these cocks for herself was the only thought in her head. Already cum stained. Now she needed cocks filling her holes.
Rosie had seen enough of her sister feasting on cocks. She had been quite happy showing off her body for the camera. Those 40DD tits attracted a lot of cameras, plus the new red hair, making her a fiery vixen. Her natural self wanted to pose; seeing her sister made her natural self want to be doing the same. Anything her little sister could do, she could do better.
A leash was attached to her collar, and Rosie was being led. Gone was the dominant miss. Across the hall to the bar scene. By the time she reached the 'bar', she had 5 black men around her. Four ready to fuck her, one ready to catch it all on video camera.
Normally, it was her holding the leash, but this time it felt so good having five black guys around her. Watching her walk across the floor. Rosie strutted proudly. Reaching the bar, there were now hard cocks waiting to be set free.
The guy holding Rosie's leash ordered her to kneel. Unlike Summer, Rosie hadn't experienced the dominant side of black guys. She had always been the fuckable princess to Summer's slave slut.
Told to open her mouth, she did as she was told as he unzipped his flies and pulled out his black cock. Rosie opened her mouth wider as he slid his cock into her mouth. Looking up at him. It was damn big, filling her mouth, now hitting her throat.
Rosie had enjoyed a lot of big cocks before and knew how to take them down her throat.
'Well, look at you, talented little white bitch, boys were gonna have fun with this one." He continued to fuck his cock into Rosie's mouth. The camera zoomed in on the action. Live streaming.
Other cocks being pulled out, all wanting to get use of Rosie. The first cock was replaced with a second; again, Rosie was face fucked. The look on her face was one of enjoyment. Sat on her knees, cocks all around her.
The next guy stepped up as the second pulled out. He decided to slap his cock against Rosie's face, while she still had her mouth open, waiting for it. The slaps on her face could be heard on the camera. Instead of placing his cock in her mouth, he held it up and dropped his balls into her mouth.
Rosie opened wide, letting them drop in. Her tongue exploring around the balls. His cock now resting on her face.
"Yeah, look at the slut, she's gonna worship everything black. That's it, girl, lick those balls." One of the other guys commented.
"What a dirty bitch, you're gonna be a black cock whore like your sister. You'll worship all black cock, all black men." Another commented.
As the guy lifted his balls out of her mouth, he rested them on Rosie's chin, coating it in her own saliva. Now her tongue was out licking along the cock, her lips kissing it, at times. Wrapping her lips around it, this time she was taking it into her mouth, working it deeper and deeper.
This time, the cock was down her throat of her own accord. Three cocks glistening, a fourth stepped forward, and soon that was being looked after by Rosie's mouth. The next question was how were they going to enjoy the rest of Rosie.
Lucy and Katie were in the set that looked like one of the villas. Sat next to one another on the sofa, looking at several black men undressing, ready to have their way with what appeared on the surface to be a mother and stepdaughter. Both were enjoying looking at the bodies in front of them, commenting on the size of the cocks.
In return, the guys were telling them to wait till they feel it inside them. Lucy asked her daughter to choose one and inviting him over.
Lucy took hold of it at the base of the cock, "Come forward, darling, don't be scared of it, I know it's big, but you will be able to take it." She said to Karie.
Katie wrapped her lips around the big cock head and slid it in. Katie was no innocent 18-year-old; like all the other three women, she had been chosen for her sexual expertise. A daddy's girl, but he was a big black daddy who had made sure she knew how to handle a cock.
Lucy looked on, "My turn." Katie slid the cock back out the four inches it had been in her mouth. Glistening away.
"Your turn, mum." Katie teased. She placed her hand at the base of the cock, replacing Lucy's.
Lucy wasn't hesitant to get her lips around another cock. Stretching her mouth wide, taking it in. Not just one inch, but straight away three, not to be outdone. Soon sinking past where Katie had got to. Soon, taking 6 or 7 inches.
A second guy appeared. Katie saw her chance to have more. Let go of one cock and grabbed the next. Soon she was matching Lucy for depth and pace. Taking in the black cock like a seasoned pro, not just an eighteen-year-old.
She had learnt fast when she finally became Daddy's little girl how to please his cock. Now pleasing more black cocks to keep their secret. But Daddy would be proud of her. Swallowing almost the whole length. Next to her, Lucy doing the same.
Lucy had come across black cock late, but once she had one, she couldn't resist more. Her husband became redundant for all her sexual purposes. Now she was in heaven, surrounded by black cocks.
A third guy appeared between the two others. Who would be the first to taste this one? They glanced across at one another. Both slid their lips back to the head of the cock they were working on. Took hold of it in their hand and started stroking them. Their mouths both headed for the new cock. Each took a side and slid their lips and tongue along a side.
The guy had two women treating his black cock with their lips. As if they were worshipping it. This time, two cameras were catching the action for streaming. One focused on Katie, the other on Lucy. But clearly, it could be seen that they were working together for the pleasure of these men.
Lucy was the first to break from enjoying licking and sucking the side of his cock. She went and sucked his cock head. Katie, with less room to manoeuvre, headed for his balls.
"That's it, girls, you look after Daddy." He let them know.
Lucy happily sucked away on him till Katie appeared again for her turn.
"You two really know how to share like a good mother and daughter should." He told them.
Summer had already got her guys hard and horny, ready to fuck her, and her pussy was more than ready. Not just her pussy.
Fingers had explored her body, touching every part. This beautiful white British slut was irresistible. Her appetite insatiable. If there had been 10 black guys, she would have worked her way through them. Not one by one. She was more than willing to have more than one cock at a time.
Many fingers had already explored her soaking pussy; often, the next stop was her little white asshole. While her pussy was taking three or four fingers from a guy, her ass started with two fingers coated in pussy juices pushing into it. Then a third would go in. Stretching her nasty white holes.
But the sensations were exactly what Summer wanted. She loved the feeling of a guy taking control of her. Here she was with multiple guys doing as they wished with her. Ready to fuck her cunt. Making her ass stretched so she could take their huge cocks in their to.
It wouldn't be the first time she had two cocks in her at once. If only they knew she had begged for it on many occasions and recieved it.
Again, her holes were left empty 7 fingers freeing themselves. Summer was feeling more than ready for a cock.
"So who gets first go of me, because I'm fucking horny and need a cock in me right now." Summer told them. The look in her eyes told all of them she meant it.
Up stepped a very well-built, well-hung guy. His cock was probably the biggest of the group, thickest and longest. If anyone was going to make her stretched beyond her limits, it was going to be him.
But this wasn't any normal woman he was about to take. Summer stepped up to meet him. Reaching for his cock. She never backed away from a black cock. This was what she craved.
"Gonna fuck me with that? Yes, of course you are. But are you going to fuck my cunt or my ass and leave them gaping." Summer confidently said.
A whoop went up, this one was feisty, confident and ready for anything.
"So you're confident that this won't rip you in two. That you can take it all. I reckon a porn star would have trouble taking it." He said in his thick Jamaican accent.
"Well, it's damn lucky you're fucking me then. Today I am your porn star." Summer looked at the camera and then pushed the guy back. "Lay yourself down on that padded bench." She instructed.
The padded bench Summer had earlier rested on, she was now about to fuck on.
The camera floated between Summer and the size of the guy's cock. Comments coming in on the Sinderella OnlyFans page on whether she could really take that.
There was only one person who really knew, and that was Summer herself. At one of her boyfriend's more wild parties, she had fucked herself with an 'extreme dildo' the size of a horse. Here she was taking a cock equally as big.
As the guy lay on the padded bench, Summer climbed above him. The bench wide enough for her to straddle him, kneeling. She had him lie so his ass was on the edge of the bench, she was on all fours above him and her feet were dangling off.
His cock was fully erect, pressing against her belly. Just by this, she could tell how deep he was going to go, and add the thickness. Summer rose up, his cock now directly above her whole body, ready to lower herself down on it. Ready or not, here it came. Gripping it, her fingers nowhere near all the way around it, she held it in place.
That feeling when a cock pushes into your pussy, feeling the stretch around it. Was the elastic ready to snap? She felt the stretch, still it kept going, a little scream, how much bigger, and finally she was sliding down, it was like twice the size of a white cocks
She slowly lowered herself down four or five inches. She remembered that dildo. This was the real thing, as she felt a thrust. 5 inches became 7 just like that. Stretching Summer inside.
"OK, you're fucking big, let me have it." Summer wasn't backing down.
She didn't need to sink down further as he thrust his cock deeper up into her. But to feel comfortable, she did sink down on it. Hitting places not many cocks had hit before.
The OnlyFans comments were going wild. The comments from the guys who stood behind her watching in reality. The number of people watching the streams growing by the minute.
The gang in Kingston couldn't believe their eyes. They had blackmailed others before, but these 4 women were gold. Plans put in place were having to be changed because these women were more sexually free and willing. Exploiting them, or just letting them be their natural selves. Yes, the drink helped bring them to a sexual high from which they didn't come down.
The thought of her boyfriend pushed Summer to take the huge cock. Finding him, becoming his queen of spades. Worshipping his cock, his sub. Serving his friends. Even when having the tattoo, she enjoyed black cocks. Now she was being fucked by the biggest real cock she had ever had. Dwayne would be proud of her. Dwayne would have probably come up behind her and slipped his cock in her arse.
Now Summer was growing used to the cock inside her. Looking down at the guy below her. "Now use it, fuck me hard. I'll take it all, GIVE IT TO ME."
He looked up at Summer, begging for his cock. Begging to be fucked by his huge cock. Most women were screaming at the size. Now this British slut just asked him to fuck her hard. His hands went onto her shoulders. Holding her so every time he thrust, she didn't move forward. Held in place, taking it all.
Taking 'The Almighty' as he was known to his friends. She was sat on it. All of it. She had finally taken all of it. Stretched, full, taking it, wanting more. Looking back at the guys watching. The thought of Dwayne.
"One of you fill my arse, please." Summer begged.
The others couldn't believe she was taking all of the cock let alone wanting to be double penetrated.
The comments online flowed. If her sister could see her taking it. But she was busy with her own guys across the room.
That's when she took another cock pushed at her arsehole. Stretched from being fingered earlier. No lube, no spit, just being forced in again, her body came down riding that cock.
Her arse opening as the cock pushed in. Again stretching, nothing compared to her cunt, but still. "Oh god, that's it fuck me. I want it all."
Then she felt another pair of hands on her shoulders. The cock filling her arse thrust harder. This guy was keen to fill her. The pair of cocks rubbing through the thin wall. It felt insane.
Screams of pleasure as both cocks thrust inside. Throwing her head round, her hair flying. This felt amazing. Was it a performance for the camera? This was pure pleasure, this was Summer enjoying herself.
The feelings flowing through her body, filling her brain. Two cocks pounding away. Feeling so good. Summer's body exploding in ecstasy, moans of pleasure. She couldn't help herself. The feelings inside were driving her to an almighty climax.
The camera was catching every moment of her orgasm. Both cocks buried deep. Suddenly, an explosion. Cum filling her arse. Then, finally, the guy in Summer's cunt. Summer held in place as both guys started filling her with cum.
"Oh God, yes, fill me with your cum. Oh God, it feels amazing," It was as if Summer was addicted. The way she begged for them to fill her. She couldn't get enough. Her moans of pleasure. "Yes, oh yes!"
Her cries just encouraged the guys to pump every drop of cum into her. Impaled on two cocks, not for the first time, but this time she had never felt so full. Still, she tried to milk every drop out of them.
Finally, the guy in her arse pulled out, leaving her gaping. Summer lay down on top of the guy on the bench. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her.
"No one's ever taken that much, you're quite something," He told her. "You're the first woman who could cope with my size."
"I'm telling you now, even if any of their cocks fuck me, they will feel tiny compared to you." Summer whispered to him. Panting, out of breath. Slowly pulling herself off of it, inch by inch.
When finally the last couple of inches came out, all Summer could feel was her gaping cunt. To the camera (which was now behind her, filming her extracting herself) qthere were two stretched holes, one more stretched than the other.
"Thank you." Summer said before kissing him. Sliding backwards off the bench onto the floor, finding her feet, her hands still resting on either side of him on the bench. Looking down at what she had taken. Cum started dripping out of her, onto her thighs and down her legs.
Bent over, Summer started to lick her juices off his cock, appreciating what had just cum inside her. As she did, another guy stepped forward and started pushing his cock in her arse. She looked back.
The look wasn't to say what are you doing. Instead, she wanted to see who was taking her next. She pushed her arse back as he pushed in. Right now, she was an anal slut. Taking it. The guy on the bench sat up. She returned to worshipping his cock as the guy behind her started picking up the pace.
"Honestly, my boyfriend's big, but you put him to shame." Summer told him as she held the monster in her what looked like tiny hand. Rocking back on the cock filling her arse. Her appetite for black cock insatiable. When he came, she asked for another. Again, her arse was filled, the guy gripping her hips and spanking her arse. It only made Summer thrust her arse back, fucking him back. The pain was her pleasure, her encouragement.
"Sinderella," The guy on the bench spoke again as he watched the beautiful brunette take a third cock in her arse. "The name suits you. You are one piece of woman, you really are a queen of spades ♠️you deserve every cock on this island."
Summer winked at him. "Hopefully, I will have this again." She slapped her own face with the slightly soft monster cock. It was still big enough.
Over in Kingston, the gang were already editing highlights from the stream.
"Did you hear what she said about her boyfriend?" Kevin turned and asked the group. Others were watching and editing the other women.
"Do we have her boyfriend's email?" he asked. "Only she just said that the cock she just fucked would put her boyfriend to shame."


"Are you thinking of sending him a highlights package of his white girlfriend?" Marlon replied.
"Yeah, showing him that she will come back as a porn star for him. Let him watch her. Watch her being taken by cocks bigger than his. She might not want to go back." Kevin commented.
"She's got a lot of black guys on her Facebook and Snap. Maybe we should send them all an invite. She seems proud to be a queen of spades." Said Courtney.
The talk continued as they watched the action. Summer had managed to move the guy off the padded bench and was now lying on it with her legs held up in the air. She was now taking yet another cock. She must have taken another load in her arse, but still she wanted more.
Rosie was making good use of the pool table. At first, she wanted to show how flexible she was by assuming a position on it. She climbed on it face down and spread her legs along one end of the table as if she were doing the splits. The first guy stepped up (Melvin). Perfectly positioned for a cock to slide into her from behind.
Melvin had a different plan first. Rosie had been sucking cocks. Now he wanted to lick her beautiful pussy. He knelt behind her, and suddenly she felt his tongue lapping at her pussy.
"Oh yes, that feels so good," Rosie, being pleasured by a Melvin's tongue. "Oh God, keep that up." Her moans spurred him on.
His hands were placed firmly on her buttocks, squeezing them. Rosie thought tonight had been about pleasuring all the guys, but here she was having her own. She was so close.
And then he stopped.
"No, please don't stop, I'm so close," Rosie begged.
She then felt his cock at the entrance of her pussy. Pushing into her. Legs spread wide, it was easy to slide in. For Rosie, it felt so nice, but she had been so close. His cock slid in and out of a very wet pussy.
He didn't fuck her hard, just slowly at first. This allowed her body to come back down from the edge of orgasm, and only then did he start fucking her faster. Bringing her back up again. The moans, the cries of pleasure as his cock filled her pussy.
Caught on camera, for Red Ridding Hood's OnlyFans. Rosie was proving popular with her massive tits, her willingness for cock, and her dominance over her sister.
Naturally, she loved sex, but now the gang had forced her to be a total slut or be exposed. Nursery Nurses don't normally like taking multiple cocks or playing with their sisters. But Rosie was a kinky bitch.
Now, combined with the effect of the Taboo drink, her inhibitions were completely gone. She didn't care who heard her.
Melvin reacted to the moans by thrusting his cock in harder, deeper, faster. The pleasure grew for both; this time, Rosie wasn't holding back, and Melvin didn't hold back either.
This time Rosie managed to cum. The fact that she had been so close earlier just made the moment more intense. Summer had told her about Dwayne making her edge, and then when she was next allowed to cum, it was tremendous. Now it was Rosie's time to experience the feelings.
The new intensity of the orgasmic release turned Rosie wild. Added to that was Melvin cumming the shrieks of pleasure that came from Rosie were unlike any she had experienced before.
Fucked so deeply from the position she was in, she could not contain herself as she lay on the pool table. And then his cock pulled out.
Empty.
Rosie turned back to the guys, "Whose next?"
There was no doubt in her mind that she needed more, and she was going to have more.
Rosie brought her legs together and crawled onto the pool table. Her arse up, head down.
"I'm waiting for that next big cock to fuck me, who's it going to be?" She asked.
Joseph was the next to step up. Climb up on the pool table and kneel behind her. Positioning himself right behind her. He rested his cock on her arse. This only prompted Rosie to wiggle her arse more.
In turn, Joseph slapped his cock on Rosie's butt. "Big enough for you?" he asked.
"Yeah, slide it fucking in," was Rosie's immediate response. "Oh, Ineed your cock in me."
Invitation accepted, Joseph put his cock to the entrance of Rosie's pussy and pushed forward, sliding in with ease. Rosie's pussy so welcoming.
"Oh yeah, you little red slut. Keep that arse up for me." Joseph started pumping his cock into her. Rosie was gripping the edge of the pool table now. Moans again coming from her.
But this soon stopped when a cock was placed in front of her as well. Did she offer to take it, or was it slid into her mouth? Either way, she was taking it.
Taking it from both ends. Sucking and fucking. To the camera, it looked like she couldn't get enough. The reality was that she could take plenty more; she was only getting started. Arse up, head down, happily being spit-roasted.
Thrusts filling her. Hungry to take it. Gagging on the cock being thrust in her mouth. The camera then switching back to her pussy. Taking every inch at both ends.
Hands holding her head. Big black fingers in amongst Rosie's red hair. Suddenly, the guy pulled out, and his cock started spraying cum onto Rosie's face. Her mouth opens, catching ribbons of cum. Being splattered all over her face.
Rosie didn't bat an eyelid at being covered in cum, didn't try to wipe it off. Just let it cling to her face as she took Joseph. It wasn't long before he was filling Rosie's pussy again, adding his load of cum to the cum already in there.
But it wasn't going to stop there. As Joseph pulled out, Rosie's pussy dripped cum onto the pool table. There were calls for her to lick up her mess.
On all fours, she turned around and started licking up the cum off the cloth. Her appetite for cum also insatiable.
Cries from around the pool table of "You dirty bitch" and "Look at the cumwhore."
Then Azariah stepped forward, "You want more, lay down, let me have you next."
Within seconds, Rosie lay on the pool table, her hair in the spot where she had just licked the cum, her ass on the edge of the pool table. Azariah lifted up her legs and held them so they went over his shoulders. He entered Rosie. The next in a long line who would enjoy that pussy.
Holding her legs, pumping away into her. Watching her big tits sway with every thrust. It was clear to see from Rosie's cum covered face that she wanted this, wanting more. She couldn't stop herself from fucking.
Summer's big sister, once she had found sexual pleasure, found it was something she enjoyed. She shared moments with her sister. Told her of experiences, even fucked in the same room as her. The pair talked about what they had done. It wasn't a competition, but the stories got kinkier over time. Drinking together, horny they had even experimented together. Now in the same large room, both taking cocks for fun.
Gangbang girls? Porn stars? Total Sluts? Cumwhores! All of these were true right now as the cameras filmed each of the women. Each collared, each so horny from drinking the taboo, they were now willing to take so many cocks.
Lying there, Rosie encouraged Azariah to fuck her and fill her. "Oh yes, that's it, your cock feels so good inside me. Fuck me, Fuck me, this needy white girl, let me have it all."
Before she arrived on the holiday, she hadn't been a BBC whore. Now it seemed that she couldn't get enough, just like her sister.
Rosie lay on the pool table. Each time he thrust into her, it felt so good. She wasn't just lying there letting them fuck her. Rosie was enjoying it, thrusting back when she could or verbally encouraging them.
Rosie felt Azariah's hands grip her legs tighter. She knew he was about to cum. She looked up at him. "Go on, that's it, I'm ready for it."
Again, the thrusts were deep and hard. These cocks were bigger than the ones she experienced back home in England. His hands gripped so tight, so powerful and then another explosion deep inside Rosie. Cum filling her, coating her insides.
Over with Lucy and Katie, there was more action being filmed, having enjoyed getting all the cocks hard, they were ready for more.
Katie stood between two black guys, while Lucy was on the couch, kissing one guy and being touched by another.
Suddenly, Carlton took hold of Katie. His arms sliding between her legs, under and up onto her ass, Katie spread her legs. Lifting her, his mate Usain held her back as he lifted her higher, allowing Katie to swing both her legs over Carlton's shoulders. His hands were gripping her arse, holding her in place. His face buried into Katie's bald pussy. His tongue tasted her as soon as it was there to have.
Even Lucy broke off the kiss to look up and see Katie held aloft. Watching her have her pussy licked. It was obvious that that was what Carlton was doing. The moans coming from Katie as she held onto his head.
Lifting her, having her on his shoulders. That eighteen-year-old pussy right in front of him. Just inches from his lips. It looked amazing close up.
Leaning forward, his tongue met the lovely, soft white skin of the American teen. Flicking in between her pussy lips. His tongue pushing in, exploring, parting the lips. Sweet juices on the tip of his tongue. His tongue pushed deeper in. Finding Katie's clit.
Circling round it, causing Katie to moan from up on high. Flicking over it, her daddy had entertained her clit like this before, but not on his shoulders. This was a rush.
9ft high and being eaten, my god, the feeling was so good she suddenly swayed backwards. Only to be caught by Usain. Carlton adjusted his hands as Usain started to lower her down, holding her safe.
Safe but now upside down. Katie's legs were still over Carlton's shoulders, but now extended out, trying to counterbalance herself. Still having her pussy treated to that tongue. Now her head was hanging down at crotch level, and Usain took advantage of this by putting his cock towards her mouth.
Katie's mouth opened, welcomed it and took it in. Back to sucking on it, but now from upside down. The camera tried to capture everything that was going on. The OnlyFans comments were about her flexibility and her need for black cocks.
Hanging upside down, she was still sucking Usain's cock as if she were on her knees. Both men had a good grip on her, allowing her to give and receive that oral satisfaction.
Lucy watched on from the sofa, a cock in each hand. Her legs being spread open, and fingers exploring her bald pussy. The first time she had her pussy like this after being waxed at the spa. Her skin so sensitive to the touch. But having two big black hands (One from each guy) roaming around her thighs and pussy felt so nice. Leaning back, relaxing, watching Katie in action.
The guys leaning in and enjoying Lucy's tits. An older woman, but still so sexually attractive. So sexually active. A woman with needs. Those needs were sitting on either side of her. Two big black cocks.
Watching Katie sucking and being licked just made Lucy hornier. "So whose first to fuck me?"
Nathano looked across to Tyrone. "Get on your knees, love." He said to Lucy, he decided he was getting in before Tyrone.
Lucy climbed off the sofa and got on her knees. Nathano got up and knelt behind her. His cock met Lucy's pussy. Tyrone repositioned himself on the sofa and pushed Lucy's head down so her lips met his dick. Her lips wrapped around it as she met it. At the same time, she was taken from behind.
This is what she had come to the island for. But she didn't think there would be guys blackmailing her to do it. To protect her husband's reputation. She was happy to have black cock. Now she was collared and being filmed having black cock.
"Yes, mumma, you got a fine shape to you. What a rump, and lovely tities. You and your daughter, look at her, athletic, and you're greedy for it." Nathano said as he repeatedly thrust into Lucy.
His constant pounding pushing her forward. Not that she wasn't taking all of Tyrone's cock. Spit roasted, and as happy as a pig in mud.
Trying not to make Tyrone cum, but keep him near just so he would fuck her as well. The feel of those black cocks filling her was just what she needed.
And then Nathano gripped her hips. It was time for him to fill her pussy. His body slapping against her arse as he thrust his cock in as deep and as fast as he could. Pulling out and releasing the next thrust into Lucy. Pounding away until finally his cock spurted his cum inside.
Lucy took it all.
Slowing down, his cock and balls drained into Lucy. Tyrone lifted Lucy to her feet. He sat back down on the sofa and pulled Lucy on top of him, her back now against his chest. Her pussy was ready for another. His cock slid in as she straddled him.
Katie was being lowered down to the floor, having enjoyed Carlton's tongue and Usain's cock. Now she was on her hands and knees.
"Look at your mother, she's up for anything, get your tongue in there and show her how you just felt," Carlton said.
Katie crawled over inches from where Lucy sat riding Tyrone's cock. Both watching her crawl towards them, and then Lucy felt Katie's tongue. Seconds later, Katie felt Carlton's cock entering her soaked pussy from behind.
This time, it was Katie who lurched forward on the incoming cock. Her face was now right at Lucy's pussy, watching it rhythmically fuck as she bounced up and down on Tyrone's big black cock. Both Lucy and Tyrone looking down at Katie. Katie licked both cock and pussy while she was fucked from behind.
Eventually, the attention became too much for Lucy. Her orgasm ripped through her. Behind her, Tyrone then knew it was time to fill her, unloading all his cum.
The domino effect meant Carlton's thrusts became rapid like a machine gun. Finally, he sprayed his bullets inside Katie's pussy. Driving Katie insane. Her orgasm multiplying, her tongue working harder. Lucy's extended orgasm continued through her body thanks to Katie's tongue.
Once Carlton pulled out, Usain wanted his turn with Katie.
"Come here, girlie. Leave your mamma's pussy alone and let me enjoy your body." Usain said.
Having been sucking him off (upside down), she thought that it was only right that she now felt that cock between her legs. She got up and walked over to him. He pulled her close to him, feeling her young body.
Then, taking her hand, leading her to the kitchen area. The breakfast bar looked out towards the living room part of the set.
Usain pushed Katie over the breakfast bar. "Let your mother see and hear what a dirty girl you are." He told her.
She looked out to where Lucy was. Spreading her legs, she felt Usain's cock slide into her pussy. She moaned out loud. "Oh yes, your cock feels so good inside me. Fuck me, please."
He took hold of her pig tails and pulled them, pulling her head back. A little scream, she had been fucked like this before. "That's it, daddy, take control of me as you fuck me, let mommy watch you using me."
Usain didn't need any more encouragement. His cock thrusting inside Katie. Now her moans filled the room. Lucy had turned around and was now kneeling on the sofa watching her 'daughter' being fucked. Her ass sticking out. It wasn't meant to be an invitation for another cock, but Lucy felt another cock entering her. She didn't know who, but she felt it enter.
Just watching Katie, not even looking back, she started fucking the cock that entered her. Rocking her arse back, meeting every thrust. Feeling exactly what Katie was feeling. Her hands were gripping the top of the sofa, and then a pair of hands were holding her tits.
Katie was pushing her ass back, taking all of Usain's black cock. She could feel he was ready to fill her. "Yes, Daddy, that's it, I need your cum. Fill me again. Let mommy see what a good girl I am."
With those words ringing in his ears, Usain thrust harder, making Katie moan long and hard, as she felt him fill her with yet more cum. "Yes, Daddy, that was wonderful." She told Usain.
The cameras kept filming everything that was happening so that it was streamed to the masses watching the four women on OnlyFans.
Within seconds, Katie was pulled round, lifted and placed on the kitchen counter, her legs spread, the next cock driving straight into her. She didn't complain; in fact, she needed more.
All of the women couldn't get enough black cock. Each continued fucking and sucking. Taking cum in all three holes. The guys were wandering around enjoying each of the girls.
Cum leaking from orifices. It was time to finish up. One last blast? The four women on their knees, back in the bar, each with a black cock in their hand, their mouths helping. But this last cum wasn't to be swallowed but worn. Each guy in front of them would cum over them. Wherever they liked. Face or tits or both. No wiping it off. Four cum Queens.
When a guy cum he would step aside and the next would step forward. Taking cum load after cum load. Faces covered. Tits glistening. Sticky eyes, even hair cum covered.. one last photo of each. The cum drying on. Chains put on their collars. Led out of the building naked, except for the cum.
Lucy returned to her husband, walking to her villa. Her master led her to the door, opening it and leading her in to find her husband sitting on a sofa similar to the one she had been fucked on many times earlier.
"You should be proud of your wife, she serves black cocks very well. I will let her tell you." Her master said to her husband.
"Oh, they are so much bigger than you. I loved it, black cock after black cock. Looking at the state of me. I lost count of how many cocks I fucked." Lucy told her husband.
He could have told her because he had watched his wife on the OnlyFans stream. His little cock in his hand, watching her take load after load.
Lucy started telling him all about it. He could visualise everything all over again.
Katie was led back to her villa, where she was met by her older black lover. "Hi, Daddy." She said as she walked in, and he took the leash.
"Well, don't you look well used," He commented. "Now get on your knees and look after Daddy's cock."
Within seconds, Katie was on her knees. Within minutes, Daddy was making sure he fucked his little girl as well.
Summer and Rosie were both on their leashes, but instead of being led, they were in front of their masters. Proudly cum covered walking through the resort. The warmth of the evening dried the cum on their bodies. Watching the sisters strut ahead made the guys holding their leashes horny again.
Both with beautiful bodies, wonderful flowing hair, but their eyes were fixated on the rounded asses. Both had fantastic curves.
There was no way that the two guys weren't going to have one last fuck of these two. Entering the bedroom with them. Instead of having one on each bed, they told them to lie side by side, legs up in the air. Both being fucked next to one another. Both enjoying one last cock for the evening, one last filling.
Finally, all four women lay on their beds, complete messes. What would happen next to them? Sexually exploited but enjoying every moment of it.
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This takes place in Kensington London-
The front door is knocked loudly the time is here for Robert to meet Jamal. April checks herself in the mirror 36 C cup breasts hang on view through the baby doll. Spinning to look at her Ass it's large fat but firm with it's G String deep within it's crack. Five foot six without heels with long blonde hair and the piercing green eyes Daddy will be happy.
Robert hesitated to open the door walked towards it then stopped. It's knocked again louder and firmer this time Rob worries he's here to sleep with his wife. This black man is here to take his place in the marital bed.
"Rob get the door don't leave Jamal at the door." shouts april.
"Yeah got it." shouted back robert now very slowly opening the front door.
It opened up to a good looking black man he towers over Robert's who's only stands at just five foot eight. The big black man is really muscular opposite to wimpy Robert and standing at over six foot tall. Robert's in awe at this blackman he makes his own four inch cock hard. April's lover is looking good he even smelt good it's not fair how's Robert going to compete.
"Mr Thorne or should I call you Robert, do you always greet someone at the door in silence?" asks jamal.
"No sorry you looked a little different than in your videos, please call me Rob."
"Oh you liked my videos I looked different because my cock was the focus of all your attention whiteboi."
"I didn't look at your cock sir." robert came back with quickly.
"Liar you cum when the other whiteboi was holding my cock or was it when he sucked it?"
"No I didn't." whispered robert.
"Yes your wife told me, it's okay lots of you little Whitebois cum while touching my big cock, now let's get comfortable."
Jamal holds Robert by his little white hand and he doesn't stop him. They both go into the living area Robert sat opposite Jamal.
"Now let me set a few things straight with you Robert, I don't want to split both your marriage up, hopefully it will make all your marriage stronger."
"Okay Jamal what if I don't like it would you stop."
"Well Robert most husband's can't satisfy their wife's the way I can, they embrace it and they take part it makes their marriage stronger."
"Really it will make my marriage stronger?"
"Yes Robert one marriage the older couple on the video you watched were in a middle of a divorce, hubby caught his wife with me the rest his history, no more divorce they're happier than ever, so happy they both went and introduced their daughter to me, she's a proud Mum to my baby."
"The young couple on your video Jamal it wasn't staged?"
"No that video was not staged everything is as you witnessed Rob."
They both stopped talking as April entered into the living area. Jamal is very happy too meet April again as she spins all around to show Jamal her outfit. Her breasts visible as her big fat firm Ass he would love to put a Queen of Spades tattoo on those cheeks in time. She goes to Rob first kissed him on his lips passionately not to leave him out.
"Now Daddy shouldn't you get yourself all comfortable?"
"Jesus April you call him Daddy?" replied robert.
"Yes Love he's older than my Dad but he's really much fitter, it sounds really hot to me baby."
"Not that old April." laughed jamal.
Then both husband wife stop talking as he stripped off his clothing. His shirt first that's showing off his muscular large physique he even smelt good to both. Then dropped his trousers and quickly drops his boxer shorts down. Neatly folding his clothes allowing is huge cock to be on view. Husband with his wife both gasp out loud looking at that big black cock and it's not hard yet.
Jamal sat down without April being told too she gets on her knees between his thighs. April sigh's while placing her hand onto his huge black cock slowly starting to stroke it in her hand. Robert looking on amazed that his wife starts to stroke Jamal's huge black without being told to. He looked at her Ass up onto all fours in his face but he wanted to look at that cock more.
"Rob come closer see how big it is." says april.
Robert now moved closer and gets up onto his knees next to April. Looking at April that is slowly stroking Jamal's huge black cock.
"Rob stoke it too it's big enough for more than a few hands, please stroke it with me."
a
"No love I am not Gay." whispers robert.
"Rob it's not Gay loads of husbands wanted to feel the size of it." replies jamal.
"Yes hubby it's not Gay, stroke it nobody is ever going to know."
Robert then gently placed a hand onto that huge black cock feeling his own cock start to throb. Nothing like the huge cock inside his hand that grows bigger causing him to groan out loudly. Now with both little hands stroking his cock it grew to it's eleven huge inches.
"Feels good doesn't it Rob, you know why I want it now don't you."
"Yes love it puts my cock to shame." replied robert.
"Now sit back Robert and watch your wife."
Robert reluctantly stopped stroking that big black cock sits back down. Watching April slowly stroking on Jamal's huge black cock with two hands now. Her Arse swaying side to side looking up at Jamal for his approval with her big green eyes. Ignoring hubby as she concentrated on pleasing Daddy's big cock. Robert notices that clear liquid is now on the jap eye Jamal's precum. April learnt over and slurps it off the end shocking her husband then she struggled to fit the head into her mouth.
"Well Rob would you mind sleeping in the spare room tonight?" asks jamal.
"What you sleeping here Jamal?"
"Yes Rob you will get to watch all night long if you wish and clean your wife's pussy, but now your pussy free are you okay with that Rob?"
Before he answered April beats him to his answer with her opinion.
"Daddy he's already decided to be pussy free isn't that right love." april replied.
"Well I never said I was pussy free my sex drive is really low April and I don't have the same equipment as Daddy." robert replied.
"Well you two both understand that with my age I make a good Daddy figure, but Rob you will be pussy free that way if April gets pregnant we will know who the Dad is."
"Pregnant no way." robert angrily replied.
"Well Cuckyboi that's up to you clean your wife's pussy of cum good she won't get be getting pregnant."
"No I insist wear a rubber it only takes a little drop it's my job yo get April pregnant."
"Rob they don't do them in Daddy's size, it's only for tiny white cocks, now make sure all his cum gets cleaned up to prevent it." april replies.
"Yeah you heard your April clean up boy, now come closer watch your wife swallow a sword."
Robert gets on the floor next to April as his cock slides inside her mouth. Then another push this huge cock started to disappear in to her throat. Robert is fascinated how this cock started to vanish in front of his eyes.
"Rob don't you think your beautiful April deserves to be satisfied by my cock?"
"Yes Daddy she deserves the best." robert whispers.
"Mmmmm." moans april with the cock deep inside her throat.
Now bobbing up and down on Jamal's big black cock spit shines all over it. Dripping down it's huge length spit and all her saliva covering that huge black cock. Glistening in the light of the room with April gagging over his cock as Robert gets closer to view his wife's face fucking. Jamal moaning loud as a orgasm approached with his big black cock sliding in and out of April's throat. His balls slapping her chin then he can't stop it from shooting down her throat.
"Oh fuck swallow my cum slut."
Firing cum straight down April's throat now going directly into her stomach.Thick spurts of cum filling April's stomach Jamal pulling out of her throat slowly. Now fills up April's mouth coating her tongue covering it in all his thick creamy tongue. Robert watching open mouthed hearing his April gulping all the cum down. So much cum she's drinking it straight out of his huge cock. Roberts tiny cock remains hard in his boxers was it hard because he watched April drink cum or is it the monster black cock he's looking at.
"Come closer whiteboi, yes right next to your wife, April don't be mean share cum with hubby."
April turns her head dropping the cock and plunges her tongue inside Robert's mouth. Her tongue coated in thick creamy cum he gratefully received it swirling his tongue in his wife's mouth. April turns to get another load of cum inside her mouth then kissing hubby again making him swallow this load.
They both moan loudly while drinking all of the last remaining cum. April then swapped back and forth kissing cock then Robert.
"Great you work together in such harmony, now April let's see your bed."
April leads Jamal by holding his cock while Robert follows behind up the stairs. Her big Ass swaying away in front of her hubby it's now be should be jealous put a stop to this but no he wants to watch April get fucked. They get to the bedroom and it's girly pink with pink satin bedding obviously a woman decided the colour. Robert does whatever he's told to by April he can't believe that his wife was so hot and married him.
"Well this won't do April there's no chair for hubby."
"Chair for Robert what chair Daddy?"
"His Cuck chair Robert needs to get a good view of the action and be available to clean you up, we don't want you pregnant after today April."
"I can get a chair from the dinning room." robert excitedly replied.
"Yes great now off you go and I need a big vodka coke with ice Rob."
Robert looks back and April is passionately kissing Jamal and stroking his big cock. His cock looking bigger every time Rob looked at it how could April accept that in her tight pussy. He makes Jamal a vodka coke then grabs a lightweight dinning chair struggling to carry both upstairs. Robert gets to their marital bedroom and April stopped sucking on Jamal's huge black cock. Now stroking it inside her hand again while watching her hubby sit next to the bed.
"Now Rob place my Drink down then put your chair at the end of the bed it will give you a better view."
Rob now sits on his chair at the end of their bed while waiting for the action. April's now on her back with her legs spread widely as Jamal gets between them. Robert's view is a black Ass with huge balls a bigger thicker cock hanging lower. This cock is glistening in spit and saliva his wife's only lube but he looked up between her thighs. April might not need lube her pussy his dripping onto the bedding below. Then with one motion Jamal entered his wife's pussy like a knife going into butter. Her legs wrapped around his waist and April kissed him passionately only breaking it to cry out.
"God I have missed this cock, yes it's been ages, it's so fucking big." moans april.
Robert is stroking his own little cock to the show with is bed rocking like its never had before. The huge eleven inch black cock is deeper than Robert's ever been the fact is wife crys out she missed it makes him cum. The slut as already cheated on him but he's not angry at all he's happy allowing is April getting the sex she wanted. Robert is very happy that his wife won't be making have sex with her with this black man around.
"Yes deeper Rob are you watching look at his cock how deeply it's inside me, yes so fucking big keep fucking me Daddy, look Rob at our bed it's never ever shook like its doing now."
Robert is watching playing with his cock its the horniest he's been in years. The marital bed is rocking and shaking while the wife's moaning loudly like never before. Robert's only concern will he need to replace their bed and mattress. He's cum twice already watching the live sex show in front of him. Then as Robert watched the big black man started pounding harder if possible in and out. Then Jamal groaned loudly shoots his cum deeply inside his April's unprotected womb. Then Jamal gets from between her thighs and there's a pool of cum dripping all out of her.
"Come on Cucky dinner is all served don't want April getting pregnant do you!"
"Yeah love come clean me up like the other night you enjoyed it, we don't want a black baby do we?"
Robert pretends he's reluctant but wanted to eat her pussy since that cock entered it. But before he goes between her thighs the black man spots something.
"April look at hubby he's been playing with that little cock of his, should I cage it?"
"Yes have you got one, Rob shouldn't be able to cum unless I give him permission."
"Please April don't lock my cock away."
"Yes Rob it's for your own good, Jamal can you put it on hubby."
Jamal quickly placed Robert's cock inside a cage as he cried. April laughed and spread her thighs really widely for her cleaning.
"Here April hubby's key we have one each, now quickly Rob clean your wife don't want her getting pregnant."
Robert goes between his wife's thighs and laps up all of the cum from deep within her cum dripping pussy. April moaning and she gently strokes his hair pleasing Robert that he can still satisfy April. He looked up and his wife's now stroking Jamal's black cock it's still huge and ready to fuck. He then lies on top of the bed cock facing upwards and April gets above his cock.
"Robert do us a favour hold my cock up to your wife's pussy, don't worry nobody will know it's our secret."
"Yes love you do want to help me don't you it's not Gay to hold a cock."
Robert hesitated but eventually holds up is huge black cock watching it start to slide in to his wife. April dropping down to ride that huge black cock Robert settles back down to watch the fucking. Her pussy stretched all around that huge black cock with April's tight butthole winking while she rides. His cock thrusts upwards while his hands were lifting up her large breasts. April riding her big black bull forward cowgirl bouncing on the cock like a trampoline.
"Fuck so big, so fucking big." moans out april riding his cock.
"Rob your wife ever moaned like this with your cock inside her?"
"No I can't ever make April moan." robert admitted quietly.
"It's okay hubby that's why I am here to get a spark back into your marriage, now relax you will get plenty of my yummy cum."
Robert's turn to moan when he mentions all his yummy cum as he watched April's Ass it rhythmically starts to bounce. What is crazy Robert's not sure what he liked watching is it his wife's Ass or that huge black cock. He never had feelings towards men but this is different he enjoyed holding that cock.
"God so fucking deep." screamed april that brought robert back into reality.
Now watching their fucking playing out all in front of his chair. His own wife raising up then dropping down as that huge cock was thrusting upwards. Her pussy pulsing whilst it sprayed over Jamal's cock and over their bedding. That big black cock stretching out April's tight pussy that Roberts cock will not get any enjoyment out of it. The bed starts to really rock and shake with the weight of their fucking with the screaming of joy that are now filling up the bedroom.
"Yes so good much better than Robert, yes why did I wait so long to get a man's cock not a boys cock."
"Yeah April your body is built for black cock hubby will just have to accept it." moaned jamal as she rides his cock harder.
Then while April bounced riding him harder he thrusted upwards one last time shooting cum into April's unprotected womb.
"Cucky more cleaning can't have your wife getting pregnant can we."
"Yes Rob lie on your back it will be better that why all the cum will come out." april orders.
Robert laying on his back his little cock all caged while April jumped off the cock. She swiftly lowered down onto hubby's face in forward her blue eyes looking down at him all glazed over.
"Here it comes love don't miss a drop don't want me getting pregnant."
Then her swollen cum filled pussy seals in hubby's mouth with a gush of cum entering his mouth. April's pussy just keeps dripping so much Robert is drinking it down. Hubby looking upwards trying to please April but she's already looking at Jamal's huge black cock not him. Then Jamal stood up next to April on the bed making their mattress dip under the weight. With Robert looking he's turning around so his black Arse is getting closer to April's face.
"April place your face in my black Ass, yes good now smell it then clean my crack, god your a natural now stick your tongue inside my Arsehole. Ohhhh."
"Mmmmm Uggggg." moans april deeply in jamal's ass.
Robert looking on eating out the remaining cum as a great view. Watching April's face disappear hearing her smelling then loudly licking Jamal's Ass crack. Her little hand is now reaching around stroking on his huge black cock. Robert is shocked after it's fired two big loads of cum it looked even bigger. He watched on until Jamal was satisfied his black Ass was clean enough and now he's ready for more fucking.
"April off hubby get up onto all fours, yes present your fat Ass for a fucking slut."
Robert's sat back on his cuck chair waiting for another show is Jamal going to fuck her Ass. He soon finds out as Jamal wanted a helping hand once again placing his cock inside April.
"Rob couldn't help out again could you, I need you to guide my cock inside April's pussy again?"
"Sure if you want me to." sigh's robert.
Now leaning around to hold Jamal's cock against his wife's pussy. This time he held it for longer even stroking it against his wife's pussy. Not gone unnoticed by Jamal these whitebois all like black cocks and secretly jealous their wife's are getting it. The pair of men give knowing smiles too eachother and Jamal slides forward causing April too squirt again.
"GOD SO FUCKING BIG." moans april again and again squirting over the bedding.
Robert setting down and from his view he's watching Jamal's black Ass thrusting in and out with his balls banging up against April's fat Ass. After over twenty minutes of really hard fucking he saw Jamal slow down then cums inside his wife. Pulling out leaving a huge gaping cum filled dripping pussy.
"Hubby more cleaning." orders jamal.
But Robert's already there face first lapping up all the cum he's taken it seriously is new duties. April moaning and crys pushing her Ass back in his face over and over. Robert is drowning in cum trying not to spill a drop whilst stopping his wife getting pregnant.
"Yes Rob don't miss a drop your tongue is feeling so good."
Robert happy he's still got uses as he licks up the last few drops. April is now satisfied that her pussy is completely cleaned goes to get up. Only for Jamal to push hubby out of the way getting behind her fat Ass once again pushing on her back arching out her butt.
"Oh Daddy do you want my Ass again."
Robert gets excited he's going to watch her get Ass fucked but again. That's the cream that dripped out from April's Ass he eat the other night. Robert again grips Jamal's big black more comfortable every time that he now holds it feeling it throbbing. Then he's slowly stroking it up against his wife's Anus it slowly started to part open reluctantly he leaves go then sits back down. Looking at Jamal's thick eleven inch cock pressed up to his wife's tightest of holes. This hole that is never available for him available now for her new lover. Robert s not jealous he's just intrigued how something so big can enter into something so small.
"Oh Gawd it's stretching my Ass." screams april squirting over the bedding again.
Jamal slowly adding more huge black cock with each thrust. April opens her mouth too scream but no noise comes out just a gasp. Her Arsehole stretching to accommodate Jamal's huge eleven inches with each trust.


"Rob come over here lie underneath your wife, yes like that in a sixty nine, now watch my cock going in and out."
Robert lies underneath looking upwards as his wife's pussy squirted into his mouth. He looked at Jamal's balls swinging down then his cock slowly going in and out of her little backdoor. The cock looking even bigger in Robert's new viewing position. The cock is now fully added while April wiggles her fat Arse back onto it causing her to squirt over Robert again.
"FUCK SO BIG, SO FUCKING BIG." screams out april pushing back on jamal's cock.
Robert drinking her squirt and watching his wife getting her Arse fucked so deeply. He knows it won't be long until he gets to eat more cum this time out of her Ass. In Jamal thrusting the bed is rocking putting a show on to the husband laying below.
"April who owns this Ass?" asks jamal.
"You do Daddy it's yours not Robert's." april moans.
Robert can understand why as he couldn't have fucked her the way Jamal is. His little white cock couldn't even fill up her Ass and never ever could fill her pussy. Waiting now for is duty another fresh creampie from his wife's gaping Arsehole. In and out Jamal's fucking her tight butthole harder gaping it to accept his cock. The bed is rocking even harder and April is moaning loudly with the cock stretching out her butthole.
To Robert's complete shock Jamal slipped out of his wife's gaping Arsehole. Robert's laying underneath drinking down his April's lady cum to then get cum shot deep inside his mouth. Jamal feeding Robert cum direct from is black cock filling up hubby's mouth with cum. Four mouthfuls of cum as Robert struggled to drink it down.
"Good Robert one more load for you." then jamal fires one last mouthful of cum directly into his mouth.
Then a bigger shock for Robert with Jamal putting his cock inside his mouth.
"Ughhhh Ohhhh." cries robert with the big black cock filling his mouth.
"Yes cucky clean your wife's Ass off my big cock, suck off the last of the cum."
Robert's feeling embarrassed he's not able to stop this from happening. He's Straight married to April he's got no Gay feelings at all but now he's sucking a black cock. Now Robert's own little cock gets hard inside it's cage how can this be he's not Gay. Robert's sucking Jamal's big black cock doing Arse to mouth. Then Jamal pulls out of Robert's allowing him to gather his senses. Robert slides out from under his wife's body April's still upon all fours.
Robert looks at his wife's winking Arsehole it's widely gaped open 'O'. This after being fucked with an eleven inch monster black cock April's pussy is all puffy dripping cum. Robert shakes his head and runs out of the room to gather his thoughts.
"April I don't think hubby wants to admit he liked sucking my black cock."
"What he sucked your cock Daddy, I could hear some noises but thought that Rob was again swallowing your cum."
"No didn't you hear me say April clean all your Ass and cum off my cock."
"No I was zoned out after getting your cock in my Ass again Daddy."
"Well he's a good cock sucker, Robert's all up for it just like other hubby's April."
"Jesus I will have to see that with my own eyes Daddy."
"You will when his curiosity peaks again, it's a shame I think you've lost pussy cleaner."
"Who cares I need that black cock if you get me pregnant that's his fault."
Jamal then entered April again fucking her doggy style he cums again fills up all of her pussy with his cum. The rest of the night is cock fucked April a further four times each time with no protection. Twice in doggy has he takes both tight holes cumming into Ass and pussy. Once more she bounces up and down on her bull with Jamal again shooting inside her pussy. They fucked in missionary style passionately kissing with Jamal again cumming deeply inside April's unprotected womb.
Robert listened to all the fucking but afraid that he's more interested in the black cock than his own wife. This keeps him away as he refused to admit that he enjoyed licking and sucking the huge black cock.
ROBERT'S PERSPECTIVE-
I have no choice but to allow my wife what she wants to be happy in bed. My cock can not give her what April wanted or deserves but Jamal's cock gives her all she desired.
The only problem I have now is what if she gets pregnant with a bi racial baby. How do we tell work mates friends and family. The other problem is I enjoyed feeling and then holding that huge black cock. It's enough to make me embarrassed but I also didn't mind cleaning the cum off it with my mouth am I now Gay.
APRIL'S HAPPY LIFE-
This cock makes me happy the way it filled up my holes the way it fucks everything it's like a big sex toy.Robert will learn to accept it he's admitted that he's no interest in sex. Now his wife is a Queen of Spades only big black cocks can keep me happy. If he liked I will allow him to clean and watch but if it's not for him I will still fuck all these big black cocks. My fat Ass will look really good with a Queen of Spades tattoo for black mens pleasure only.
To be continued....???
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It's you
The package arrived on a Tuesday, hidden on the porch between two large ferns. Amanda picked it up from the ground with confusion. She did not remember ordering anything and Dave rarely ordered packages to the house. Her name and address were printed on the label and the company that sent the package was called "It'sYou" from New York, but she didn't recognize it. Maybe it was a birthday present from her sister.
Amanda and Dave were a happy couple, high school sweethearts. They went to college together, but after college Dave went on to law school and Amanda decided to be the woman behind the man. She wasn't bothered by it because they always viewed their life as a team. Dave was 6'1 and thin with brown hair and glasses on a thoughtful face. He had always been loving and supportive and never made her feel less than. Amanda, was 5 '5 and looked pretty good, she had a bit more curves than she liked and was about 140lbs with most of that weight shared between, "child-bearing" hips as her mom described her, and D cup full breasts. Even with the 5-10 lbs of extra weight, Dave always looked at her with desire. Their sex life was good although a bit scheduled due to time and life. They had been talking about starting a family now that Dave's practice had started to stabilize. What she didn't know is that there was a company that existed with one purpose and one purpose only...to cause chaos.
Amanda grabbed a pair of scissors and quickly cut through the tape that held the box shut. Inside,with a layer of very fancy tissue paper and what looked like a dusting of glitter, was a shirt. It was soft, a black cotton blend that looked like it might have cost a pretty penny. She lifted it out, letting it unfold. The design was minimal but elegant, and in sparkling script across the chest It read: **Queen of Spades** with an image of a spade right below the text.
Amanda felt a bit faint as she touched the fabric. For some unknown reason she brought the cloth to her face to feel the softness and smell the new clothing smell that came with unboxing a fresh wardrobe piece. It wasn't really her style and she didn't understand what the Queen of Spades meant. It was a nice shirt though and maybe something she could wear to bed or around the house. With a shrug, she tossed it into the laundry basket with the rest of the week's wash. It was just a shirt.
Two days later, as she was getting ready for bed she noticed the shirt in her drawer after it had been cleaned, folded and put away. She grabbed it without much thought and threw it on. Later that night Dave slept because he had an early morning. Amanda was watching a TV show downstairs. The show was one of those action films that she rarely watched, but this show had a strong sweaty Black hero fighting the Russians. For some reason she felt a tingle in her stomach and as the movie continued she was feeling more heat drift south between her thighs. She never...ever...masterbated, but as she watched the strong glistening black man fight the Russian gangster to save a thin blonde woman, Amanda couldn't help herself and slowly let her hands drift under the bands of her sweatpants. She got caught up in the movie and found the black man attractive in a way that she never had before. She wasn't racist she just never found black men that attractive. She chalked it up to stress and decided a little relief couldn't hurt.
"MMM," Amanda allowed her fingers to rub her clit and then slide her fingers down the lips of her moistening pussy. The thrill made her gush more and she slipped one finger into her pussy and started thrusting in and out. As she watched a shower scene in the movie she was getting more and more horny. She slid a second finger into her molten twat and allowed her thumb to add pressure to her clit. "Fuck...why did I stop doing this?" Amanda whispered. She wished the film would show the front of the black man in the shower, but as she watched the water cascade down his dark ebony ass. She felt her orgasam approach. She came with a grunt and moan, but tried to keep her scream to a minimum. She would be mortified if Dave woke up and saw her. Man she needs to get some sleep. Something is wrong with her.
Amanda fell asleep on the couch still wearing the Queen of Spades shirt and her night was full of interesting dreams. All night her mind was full of black men with huge cocks fucking her in so many ways. When she woke up, luckily before Dave, she thought she had peed on the couch in her sleep. It wasn't pee though, it was a mixture of cum and sweat.
The shirt was now in regular rotation. It was soft, it fit well. She wore it to yoga, to the coffee shop, while doing chores. And each time she wore it her fantasies were going wild.
At the coffee shop, the barista was a young man with a bright smile and dark skin. Her eyes lingered on his hands as he passed her the latte. Long fingers, capable. She imagined, for a split second, those hands elsewhere. On her ass or grabbing her pony tail. She blinked, startled by the vividness, and fumbled with her money, her face hot.
The fantasies continued to disrupt her daily life. When she wasn't wearing her Queen of Spades shirt she started dressing in tight yoga pants and plunging neckline tops. She was adding a bit of a hitch to her walk with a sway of her ass. A body that she was never satisfied with seemed to be begging for attention now.
BUT the shirt stayed in heavy rotation.. It felt like a dare, a secret. The words on her chest, **Queen of Spades**, began to feel less like random text and more like a title. A designation. She found herself looking it up one afternoon when Mark was at work, her fingers trembling slightly over the keyboard. She decided that maybe she should search what the words meant. As she typed in Queen of Spades the screen flooded with images. A white women who was black owned and perferred to be fucked by big black cock? That was a myth right? Amanda has never actually seen a black cock so she decided to go down the rabbit hole and clicked on some images first.
"Oh My..." Amanda said in shock to herself. She was looking at muscular black men with cocks the size of her forearm. She thought in terms of Cock because that was the only term that made sense. BIG BLACK COCK. She thought of Dave, the man she loved. The man she promised to be faithful to, but right now in her head she couldn't shake the idea that there was a superior man that could bring more pleasure to a woman than a white dick ever could.
She felt a mix of arousal and shame as she continued to look at images, eventually the shame faded as the arousal created a fog in her head and wetness in her panties. Then she found a website called Blacked and immediately pulled out her credit card. She briefly thought about how she would explain the $200 annual pass to Dave, but that was a problem for another day. She needed to cum before bed. As she brought herself to another orgasam before slipping into bed with Dave her last thought was...this is what the shirt meant.
The changes in her perspective started to influence more than her fantasies. She started noticing her own behavior shifting. She bought new lingerie online, lace thongs in black and red, styles she'd never considered before. Her eyes couldn't help but measure up every black man she saw. Her gaze drifted to their crotch to try to confirm whether the men on the websites she had been looking at were representative of all black men. One day she was coming home from the store and across the street was the neighbor's gardener, a young black man in his 20's. He was wearing a durag over his bald head and his shirt was off and crumpled in his oversized hand that he was using to wipe off the sweat that was beading on his ebony skin. She didn't know his name but she couldn't stop staring. She felt her pussy leak into her new thongs. As she watched from her car in the driveway, she slid her hand under her skirt and started to play with her pussy. Dave wouldn't be home for another 4 hours and Amanda couldn't get the desire out of her head. She decided she needed to at least see if the myth was a myth. She composed herself, got out of the car and called the young gardener over.
"Excuse me, sir..." Amanda yelled across the street.
The large black man looked over and did a quick double take at the young trophy wife. "Yes..."
He walked over to her and towered over her standing 6'5 and 240 lbs of pure muscle. Amanda made her inquiry "Sir, when you are done with the Murphy's lawn would you please stop by my house, so that we can discuss a quote on how much it would be to service me...I mean my lawn...I mean our lawn...I'm sorry my husband is at work but he is busy and doesn't have time to tend to my delicate garden." Everything she said sounded like a double entendre. "I'm sorry, I am Amanda, what is your name?"
"Marcus," he said with a knowing grin. He has fucked his share of lonely housewifes and this one looked delicious. He would have to tell his boys about this hot bitch. She was definitely sporting all the right curves and the way her eyes kept glancing at his cock made his monster start to uncurl in his shorts.
The late afternoon sun was shining through the slate of the window blinds as Amanda was picking up the house when she heard the knock on the door. She knew it was Marcus.
"Hello, Marcus, would you like a glass of water before we talk about the garden"
"Yes ma'am, but I really need to use the bathroom do you mind?"
"Of course not, down the hall to the right"
As Marcus walked down the hall Amanda felt a pulse that started in her chest and made its way south. It created a moist heat in her thong and she couldn't stop thinking about what his dick looked like. It was the same heat and curiosity that had been taking over her life since the **Queen of Spades** shirt had fully claimed her. She had to see what he was packing.
Her heart was beating fast as she felt like she was doing something wrong, betraying his privacy, and her vows to Dave. She moved silently down the hall and saw that the bathroom door was cracked. She heard the strong stream of piss hitting the water. It sounded heavy. This was so degenerate of her, she was a married woman and she was about to spy on this young 20 something year old just to catch a glimpse of his COCK. the thought released fresh juices dripping down her thighs.
She was peering through the door crack and she couldn't help but let a moan slip through her lips as she saw the monster dick Marcus was holding. It looked about 10 inches and soft but somehow still looked somewhat small in his big hands. "Oh my" she slipped. Marcus looked over to the crack and Amanda dove out of sight but she might have been caught. Her face was red with embarrassment.
Marcus smiled a predatory and knowing smile. She definitely was spying on him and saw his dick. This was a surprise, but he was going to enjoy today.
"See somethin' you like, Mrs. Amanda?" His voice dripped with a condescending tone and amusement.
She tried to form an excuse, but her tongue wouldn't move. She was caught and she wasn't the least bit sorry because it was true. His dick was as beautiful as the videos she had been watching over the last couple of weeks promised. She stood there with a glazed look and her mouth slightly open as he waited for a response.
"You might as well open the door all the way, you have already seen it and you might as well get a good look before I put this thang away." Marcus laughed.
Amanda pushed the door all the way open and timidly stepped through the door. She felt like she was crossing the rubicon and there was no turning back. The bathroom smelled of his sweat and musk. It was heavy and earthy, it smelled like a man.
"Let me ask you a question, real direct. You ever had black cock?"
The vulgarity of the words, spoken so casually, so confidently, in her own house, should have shattered her. Instead, a shudder ran through her entire body. She managed a tiny shake of her head as she mouthed the words no. She found her voice and said softly "I have never seen a Black cock until just now."
"Didn't think so," he said. "All that pent-up curiosity. Spyin' on a man takin' a piss. That's a special kind of thirst."
He shook his dick clean of his piss and as he was finishing and looking at Amanda's hungry eyes she noticed his dick start to thicken and lengthen.
"Why don't ya come over here and get a closer look?" he said
"You can touch it, listen touching ain't cheating. Your husband don't gotta know a thing. Just an experiment. A little education. You shouldn't go another day without at least seeing what a black cock looks like in your hands."
Amanda was now standing in front of him in a bit of a trance. Marcus put his hands on her shoulders and started to push her down on her knees as he said. "You been starin' all day. Don't you wanna know what it feels like? Just in your hand?"
His logic was absurd, but the Queen of Spades corruption bypassed every moral circuit in her mind. Touching wasn't cheating. It was just... research. A one-time curiosity. She was on her knees in her own bathroom and Marcus cock was thickening even more and looked angry. Her eyes were crossed as it looked at the fattening head.
Her hand trembled as she slowly wrapped her fingers around his dick. She felt it plump even more. She couldn't touch her fingers together due to the girth of this dick. Her wedding ring was catching light from the bathroom overhead but thoughts of her vow was far from the front of Amanda's mind right now.
"That's it," he coaxed, his voice deep and strong. "Go on. See what you've been missin'."
She slowly stroked up and down the focus of her current worship. It was hot in her hand and it was fully hard now. It looked like it was 13-14 inches. She had never imagined dicks got this big in her life. pIt was dark with thick veins, uncut, and smelled like pure dominance. She brought one hand to his equally large nuts just to feel the weight. As she did she wondered how much cum was in these balls?
"Go on," he breathed, his hands coming to rest on her shoulders, not gentle, but possessive.
Marcus let out a gratified groan and then bright his hand to the back of her head as he slowly brought Amanda's face closer to his dick. "There she is. Knew you were a mouthy bitch deep down."
She kissed the tip of his dick lightly and then let her tongue reach out and lick the head of this superior dick. She couldn't stop now and she opened her mouth as she took the head into her mouth, tasting salt and musk. It was too much, stretching her lips. She pulled back, gasping.
"Relax and open wider," he commanded, palming the back of her head with ownership as he brought her mouth back to his cock. "You wanted to see it. But now you made it hard and it needs to get some release. Take it like a good little white bitch."
Amanda wasn't sure she liked the crude description he was giving but unfortunately she also couldn't argue with it because she was a married woman sucking a huge black dick on her bathroom floor and she just met this man. "A little white bitch" was probably the nicest thing that would describe her right now.
She opened wider, letting him push himself deeper. He filled her mouth, bumping the back of her throat. She gagged, tears springing to her eyes.
"Uh-uh, none of that," he chided. "You gonna learn to worship black cock today. You gonna learn to love it. This is going to be the first of many black dicks you take while your boring-ass husband works all day" Amanda tried to shake her head no,
His dirty talk was a relentless, degrading soundtrack. Each filthy word went straight to her pussy. She felt the wetness and the throbbing of her pussy flexing trying to wrap around nothing. Drool slicked her chin as she struggled, her jaw aching, trying to accommodate him. She bobbed her head, using her tongue, her hands gripping the base of his dick holding onto it like it was a safety rail.
"Yeah, just like that. Suck that black dick and work for it. You ain't used to nothin' this good, are you? Only ever had them little white boys that tap out after two minutes."
She was lost in the rhythm,focused on the goal of swallowing this amazing cock. She had a need to prove herself in front of this alpha male--the taste, the smell, the sheer size in her mouth. Marcus continued to tell her what a slut she now knew she was. She felt a small orgasm as she got more than half of his dick down her throat. "MMMFFF," she moaned as she pulled off the dick and said "I just came, I have never cum without touching myself."
Marcus laughed, "That's because your pussy knows what a slut you are.".
He watched her, his eyes hooded with pleasure and contempt. "I love watching a white slut choke on my cock. You belong on your knees. This is your purpose now."
She could feel his muscles tense up and felt his balls tightening. His thrusts became faster and less controlled. She knew he was close. "You want this load don't you? You wanna swallow what your husband can't give you?"
She couldn't speak, could only moan around his girth, her eyes pleading upward.
"Open your eyes. Look at me when I ruin you."
She forced her teary eyes open, meeting his fierce gaze.
With a final, deep grind into her throat, he erupted. Hot jets of black cum flooded her mouth, more than she could handle. She tried to swallow it all but it was spilling out of her mouth and down her yoga shirt.
He pulled his slick cock from her mouth and before she could react, he wiped the tip, smearing the last drops across her cheek and forehead. "There. Wear it."
She knelt there, panting, covered in her own spit and his cum, the reality of what she'd just done crashing down. Shame and ecstasy combined, but there was still a tingle in her pussy that she couldn't ignore and a small part of her wished that he didn't cum in her mouth but saved it for a more outrageous betrayal of her vows.
"I... you should go," she whispered, her voice hoarse. "My husband... he'll be home soon."
Marcus threw his head back and laughed. "Home soon? Bitch, I ain't leavin'. You think that was it? A little sucky-sucky and I'm done?" He hauled her to her feet by her hair, making her yelp. "Those white boys you are used to might be one and done but I ain't leavin' until I get some of that sweet white pussy."
He bent her over the vanity of the bathroom, she could see herself in the mirror and the woman who looked back was a whore for black cock. He yanked her yoga pants and panties down to her ankles in one rough motion.
"Look at yourself," he growled, his hand on the back of her neck. "Look at the white slut beggin' for it."
His dick was hard again at the thought of ruining this white bitch. He couldn't wait for her to scream as he fucked the shit out of her. The contrast of their skin color looked amazing to Marcus. This was his favorite thing to do, black a white woman for the first time.
Amanda screamed, as his dick speared into her hitting deeper nerves in her pussy that no man had ever touched before. She felt her own juices squirt around his cock. He didn't give her time to adjust and just drove his tool into her sopping wet pussy, each slam of his dick hitting her cervix.
"Oh my god. This feels amazing...I can't stop cumming."
"This is it!" he grunted. "You black-owned now, you understand? Say it!"
"I'm black-owned!" she wailed, the words were the truth and each thrust shattered her old identity.
"Your husband! That weak motherfucker! What's his name? Dave?" He spat the name like a curse, as he pulled his dick stroke almost all the way out. "He ever fuck you like this? He ever make you feel *full*?"
"No! Never! God, no!" she cried.
"He ain't a man! I'm a man! This is a man! You gonna be faithful to *this*! You gonna beg for *black* cum, not his pathetic white squirt! Beg!"


"Please!" she screamed, her vision blurred. "Please, Marcus, give it to me! I need it! I need your cum! Please breed me!"
Her own words horrified a distant part of her,but that was quickly drowned out with need.
With a final roar, he emptied his balls deep inside her, his body shuddering against hers. He stayed buried for a long moment, both of them panting, dripping with sweat.
He pulled out, turning her around. "Bedroom. Now. I'm takin' that marital bed and the last hole you have."
Dazed, compliant, she led him to the room she shared with Dave. The sight of their king-sized bed, the framed wedding photo on the dresser, sent a fresh jolt of sinful thrill through her. This was the ultimate desecration. She had never given her ass to anyone even to Dave. He had asked in their first couple of years together but she viewed that as degrading and disgusting. But now when Marcus said it to her she felt a thrill run from her asshole to her clit. She was still. She wasn't even sure where all of this cum was coming from. How did he keep going. Also she wasn't sure what time it was and when Dave was going to be home but that thought was quickly lost as he slapped her ass and pushed her on the bed.
He called her a snow bunny (she would have to look that up as well), his slut, his property. He made her repeat it. He made her say Dave was worthless, that his dick was a joke. She said it all, meaning every syllable, her body alight with a pleasure so intense it bordered on agony.
Finally, he rolled her onto her stomach. She felt him kneel behind her, she felt his fingers dip into her pussy and gather up a mixture of his cum and her pussy juice. Then she felt his fingers coat her asshole and push a finger deep in her ass. She felt herself squirt cum out of her pussy again as an orgasam racked her body again.
"One more hole," he said, his voice thick with renewed lust. "Have you ever let little Davey fuck this ass? "
"No, never" She moaned
"And he never will, this body is made for black dick."
She was beyond protest, beyond thought. The **Queen of Spades** The shirt's influence was total, a fever in her blood. She was a dedicated, obsessed convert. "Please," she whispered, pushing her hips back in offering. "Please, take it. I need it. Ruin me completely."
He needed little encouragement. He leaned forward and she felt her ass stretch and swallow his dick. There was a burn at first as her ass adjusted to his size. "Holy shit, it's so big, I'm so full!" As Marcus started to saw in and out of her anal sheath she started to meet his thrusts back. She was going to be the best ass fuck Marcus ever had.
Marcus slapped her ass he said "I love that FAT WHITE ASS," he didn't say it with disgust or judgement and right now the part of body she used to be self conscious of was currently a source of pride. "Yes Marcus fuck my fat white ass! Thank you for showing me the superiority of back cock!". He continued to fuck her ass with passion and slapping her ass as her flesh rippled and red palm prints started to show up on her pale skin.
Just as he began to tense, just as she felt his rhythm become frantic, they both heard it: the distinct sound of a car pulling into the driveway. The garage door humming open.
Dave was home.
She should stop but Marcus didn't stop. He grinned, "Perfect timing." He pulled out of her ass with a wet pop, spun her onto her back, and shoved his slick, filthy cock against her lips. "Suck it clean. Now."
She didn't even consider not doing what Marcus instructed. She quickly opened her mouth and moaned as she sucked her own ass off of Marcus's dick. She was moaning like a whore in heat as she deep throated the monster dick that was just in her ass. She tasted the earthy taste of her ass fade as she kept sucking and she felt Marcus's balls start to tighten again. Marcus pulled out of Amandas's mouth and sprayed cum all over her face. It kept coming as Amanda lapped his cum from her face with amazement that he still was able to cum so much.
Dave stood frozen in the doorway, his briefcase dropping from his hand with a thud. His expressions went from confusion, disbelief, to dawning horror, and finally, gut-wrenching devastation. He saw his wife, naked, sweaty, covered in marks and fluids, enthusiastically sucking off a huge, muscular black man in the middle of their bed.
Amanda pulled off Marcus's dick with a lewd pop. She looked at her husband, her eyes clear, devoid of guilt, shining with a strange, serene certainty. Marcus kept his hand possessively on her head.
"Dave," she said, her voice surprisingly steady, hoarse from use. "I love you. I do. But I have been introduced to Black COCK and there is no way for me to go back." She gestured vaguely at Marcus, at herself. "I can never let white dick enter this pussy. It's... it's just not enough. It's nothing. I'm black-only now. Marcus has taken every hole that I promised you and although I love you so much I can't love you more than the pleasure that black dick gives me."
Dave made a sound like a wounded animal, tears streaming down his face.
"We can stay married," Amanda continued, as if discussing a household budget. "If you want. You can... jerk off, I guess. Or eat me out after or before I am taken by a superior dick. But your dick..." She looked at his crotch with genuine pity. "It's no use to me anymore. It's useless."
Marcus chuckled, stroking Amanda's hair. He leaned down, and she met him in a deep, passionate, tongue-filled kiss right in front of her broken husband. It was a kiss of ownership, of farewell, of a new allegiance sworn.
"Alright, baby," Marcus said, standing up and pulling on his pants. H
"Tough break, Davey."
He then turned back to Amanda, who was sitting up on the bed, not bothering to cover herself. "I'll see you next week. For the lawn. And..." he winked, "...I'll bring some friends. Time you learned what it's really like to be bred. Get that pussy and that ass properly trained."
He sauntered out of the bedroom, past Dave, as Amanda said "Thank you Marcus, Davey and I were just talking about starting a family."
Amanda led Davey to the bed and noticed that his little dick was rock hard. She told him to undress and he obeyed. She laughed at his dick and told him to lay down. She said "David, I know our lives are different than they were this morning, but that doesn't mean different is bad. Why don't you lay down and play with your little dick as I sit on your face and give you another orgasm before bed. David laid down and looked up as she saw her messy pussy lower down on his face and he began to lick and suck her clit as he heard the TV turn on and he played with his dick as Amanda rode his face and the sound of interracial porn filled the room.
It's You Inc. had claimed another victim and the Queen of Spades shirt lay in the hamper. I wonder what corruption awaits.
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Introduction
Welcome to the next part of the Tales of Summer series.
Summer and her black boyfriend, Dwayne, have encouraged Summer's mother, Jo, to experiment with black men and women.
After her experiences at the barbecue, Jo experienced more fun and fucking the next day. Her white husband has been too busy with work to satisfy Jo's needs, so she has taken her desires and transformed herself into a white milf for black. Not just cock. Caz, Dwayne's sister, has helped her explore her submissive side.
Summer already has a tattoo showing her devotion to black, now it's Jo's turn.
I hope you enjoy reading the story.
S xx
Tales of Summer: Jo's Tattoo
The messages read:
Summer: 11th July @ 11am
Mum (Jo): What's that for?
Summer: Dwayne has made you an appointment with the tattooist. Are you still wanting the tattoo?
Mum: I still have the writing on my body, yes, I still want it turned into tattoos.
Summer: And dad?
Mum: Your dad is still wrapped up with work as ever. If he even wanted sex, well.... it would be pointless, I wouldn't feel his cock now I've had black. I think for him it's easier to let me enjoy myself than split up and everyone find out I've been fucking guys so much bigger than him. AND BLACK!!
Summer: Mum, you will love being a queen of spades. A Milf as well. Dwayne and Carol-Ann think you're amazing. So sexually open to new things at your age.
Mum: Cheeky cow. At my age. I love trying new stuff I didn't try at your age. I'm happy to explore as much as you are. That's not an age thing; that's because it all feels so good.
Summer: You know the tattooist will use you while you're having your tattoos done.
Mum: Yes, you told me the story of your tattoo, and I expect to be used the same way. If I'm going to be a queen of spades, then I'd better act like one even as I'm tattooed.
Mum: You going to be there?
Summer: And watch you take your first black cocks as a queen.
Mum: I thought you could prepare them for me.
Summer: Now, who's the cheeky cow?
Mum: I'm sure you'll be sucking off Dwayne before he fucks me.
Summer: I might have to borrow Carol-Ann's strap-on.
Mum: My daughter fucking me with a black cock. Yes please.
Summer: Show that to dad!!!
Mum: You know I would. It might make his little white cock hard, and he might cum to us.
Mum: So wear as little as possible. No knickers, black mini-skirt, black bra, heels, and coat. And COLLAR.
Summer: You know they'll lead you on a leash with your jacket open.
Mum: I wouldn't expect anything less. I want to be shown off as black-owned.
Summer: Just the way you should think. Love ya Mum Xx
Mum: Looking forward to it. See you soon, love you too, Summer Xx.
Jo sat at home, on her computer, working from home. But all that was going through her head was the thought of black. She slipped off her blouse and looked down at her left tit, which sat in her bra. Visible was the spade that Carol-Ann had drawn on her. Her fingers rubbed over it. Just then, her phone vibrated.
Caz (Carol-Ann): How is my filthy white bitch.
Jo: That's uncanny, I was just thinking of you. I was just touching my spade.
Caz: Got those big tits out. Wish I were there.
Jo: Wouldn't mind you being here, playing with me. Doing what you like again.
Caz: Are you alone?
Jo: Yes Miss.
Caz: Strip off for me.
Jo: Yes Miss.
Jo slipped off her bra, stood up and took off her skirt, slowly lowering her thong down. It fell to the ground and messaged Caz again.
Jo: I am naked, Miss.
Caz: Now go find your black dildo.
Jo went upstairs and found it.
Jo: I have it.
Caz: Now go to your living room and start fucking yourself on the sofa with that black cock.
Jo: Yes Miss.
Jo returned downstairs and lay on the sofa, spreading her legs. Allowing the dildo to slide into her pussy. Slowly fucking herself.
Jo: Feels so good
Caz: Doesn't it just? You still want black cock, you still want to be black-owned. Fuck yourself till you're at the edge of cumming, then stop.
Jo: Yes Miss.
For that little while, Jo fucked herself thinking of black cocks fucking her, thinking of Caz using her. The strap-on had felt so good. She was so close to cumming. But stopped.
Jo: I've stopped just before I cum, Mistress.
Caz: And what were you thinking of?
Jo: Being fucked by black cocks, being fucked by you again.
Caz: Do you remember when I said about you stripping off for me in front of your friends?
Jo: Yes, Miss, I remember.
Caz: Well, I want you to think of three people you are going to invite round next week. You will be showing them your tattoos.
Jo: You're going to make me?
Caz: I will ask you, but I'm sure you will willingly strip off for me, for them. Have you thought of three friends?
Jo: Yes Miss.
Caz: Now take out that black dildo and place it on the coffee table. I expect it's very shiny with your juices.
Jo: Yes, Miss, it is.
Caz: Now I want you to set up a WhatsApp group. Your three friends and me. You will post a picture of your black dildo in the group chat and put a caption to it. How you want to explain it is up to you. But any questions they ask you, you will answer honestly. Can you do that?
Jo: Yes, Miss, I will do that now.
Caz left Jo to sort the group chat out. After a couple of minutes, an invitation to join a group called Jo's Dark Desires. Alongside her were the names of Vanessa, Liz and Julie.
Jo: Hi ladies, I've sat at home today thinking about life, and I felt it was now time I shared something that's changed my life. I'm not sure how shocked you will be, but we will see.
After she had written the message, she gave no one the chance to reply before she posted the picture of her glistening used big black cock dildo. It had a simple caption, "I am black-owned".
Caz looked at the pictures and the caption and was surprised at how much Jo had revealed in just the caption. Then Jo started writing again. No one else was replying just yet; maybe they were all in shock.
Jo: This is my black cock dildo. Yes, it's glistening because I've just lain on my sofa and fucked myself with it. It feels so good fucking it, but I had to stop myself from cumming. I "edged", got so close and stopped. It's almost as good as the real thing.
Yes, you did read that caption right, "black-owned". I want to confess to you all that I have been fucking black men and women. Not always behind Simon's back either. He wasn't fucking me, and so I came across big black cock (BBC) thanks to my daughter Summer. Now I can't get enough. I had years of nothing, now I feel alive again. Being fucked by cocks as big as my dildo.
Oh, and I've also found I'm very submissive. What do you think?
There was a slight pause, and then the three friends started writing.
Vanessa: OMFG
Julie: How big is that?
Vanessa: Dirty bitch
Liz: Omg, you've fucked a black man?
Jo: Julie - 10 inches and thick. Liz - Black men not just one. And a Black woman.
Julie: 10 inches, that's bigger than my husband, he's big enough.
Jo: Simon is only 6. I've had black cocks from 8 to 11, and it feels so damn good.
Vanessa: Cocks? How many black men have fucked you?
Liz: When did this start?
Vanessa: Black-owned? Explain?
Julie: What does " black-owned " mean? Snap!!
Jo: Firstly, Liz, about a month ago, my daughter invited me to a party. That's when I had my first black cocks and black pussies. Since then, I've had more.
Black-owned is exactly what it says. I am now owned by a black man and a black woman, a master and mistress. Caz, the fifth person in this chat, is my black mistress and wanted me to share this with you.
Caz: Hello, ladies, let me say hi to you all.
Caz: I am Jo's black mistress, and I asked her to make this group, to show you her dildo, and to be open about what she is. In fact, I'd like you all to visit her so she can introduce you to her new lifestyle. Would next Saturday afternoon, the 14th, be ok?
Julie: Sounds intriguing.
Jo: I'd love you all over around 2
Liz: I'm up for that.
Vanessa: Me too. Are you going to show us how big that thing is?
Caz: Trust me, all will be revealed.
Caz: Remember, you can ask her anything you like about it.
Julie: So are you going to be there on Saturday, Caz?
Caz: Of course, I will be showing her off for you.
Jo: I do as I'm told by Caz.
Caz: Of course, by then Jo will be marked.
Vanessa: Marked?
Jo: I am having tattoos to show I am black-owned.
Julie: Firstly, you're getting tattoos? Secondly, what tattoos?
Jo: So the tattoos will show that I am black-owned. That I want black.
Caz: She will be showing you, don't worry.
Liz: I hope they're not in too private a place.
Caz: I have one last question for you, Jo. Are you still prepared for my rings?
Jo: Yes, Miss, I will gladly have your rings.
Julie: Oh, you two are teasing us.
Caz: Ladies, you will see everything on Saturday. I like my little sub to show off for me. I will leave it to your imagination, but you won't be disappointed.
Vanessa: Looking forward to meeting you, Caz, and finding out more, Jo.
As her friends wondered what exactly was happening in their friend's life. A few seconds later, she got a private message.
Caz: Well done, my beautiful Milf. I know you are loving this as much as I am. Take that black cock and edge again. Then leave it out on the coffee table so your husband can see what you've been up to.
Jo: Yes, Miss, as you wish.
Jo lay there, fucking herself again, thinking about what had just happened, what would happen on Saturday. The thoughts flooded her head. Yet she still managed to stop herself from cumming.
The days passed leading up to the day of the tattoo. Jo would get the odd message in the group chat.
Vanessa: Is this you having a 50 shades moment?
Jo: No, honestly, from the moment I had a black cock in me, it felt so good.
Vanessa: What about your husband?
Jo: He hasn't fucked me for ages, this made me feel alive again.
-----♤-----♤-----
Liz: So you have a master as well? Who is he?
Jo: So he's my daughter's Bf. He has fucked me, his friends have fucked me, Caz is his sister, and yes, she's fucked me. It feels so good, so right. Before you ask, it's more than fucking.
Vanessa: Did I just read you fucked your daughter's boyfriend?
Jo: Yes, but it's fine, she is also black-owned, a queen of spades, which means she serves black, just like I will. I do.
Throughout the week, Jo had messages from Caz ordering her to edge but not cum. Messages from Dwayne teasing her. Making her horny. Yet leading up to the tattoo, Dwayne had said, "No fucking. You will get plenty once you're marked."
Dwayne: Good evening, Jo. How is that pussy holding out not cumming. Not having a cock for a week.
Jo: As you know, I've been keeping it teased. But I am reaching the edge and stopping. I can't wait for a black cock to fill me.
Dwayne: Any black cock?
Jo: Yes, Sir, any black cock, as I will be a queen of spades serving all black cocks, and black pussies too.
Dwayne: Good answer, I don't need to ask you if you still want those tattoos.
Jo: Sir, I can't wait for tomorrow.
Dwayne: Just like your daughter, you will fuck black cocks. Your husband will not fuck you again, no fucking white unless instructed. Like the other day, I told Summer to fuck her boss, yes, I know you know him. Like a good slut she did as she was told.
Dwayne: I'd like you to add me to the group of friends that are meeting on Saturday with Caz.
Jo: Yes, sir, give me a minute.
-----♤-----♤-----
Dwayne: Hi, ladies. I just wondered if you would mind me popping in and visiting you all on Saturday. I'm sure it would make it more interesting for Jo, and I'd love to meet her friends.
Julie: The man who converted her to black cocks?
Dwayne: Once she tasted black, she couldn't help herself. I'm just the guy helping her enjoy herself.
Vanessa: Are you going to give us any practical demonstrations?
Dwayne: I'm sure we can find something.
Jo really wasn't expecting that reply, but then it was Dwayne; anything could happen.
Vanessa: Oh, really!!! Look forward to meeting you.
Julie: Me too. And I'm sure Liz won't mind.
-----♤-----♤-----
Back in her private chat
Dwayne: Well, it looks like your friends are happy for me to come. It might just have got even more interesting for you. Will your husband be home?
Jo: Yes
Dwayne: Well, that won't make any difference to what we do with you, will it? I'll pick you up, make sure you're presentable for the tattooists. And yes, I will walk you in collared.
Jo: That's not a problem, sir. I am very happy for you to walk me in. To own me.
-----♤-----♤-----
Summer: Mum, he will be about 10 mins, ok.
Mum: Thank you, Summer. I will put the door on the latch so he can let himself in. I will be waiting.
The time had come. Jo's pussy was tingling with excitement. She approached the door. Turned the lock, put the latch up. The door could now be pushed open. Jo backed away five feet and knelt.
It felt longer than 10 minutes. Head bowed, not moving, then the door moved. It must be Dwayne. He stood in front of her. She heard him unzip his flies. Still, she didn't move, head bowed. Then she saw a black cock in front of her, approaching her lips. Opening her mouth. Wrapping her lips around it, sucking it.
Hardening in her mouth. Pushing deeper. Jo was sure this was her master's cock. But it didn't matter; it was black, and she should worship it. Her head now bobbed, taking the cock further into her mouth. Pushing to the back, into her throat. A hand on her head, a feeling of reassurance. Now she was ready to take it all. Her nose touched the material of the trousers in front of her. Then her head pulled back. Repeatedly taking all of this cock. The hand stroking her hair. It must be, Sir.
Before she could make him cum, he spoke.
"That's exactly how you should be. I'm proud of you, following in your daughter's footsteps. Worshipping black cock, no questions asked. Accepting your place. Black-owned. Yes, this time the cocks mine, but it won't matter whose. You will be happy on your knees looking after all black cocks. That starts today."
Dwayne's words rang through Jo's brain. Had he said this to her daughter as well? After today, she would be officially marked as black-owned; any black man could have her on her knees, her pussy tingled.
Dwayne pulled his cock out of Jo's mouth; she remained with her mouth open in case. But it didn't return; he was saving his cum for later. He put his cock back away, leaving a large bulge in his trousers. He then walked around to the back of Jo.
"Would you like to stand for me so I can inspect you. Not that you are wearing much." He told her.
Jo stood up in front of him. Didn't turn to face him. Instead, she felt his big black hands brush over her hair. His hands came to rest on her bare shoulders, and only the thin straps of her bra sat on them. Firstly, he swept Jo's hair to one side. He kissed the nape of her neck.
His hand reached around, his fingers on one side of her neck, his thumb on the other. Jo expected him to grip or hold her neck, showing his dominance. But it felt like he was caressing it more. She felt kisses on the side of her neck. Jo was ready to melt at this point.
Dwayne whispered into Jo's ear. "Something's missing?"
"My black-owned collar," she replied gently.
Dwayne reached into his pocket with his other hand, again kissing Jo's neck softly. Dwayne could be so powerful, pin her down, have his way with her, yet the way he touched her, kissed her, took her back to a time when she felt totally loved. Devon, her first black boyfriend.
Making her legs tremble with the feel of his fingers and his lips. Simon, her husband, hadn't made her feel like this for years. Now she stood in front of a black man, dressed for him, feeling him touch her. Jo felt like she had slipped into a different world. A world where she felt like a queen, seconds before she had felt submissive, kneeling.
Even as her 'BLACK OWNED' collar was slipped around her neck and fastened, Dwayne nibbled at her earlobe.
"How does that feel?" He asked her. His hands slipped down her body, wrapping around her bare midriff. Her body tingling to his touch. His lips kissing her shoulder.
"Honestly, right now I feel like your queen." She told him.
"Why shouldn't you feel this way? You are a queen." His body pressed up against hers, that bulge pressing against her. She pushed her arse back, grinding it against him.
"My white queen, feeling so sexual again." His hands slipped up to her breasts. The only thing between her skin and his was the sheer material of her bra. Cupping, squeezing, caressing her breasts. Jo let out a moan of pleasure.
"Your beast set me free from my world of grey. So dull, so boring, now I feel alive again," Jo was moving her body against his, wiggling her hips, enjoying the feel of a man touching her with desire. Yes, feeling desired.
His hands let go of her breasts, only for them to hold her sides, pulling her around. She swivelled around to face him. Her head was still down, looking at his chest. His hand touched her chin, lifting her head. Her eyes lifted upwards to meet his as her head looked up.
Dwayne bent down and kissed Jo. Tenderly, lovingly. Holding her in his arms. Jo felt so safe in his arms. Making her feel rejuvenated again. No more boredom.
"You may be the king to my queen, but now I will be the slut for your beast." Her hand slipped down onto his cock. "Free from my stale life of nothing. Now I feel alive again." Her hand rubbed his cock, squeezing it, as her lips met his. Now Jo kissing him with freedom and desire. She needed this.
The kiss exploded into desire and lust, Dwayne's hands reaching to Jo's ass, lifting her up. Her legs and arms wrapping around him. Her hands all over him. Their lips consuming one another. He pushed her against the wall. If only they had time.
"Oh God, I want you to take me." The lust in her eyes as she spoke. "I want to be yours. Yes, I have a ring on my finger, but I have your collar on my neck. Take me to be marked, to be owned by you. Then fuck me as yours. Your black-owned milf." Jo trying to control herself from not ripping his clothes off right there and then.
"Don't worry, I will take care of all your needs tonight. Tonight you will feel like the queen you are." As he lowered her back to the ground, they kissed.
He stepped back and admired Jo from head to toe. The hair beautiful, the bra, yes, only a bra on, sheer. Her nipples showing clearly. A ruffled skirt barely covering her ass, but the material moved and shook with every movement. He slid his hand underneath. Shaven bare and soaking wet. He gave her pussy a pat. "Someone's horny", he told her, of course she was. Then there were the heels. "You look perfect, we seem to have taken your lipstick off. Don't worry, here I have a new one for you." Dwayne handed her a new lipstick, bright red.
"We need to take your black dildo with us," Dwayne said.
"It's on the coffee table where Caz has been making me fuck myself each night," Jo said as she looked in the hallway mirror. Dwayne went to pick it up as Jo applied the lipstick. The red really did look quite slutty, she loved it. It would attract even more attention.
Dwayne handed Jo her dildo.
"Can you pass me my jacket?" she asked.
"I'll carry your jacket for you to the car," Dwayne replied. He saw the look of surprise on Jo's face.
"Would you walk through a black neighbourhood dressed like that?" He asked.
"Yes, Sir."
"Well then, be proud enough to walk out in your middle-class white suburban neighbourhood and show them how proud you are to be mine. Let your neighbours see how I make you feel compared to your husband." Dwayne smiled at his queen and kissed her cheek so as not to mess her lipstick.


"You are right, sir, of course I should not cover up my body, let them admire what's yours." And with that, Jo picked up her bag, her keys and dildo stepped out the door into the bright sunshine. Feeling it on her skin. Her body was barely covered; only a bikini would have shown more. The bra was see-through, yet Jo didn't try to cover up, but proudly walked to Dwayne's car.
He opened the door for her, and she slid in. Dwayne opened the rear door and put her jacket in, and walked around to the driver's side. He sat down and started the engine.
"You might as well slip that cock in you rather than hold it while he drives us there." A familiar voice said," Jo turned around, it was Caz and alongside her on the backseat was her daughter, Summer.
"Yes, Miss, of course," Jo replied. She slipped the dildo inside her soaking cunt, knowing that when she took it out, it would be covered in her juices.
The drive to the other side of town wasn't exactly eventful unless you were sitting in the front seat with a see-through bra on. Jo sat being ogled by pedestrians and drivers as they drove through town. Yet her pussy just got wetter.
Pulling into the car park, the tattooist was still a good 10-minute walk. Everyone started to get out of the car. Summer was holding her mum's coat. She also wore heels, a leather skirt as short as her mum's and a crop top in white with a queen of spades symbol on each breast. Her queen of spades tramp stamp clearly on show from behind. She would also be getting an extra tattoo, but this wasn't about her.
Dwayne and Caz came around the front of the car, while Jo remained inside as instructed by Dwayne.
She watched Dwayne walk around, he looked so hot in his white shirt, black jacket and black trousers. Behind him was his sister Carol-Ann. Holding her jacket, it was clear to see the curves of her body.
Caz was wearing a skin-tight, wet-look dress that made her look delicious. The bottom of the dress just covered her arse. As she turned the corner to the passenger's side, it got even hotter. Soft and Stretchy, clinging, with two nipples clearly poking through the material. A collar at the neck, but below that was a plunging cut-out section. Allowing a view of Caz's gorgeous black breasts, looking voluptuous. The zip for the dress was placed in the centre of the dress where her cleavage met it.
As Dwayne opened the door, she saw for Jo, she saw Caz's thigh-high boots. Making her look even more dominant. In her hand, she had two metal chain leashes.
"How's your pussy now? Spread those legs wide and pull out that black cock Caz instructed Jo.
Jo did as she was told. Pulling out the black cock dildo that had filled her for the journey. Now covered in her pussy juices, she handed it to Caz.
"Well, someone is horny," Caz commented.
Jo swung her legs round, flashing her glistening pussy, and then climbed out of the car. She stood next to her daughter as Dwayne closed the door and locked the car.
Caz took the first leash, stepped forward and attached it to Jo's collar. Handing the leash to Dwayne. Taking the second leash and attaching it to Summer's collar.
Dwayne pulled the leash, and Jo stepped forward. "Summer, give your mother her jacket. You may wear it on the way in." Dwayne smiled as Jo slipped it on, but left it undone so her breasts were still visible. "Shall we go?" He asked.
"Yes, Sir," replied mother and daughter.
Dwayne led Jo on her leash while Caz took control of Summer by taking her leash and leading her.
People watching them as they walked by. Two white women being led by a black man and woman. Dressed in so little. The red lipstick making them stand out. Looking like sluts.
Arriving at the tattoo studio. Both Jo and Summer strutted in behind, so confident, so proud.
The boss came out from the back and walked over to Dwayne. He shook his hand.
"Dwayne, good to see you again, and the lovely Summer with your Sister, but who is this you have with you?" He asked.
"Tony, good to see you again. This is actually Summer's mum, Jo." Dwayne then tugged the leash to call Jo forward.
She stepped up to be in front of Tony, the boss of the tattoo shop. But instead of saying hello, she reached behind and undid her bra, then slipped it off her shoulders. Handed the bra to Dwayne and then started wriggling out of her skirt. It dropped to the floor, and she stepped out of it. Squatting, picking it up and then standing up again, handing the skirt to Dwayne.
"Well, look at you," Tony admired Jo's body.
"From what I've heard from my daughter, you like to inspect what is about to be tattooed. So I thought I would present myself to you. This is me." Jo confidently said.
Tony's black hands reached up and felt Jo's breasts, ran his fingers around them, pulled her nipples, twisting them. Watched how she reacted. Then run his hand over the marker pen marking on Jo's breast.
He wasn't finished. He looked at her. "Spread your legs."
Jo did as she was instructed. His hand reached down, finding Jo's pussy wet. Sliding his fingers in. Three went in easily. Jo felt his fingers pushing deeper, pulling out, pushing in again as if he were fucking her.
"Thank you, Sir," Jo wanted him to know how she appreciated him touching her pussy.
Tony pulled them out and placed them in front of Jo's mouth, just as he had done with her daughter. Jo instantly took his fingers into her mouth and sucked her juices off them.
"Just as good as your daughter." He told her. "Of course, she waited to get naked once we were in the back room." Tony told her as his fingers were cleaned.
"So you are black-owned but want it permanently marked on your body. That means you pleasure anyone black, all my staff are black, and before you leave, you will have pleasured us all, correct?" Tony asked Jo.
"That is correct, Sir," Jo answered.
Tony took hold of her leash. 'Get on all fours," Jo did as Tony told her. He led her to the reception desk. "Get under it and look after Alice first, let her experience your tongue. She's younger than your daughter, but I know you enjoy black pussy." He winked at Caz as he finished his instructions.
Jo backed under the desk. Alice tucked herself in, pulled her skirt up and felt Jo moving her thong. Then she felt her tongue. Alice turned to Tony and said, "Thank you."
"I'll send for her soon. But enjoy for now." Tony walked over to the door to the back rooms. Everyone followed.
In the back Alan and Isiah were both sat waiting, ready to start tattooing the two women.
"Welcome, Summer," Tony turned to her as she came through the door. Caz took her off the leash. "You remember Alan and Isiah."
Summer smiled and slowly started stripping off. Putting her clothes on the desk. Turning and smiling at Dwayne before turning back to Tony.
"And you all remember me and my body?" Summer displayed herself to them.
"Bend over the fucking desk," Tony ordered.
Summer did as she was told and spread her legs. "This ok, Boss?"
"You know why I'm going to fuck you now. So when I cum I will call for your mum, and she will clean my cock of your pussy juices. She can taste how excited you got being fucked by me." Tony unzipped his trousers and pulled out his black cock. Pushing it to Summer's cunt. She welcomed it in with a moan.
"That's it fuck me, boss. She will love your cock and love tasting where it's been. Fuck me hard." Summer begged.
Tony slammed his cock into Summer. Deep into her. Taking her hard slamming her body against the desk. She looked back, her face begging for it.
"Oh yes, I can take it," she exclaimed.
Tony started thrusting his cock deeper and harder into her. Taking her hair in his hand and pulling it, making her arch her back. Now ramming his cock in repeatedly. He wasn't stopping till he had cum. He was going to fill Summer's cunt.
Dwayne knew that Summer loved being used just like this. Rough, nasty fucking. She loved to be used.
Her cries of "Fuck me harder" filled the room. Tony beckoned Dwayne to fetch Jo.
He walked over to the door and pushed it open. Alice glanced across. "We need her now," Dwayne told Alice. Alice pushed her chair back to reveal Jo on all fours. Her mouth glistening. Was it her own saliva or Alice's pussy juices? She crawled out over to Dwayne. "Crawl into the next room, Jo. Stay on your hands and knees." Dwayne instructed.
Jo crawled through the door and saw Tony fucking hard. It could only be Summer who he was fucking. She crawled beside him and watched. Yes, it was. His cock pumping into her daughter. Tony looked down.
"Come closer, watch as I fuck your daughter. Do you like watching her? Do you like hearing her moan?" Tony asked her firmly.
"Yes, Sir, I love seeing her fucked by you," Jo told him.
Summer's moans continued as his cock was nonstop ramming into her, the pace increasing. Summer pinned to the desk while her mum was on her knees watching the cock filling her.
Tony started grunting as well, telling Summer, "Here it comes, you dirty white bitch, take it, take it all while your mother watches you take it." His cock slammed into her without mercy. Maybe to him, Summer was a piece of white meat.
Soon, he sprayed his cum all over that white meat's cunt. He let go of her hair, and she collapsed on top of the desk. The thrusts stopped, and he pulled out and turned to Jo. "Open wide!!"
Jo did as she was told, opened her mouth wide to accept the black cock.
"Taste your daughter's dirty cunt, clean my fucking cock of her filthy juices. That's what you want," Tony told her.
Jo didn't answer back; she just moved forward and took the cock deeper in her mouth, letting her tongue and lips clean the black cock as required. She even managed to get a small drop of cum out of his cock.
"Oh yes, you're a filthy slut too, aren't you. Mother and daughter whores for black cocks. Does your daughter's cunt taste delicious?" Tony asked.
Jo nodded as she finished sucking the cock clean. The difference between how Dwayne made her feel and this Tony was chalk and cheese. Dwayne loving and caring, Tony just left her feeling like white meat for his black cock. But even that feeling still excited her.
Thoughts ran through Jo's head.
Why does being humiliated and degraded make us feel so nasty, yet it feels so good? Making me feel so dirty, making me clean your cock of another woman's juices, my own daughters. Making me watch him fuck her.
Yet when I do, I feel filthy. But not a bad filthy, it still turns me on to be used like this. To be made to do things. Or is it that now I want to feel these things after so much time of nothing? A need to be controlled and used. The submissive in me is willing to do anything to please. The taste of my daughter on his cock was delicious. Watching him use her is exciting. Now to be marked, to be owned. I guess it's what I need.
Jo came back out of her thoughts.
"Yes, Sir, my daughter's pussy juices tasted delicious on your cock. Thank you for fucking her and letting me clean your cock." Jo said obediently. Again, just saying those words for some reason made her feel so hot, made her pussy wet too.
Whether it was Tony or Dwayne, they both made her feel sexually excited again. These black men turned her on more than her husband ever had. That collar around her neck, saying 'black owned,' felt so right.
"So, ladies, these gentlemen will be looking after your tattoo needs. I'm sure you will look after all their needs," Tony said to Jo and Summer. "I have to disappear elsewhere, but thank you for the use of your holes, ladies.
Isiah stepped forward. "I'll be taking you." He pointed to Jo.
"And I'll be taking you again, Summer, but it should be fairly quick, so you'll have plenty of time to keep yourself busy," Alan added with a wink to Summer.
As Tony left, both Alan and Isiah went to inspect Jo. Her flesh was still marked with a marker pen. But these showed the tattooists just what was required. Isiah touched Jo's breast as she now stood before them. Her nipple hardened as he touched. Alan was looking at the writing just above Jo's bald pussy. Summer approached.
"So what do you think of my mother?" she asked.
"Lovely pussy," Jo suddenly felt Alan's fingers slide in between her pussy lips. She tried not to move, but naturally moved her feet apart. "So smooth, so welcoming, just as any MILF should be. A black-owned MILF with a juicy pussy." His fingers slid in. Jo was just standing there, letting yet another black man finger her in front of her daughter. A smile came across her face as the fingers went in. She couldn't hide her pleasure.
"And she doesn't have a bad pair of tits for her age, I'd still like to get hold of yours," Isiah said to Summer. He started pulling both of Jo's nipples. "But I think your mother is going to look amazing tattooed and pierced."
"And Jo tell them how you feel right now," Caz asked her.
"I don't think I need to tell you," Jo looked at Alan. "That right now I'm a gooey mess."
Jo turned to Isiah. "And you can tell how excited I am by nips. They are ready." It was as if Jo were happily thrusting out her breasts for him. She knew part of the deal was that they would pay with their bodies. But when you're a black cock slut, what is another two black cocks in exchange for some tattoos?
"So we would like to do some pictures for our catalogue. Would you be ok with that, the pair of you?" Alan asked.
"I am," Summer answered.
"Of course I am, I knew that you'd want payment with my body, that was made clear, sure you don't want some personal ones as well." Jo teased.
"Well, if you're offering," Isiah replied cheekily.
"Me on my knees with your cock in my mouth" Jo's confidence was high after how Dwayne had treated her, and she was feeling filthy after Tony's efforts.
"Well, I'm sure that can happen, but let's have a picture of you both together," Isiah said. "Mother and Daughter ready to be tattooed."
At first, they stood together naked, then with the two tattooists. A photo of Summer's arse also took in her previous tattoo, or was it meant to be a pucture of the tattoo that also caught sight of her arse, either way it would look delicious in the album showing the tattoos that the shop had done.
Next came a picture of Jo's breasts before her tattoo, and then finally she was asked to lie down. Here, they could take a picture of her getting her tattoo. A preview picture was taken where the old marker pen could be seen, and of course, Jo's wet pussy glistening. But they weren't finished there, Caz and Dwayne decided if she was going to be tattooed Black Owned Milf above her pussy, then her pussy should be stuffed with her big black cock dildo.
Jo lay there as the tattoo artist prepared the area, and Caz teased her pussy by sliding the cock in and out. Still, she was wanting, needing that orgasm. The cock sliding in and out very easily.
The tattoo started. Every time he paused, the dildo would be pushed in and out several times to continue teasing Jo.
Even when the tattoo was finished, the giant cock wasn't removed. Still, she was teased as her left tit was prepared for her Queen of Spades tattoo.
Meanwhile, Summer had slipped off with Alan to another room so she could have her additional tattoo.
"First things first, black cock whores should be..." Alan started saying.
"On their knees, sucking your black cock before we start." Summer finished his sentence off as she got down on her knees and took his cock out from his trousers. She slowly worked her magic on his cock. Growing harder, going deeper, filling her mouth, her throat. So diligently looking after this black cock, satisfying its need. Summer was happy to swallow the load, but Alan had a different idea. He pulled the cock out of her mouth just as he was ready to spurt.
There she sat on her knees, beautifully posed. The body of an angel, but always destined to be a slut. She looked at the black cock glistening in front of her face. Alan took hold of his own cock and started pumping it. Within seconds, it was exploding. Sticky cum flying through the air and landing on Summer's face. Dripping down onto her tits. A cum covered master piece, and now Alan would let it dry on her while he tattooed her.
"This is what is required?" Alan showed Summer the design. "And your mother is the same, but in addition, CAH."
"That's correct," Summer replied.
"Shall we start then. Would you like to put your hair up?" Alan told her as he showed her into a chair where he could start tattooing her.
Jo was having a break from her tattoo. The outline of the spade was complete, and the Q inside the spade had been inked in; now it was a case of filling in the rest of the spade.
Caz has popped out to see Alice and ask how well Jo had performed earlier.
"So did you enjoy my subs tongue earlier? Caz asked.
"God, it was so good, I'm not you know, but when she started licking, I don't know if she's you know, but god did she know what to do," Alice replied back, a bit flustered and blushing.
"If I told you she's married to a white guy, but she has just found out how much fun having black cock and pussy is. Her tattoos today are to show her devotion to it. So no, she is not les but loved licking you and worshipping your superior pussy." Caz calmed Alice down.
"Really, that's the first time I've let a woman do that to me. You dominate her? Normally, they think they're the dominant ones." Alice replied.
"Yeah, a lot of whites think they are superior. But you find some who like to be dominated. Realise how good it feels to be dominated by us. More and more are realising. If you went back there, guess what you'd see." Caz's question teased Alice.
"Erm, I guess she's still naked," Alice replied tentatively.
"Yes, and..." Caz pushed her to answer more in-depth.
"I honestly don't know?" Alice replied.
"Well, I think you should see what happens with your boss's special clients. So you know more of what happens in the business." Caz smiled at Alice, tempting her into seeing what happened in the back rooms.
"I can't, I'm meant to be on reception," Alice replied.
"I can sit here for two minutes and cover you. Just nip back. Maybe even have a little taste of white pussy if you dare, she will let you." Caz's words put all sorts of images into Alice's head.
Alice walked through the door connecting the front and back of the tattoo studio. She glanced into the first side room that was used. There she saw Summer being worked on, sat perfectly still, but with a mask of cum drying on her face.
If this was Summer, what would Jo be doing?
She went across to the other room and glanced in. There was Jo lying in the tattoo chair, it was reclined right back. No tattooing was taking place at the time because Isiah was having his cock sucked by Jo, before he restarted. Alice could see the spade on her tit. But more interestingly was the now tattooed pussy with a big black dildo hanging out of it. She couldn't help herself walking into the room.
"Hello Alice," Dwayne said.
"Hi, Caz said I should just pop in for a look, to see what happens."
"Well, as you can see, Jo is just entertaining Isiah like she entertained you, and we've been keeping her white pussy very wet. Come in, come closer." Dwayne encouraged Alice.
Alice stepped further in, looking at Jo's pussy.
"Hi Alice." Jo had the cock out of her mouth for a second.
"I just wanted to say thank you for earlier. No one has ever done that to me, well, not another female anyway. It felt so good." Alice replied.
"You don't need to thank me, that was me serving you just like I'm serving Isiah now," Jo replied just before she put Isiah's cock back in her mouth and sucked on it.
"See, Alice, Jo loves black. Your black pussy. Isiah's black cock. That black dildo. Fuck her with it, watch her react." Dwayne invited Alice to play with Jo.


As Alice gripped the cock she felt Jo's juices all over it. Not only had she been edging all week, but that black cock had now been teasing her pussy in the car and now in the studio. Being slid in and out for a few seconds just to tease.
As Alice pushed the black phallus into Jo, her body moved with it; there was a moan of pleasure from around Isiah's cock. That initial reaction made Alice slide the cock in and out faster, causing more moans of pleasure as Jo worked on the cock in her mouth. And then it happened. Alice bent down and licked. Licked Jo's pussy.
The words that Caz used, taste of white pussy, she will let you, had come true. Alice returned the favour of what Jo had done earlier, but with the added tease of moving her black dildo inside her.
"Oh God, Alice, that feels so good, thank you, but you will make me cum, and I'm not allowed to." Jo was quick to say before she was pushed too far by the young girl's tongue.
Alice lifted her head up and saw Jo going back down onto the cock in her mouth. "You taste delicious, but I wouldn't want you to get in trouble. Thank you for letting me taste you," Alice replied.
Again, Jo relieved herself from her cock sucking duties. "No, miss, thank you for enjoying my body, and if you ever need my tongue or my body for your pleasure, I am willing. It is only that Sir doesn't want me to cum just yet." Jo explained.
Alice looked back down at Jo. Old enough to be her mum, yet this white woman was being submissive to her. Offering herself to be available to pleasure Alice or alternatively be pleasured. Not that Alice was a lez, but it had been very pleasurable.
Alice returned to the front desk, where Caz sat in her chair.
"So did you find that interesting?" Caz asked.
"Well, I didn't expect that. Summer's face was covered in cum," Alice started to say.
"That's not a surprise; she is very much a cum whore." Caz replied before Alice could finish.
"And then Jo, well, she was sucking Isiah, but she let me play with her, let me fuck her with her dildo and then I licked her. Well, she had licked me before." Alice finally finished telling the story.
"And did you enjoy that? Did you enjoy teasing a white bitch, and of course, did you enjoy her worshipping your pussy?" Caz enquired.
"Of course I did. I didn't think I would, I've never done anything like that or had that done to me, but it was so good." Alice smiled as she spoke.
"It's nice having a white woman being submissive. She's owned by me, so maybe one day you might come round, and we can enjoy teasing her together. Do you think you'd like that experience?" Caz wanted to see how far Alice might go.
"I did enjoy it, and yes, I would have loved a little bit more. Maybe see what other things you do with her?" Alice replied.
"Well, I will get your number before we leave, and we will arrange something," Caz said before heading back to Jo.
"Well, you made quite the impression on the receptionist, Jo. She enjoyed your attention to her pussy, but then I know how good your tongue is. She also loved your pussy, and teasing you. She wants to join me and have you pleasure us both." Caz told Jo.
Isiah pulled his cock from the middle-aged white woman's mouth so she could answer. Plus, he didn't want to cum there. If he stopped her sucking now, he would fuck her once he had finished the tattoo.
"Thank you, Miss, I'm glad I pleased her, and would be happy to serve you both," Jo answered.
"I wouldn't have expected you to have said any different. You're a delicious white milf slut who craves it." Caz enjoyed telling Jo exactly what she was, and Jo couldn't disagree with her. She had become a white milf slut thanks to Caz and Dwayne.
As Isiah continued to fill in the spade Summer arrived in the room.
"Hello, my messy little slut." Dwayne welcomed her in, seeing the cum on her face and tits. She turned around so Dwayne could inspect her new tattoo, her hair still up. "Oh, that's perfect for you, Summer. How do you feel?"
"I love it, Dwayne. Now I am totally yours, you are my master, my owner, forever." The sound of happiness in her voice showed exactly how she felt about the new tattoo.
"And what do you think of your mother's tattoos?" Dwayne asked.
"Mum, when you show this tattoo to a black man," Summer stroked the skin between her mum's pussy and the black-owned milf tattoo. "You will be well and truly fucked hard. Can you imagine pulling your knickers down and showing that off to a guy?"
Jo smiled at her daughter and nodded as she continued to be inked.
"She won't need to drop her knickers the first time for that pussy to have its first black cock fill it after that tattoo. Your mum's sucked my cock, and I'm gonna fill her milf pussy with it once I've finished." Isiah told Summer.
"You know to show off that tat, you will have to wear more revealing clothes like Rosie and I wear." Summer was now referring to the queen of spades tattoo being finished on her mother's breast.
"Summer, trust me, I'm as willing to show off as much as you and Rosie. I might be your mother, but I'm not past it. Maybe we will go out together with Dwayne and Caz and all enjoy ourselves. Caz and I have been talking about my wardrobe. Look at how I dressed to come here. Not exactly conservatively. It's nice to feel sexual again," Jo hadn't finished, it was now her turn to tease her daughter.
"But my question is, when are you getting one on your tits to show off. And surely your pussy needs marking too. Maybe black cock cumwhore." Jo was trying to push Summer.
"Maybe you're right, Mum. I will have to talk with Dwayne and see how else he would like my body decorated. I'd be happy with whatever he wanted." Summer responded.
Jo looked to Dwayne, as did Summer.
"I have to say your mother does look hot inked like that. If she shows her tits off and then guys find her cunt marked too, she will be as popular as you, Summer. Maybe you need matching tattoos, like mother like daughter: 3 hole black cum sluts! Looks like we are keeping this place busy and draining the guys." Dwayne responded.
Summer then moved the black dildo in and out of her mother's pussy, causing yet more moans.
Finally, Isiah finished the in fill of the queen of spades tattoo. One more tattoo to go.
Alan required her to sit for this tattoo, just like Summer had (Except Summer wore his cum throughout.) The only problem was the dildo still inside Jo.
Caz slowly pulled it out of Jo's pussy and held it to Summer's mouth.
"Clean your mother's juices off, and then you can fuck yourself, but no cumming." Caz instructed Summer.
Summer, as willing as ever, took the black cock shaped dildo and took it into her mouth as if it were the real thing. Tasting her mother's pussy juices. Nothing was off the menu with Summer. She had tasted her sister before. Now she was making sure this black cock was totally clean so that she could then place it into her own cunt.
Jo watched, and at the same time was putting her hair up. From lying on the tattoo bench, she now sat. Her arse now sat where her pussy had leaked. Suddenly, she felt Alan start.
Summer took the clean cock and showed it to Caz, who approved that it was clean enough. Summer placed the cock between her legs and started fucking herself on her mother's dildo.
The slightly larger tattoo took longer on Jo than it had on Summer. Alan turned to Dwayne and Caz when he finished.
Dwayne responded first. "Perfect," he said, looking at his sister, who grabbed his hand.
"Oh brother, our own shared white whore. That marks her as ours. Now we only have one more addition to make to her.
What Jo didn't know was that Caz had worked in a studio as a piercer, hence she loved a piercing or two.
She produced the two nipple rings with a spade ♠️ at the bottom of each ring.
"Jo, are you sure you want these?" Caz asked.
"Yes, I do. This is something you like, something I want to do for you. But it's also something I've wondered about, so yes, I want them." Jo said passionately to Caz.
"Well then, I'm going to be the one who does it for you. Don't worry, I'm qualified. Yes, it will be painful, but then you've just been tattooed. No pain, no gain. And hunny, I will make sure that I look after them for you. I'll make sure they heal. You ok with that?"
Jo looked at Caz as if there were no one else in the room. "Do it for me, I want you to." o didn't take her eyes off Caz as she prepared to do it. "I trust you."
Caz leaned forward and kissed her.
"Ready," said Caz.
Summer stood by her mum (having stopped playing) and held her hand.
Seconds later, the first nipple was pierced. Jo continued to look at Caz. Then the second nipple. Jo didn't look down but just let Caz do her work.
Caz reached for a mirror and held it in front of Jo's breasts.
Jo finally looked down. The reflection of her nipples now with a ring through each nipple. "Oh my god, that's it done." She went to touch them.
"Not yet, let me tell you how to look after them, help them heal. But you like them?" Caz enquired.
"Like, no," Jo paused. Caz looked worried. "I love them." Caz let out a sigh of relief as she heard Jo speak those words.
"God, I would never have imagined that they would look so beautiful." Jo finished off, saying.
"Jo, I'm so proud you let me do them, that you love them. I think they look fantastic, too." Caz then looked at Summer.
"Mum, they do look fantastic on you, now you are definitely a Queen of Spades." Summer told her mum.
Dwayne had been behind Summer and taken a photo from behind. Although it had the view of Jo's tits in it, it also contained the tattoo on the back of Summer's neck.
"Summer, I hope you don't mind me saying I can't wait to play with your mother's tits. In fact, I wouldn't be surprised if Summer doesn't ask me if she should have hers done." Dwayne commented as he moved around and took a picture of the tattoo on the back of Jo's neck.
"So, ladies, that extra tattoo on the back of your neck. Would you like to see?" Dwayne asked.
Both Summer and Jo answered the same "Yes, Sir."
Dwayne put the picture of Summer's neck (with Jo's pierced tits in the background).
"Oh yes, that's perfect for me. I will always be yours. My master." Summer responded to seeing it.
Dwayne changed pictures to Jo's neck.
Up came the picture.
There, on the nape of Jo's neck, just below her hairline, was an almost matching tattoo. At the top, the words BLACK OWNED
To one side, the letters DH (the same as Summer's to the other side, CAH, both in large letters.
Back to smaller letters, underneath DH, it read Master Dwayne Harris (The same as Summer's tattoo), to the other side, under the CAH, it read Mistress Carol-Ann Harris.
Each was now marked with their master's name, and Jo with her mistress's name too.
Jo looked at the picture, looked up at Dwayne, then Caz. "Looks like you now own me the pair of you." The smile on her face showed how much she liked the tattoo and how much she wanted to be owned.
Summer went to her Master, wrapped her arms around him and kissed him. Not just a peck but a long snog just to show him how much he meant to her.
Caz's kiss with Jo was a lot more tender, but still with as much love.
The tattoos needed paying for. Summer had already worn one load; now it was her mum's turn. For her, a cushion for her head. She lay back down as Summer was on her knees, sucking Isiah's cock. The chair allowed Jo to spread her legs. Isiah was ready, his cock hard thanks to Summer's mouth.
He pushed his cock against the wet pussy lips. They parted so easily, welcoming his cock, pushing into her pussy with ease. The dildo had now been replaced with the real thing. Having it slide in felt divine. Another black cock filling her pussy. Filling it better than her husband could.
Jo lay there watching Isiah push his cock into her married pussy, but he didn't see it like that. He knew she was black-owned and that she had a queen of spades on her tit, which meant she welcomed his black cock. She just wanted black cocks now. It went in deeper, felt so good. He started pumping his cock in and out.
Jo felt his hands on her body. If it weren't for her new tattoo or nipple rings, he may have been grabbing her tits, but he was gripping her hips, looking at her body. She sure was a milf. She could take a cock as good as any woman he had fucked in the past. The fact that her daughter had just sucked his cock hard before he started fucking her did add to the fuck.
Watching her grip the chair, Isiah could see how Jo was enjoying having his cock fuck her. He moved his hands to under Jo's thighs and raised them up, lifting her legs, encouraging her to have her legs up onto his shoulders. His thrusts felt different in this position. Now he was gripping her thighs. Jo watched him. The thrusts become longer and deeper.
Then he spoke to her, "Do you want my black cum to fill your white pussy." His grunts grew as he thrust forward.
"Yes, I want your cum to fill me, I want it all fuck me harder. Fuck your white milf slut. Show me how I should be fucked. I'm a married white whore begging for your black seed. Show me how a real man fucks a woman like me." Jo felt so horny.
Isiah wanted to give her everything she asked for. His balls bounced off her arse as he fucked her with all his might. Her body was taking the pounding, her breasts bouncing. The piercings glinting in the light. Her face showing the pleasure every time the cock went in deep.
Pummelling her pussy with the size of his cock, he was ready to fill it.
"Take it. Drain my cock, you filthy bitch. Enjoy it. It's what you want, isn't it?" Isiah gripped her legs tightly and now started to fill her. Each time he thrust into her, more cum filled her pussy.
Jo felt every thrust filling her. She again had been blacked, but it wasn't over. Summer again was on her knees this time getting Alan's cock hard now that Isiah had finished, but he didn't want sloppy seconds; he wanted something specific.
As Isiah pulled out, Summer reached for his cock too. Getting one hard, cleaning the other.
Jo didn't have long to recover before she was told to get off the chair and bend over it by Alan. "Spread your legs, your daughters almost got me ready." Cum now dripped down her legs.
"Take that cum and smear it on your ass, I take it a slut like you loves anal. Push the cum in your ass with your fingers. Fuck your ass with your fingers till I get to it." Alan instructed.
He walked over to Jo, leaving Summer to clean Isiah, tasting her mother again.
"Pull your fingers out and shove them in your mouth", Alan said as his hands pulled Jo's ass cheeks apart, seeing how well she had opened up her asshole.
He wasn't going to go gently. Yes, it was slightly open, but now it was forced further open by his black cock. A yelp, "You'll take it." He commanded.
"Yes fuck me in my ass. I need your black cock in my ass." Jo responded.
The words didn't need to encourage him as it was going in any way. Pushing deeper in stretching her sphincter. "That's it, you're taking it." He told her.
"Oh yes, that's it fuck my arse," Jo cried.
No more words need to be exchanged as he pulled on Jo's hair; it came loose and flowed down her back. Now he could firmly pull it, pulling her head back. His turn to thrust deeply. Driving it deeper and deeper until all of it was in. He didn't stop his aggressive fucking, and Jo didn't stop her moaning. Again, she was gripping the chair, taking it fully up her arse. In front of her stood her Master and Mistress. Her face whimpering. Looking at them, seeing them smile at her being used.
Alan continued to thrust, and thrust and thrust. Pulling her hair. A scream of pain. A moan of pleasure. Still pounding away, her ass full of his black cock. Jo hadn't felt like this for years. It didn't matter that he was rough fucking her; it just felt good to be wanted, to be used. Her body now desired.
A slap on her arse told her he was getting close. Controlled by the hair. Going nowhere. Impaled. Jo wouldn't cum, but Alan was about to. Taking his new white bitches ass was what she deserved. Another slap, leaving another handprint. Her flesh wobbling. Watching her older body. Listening to her cry in pain, but moan with pleasure. Begging for his cock to fill her dirty hole.
Gripping her hair left-handed, slapping her ass right-handed. Thrusting his cock deep in her arse, he started cumming. He was showing her what the tattoo he had put on her meant.
Black-owned. His cock owning her arse. Slapping it, making sure she knew who was in charge, and then he was done. Pulling out, leaving her ass gaping. Summer took his cock and put it in her mouth. Cleaning it this time of the juices off of her mum's rear passage. It didn't matter; this was what Summer would do, being black-owned, too. Worshipping black cocks no matter where they had been.
Caz caressed Jo's hair and face. "For now, neither of you can wear your collars while your tattoo is fresh, but the tattoo means even when you aren't wearing a collar, you are mine. You can wear your hair down in public, and no one will know. No one but you. Well done for paying your debt. How do you feel?"
"Miss, I love my markings that show that I am here for black, but I am especially proud of the tattoo that shows I am owed by you and your brother. I feel alive again. I drifted through life, letting it pass me by. Happy being nothing, doing nothing. Now I am something again. I feel free. I look at my friends and think, are they enjoying life? Now I know I will enjoy life a whole lot more once again." Jo's words were said with love and desire. Caz could feel how Jo had suddenly changed from a housewife to a black owned milf.
Summer finally got off her knees, having cleaned Alan's cock, and went to her Master.
"Thank you, Master, for my new tattoo," Dwayne stroked Summer's neck as she spoke. "Not only am I marked as your queen of spades, but now I'm marked clearly as yours. If ever you want me to wear my hair up and show it off, I will. If there are other tattoos or piercings you wish me to have, then I am willing."
"For now, my princess, you are perfect as you are. Your mother has extra as she is married to a white man, but needs to feel owned and available for black. That ring will not stop her from being used. In fact, many will love fucking her pussy because she will go home to her husband." Dwayne told Summer.
"You have chosen to be with me, to live this lifestyle. Enjoying every second of it. You have a freedom, yet are owned. I know you treasure us, but enjoy everything. Seeing you suck other cocks, wearing another black man's cum doesn't make me think any less of you. It makes me proud that you have become a true queen." He continued.
Summer and Jo redressed, slipping their skirts back on and jackets, leaving their bodies free from other clothes for now. Dwayne took Summer's hand while Caz led Jo out of the shop by her hand. Jo could feel the cum slowly sliding down her legs. She felt dirty. But not in a nasty way. She loved the feeling.
Jo climbed into the back of the car with Caz as Summer sat in the front with Dwayne driving. Summer's hand reaching across, stroking his crotch. In return, when he could, he slid his hand along Summer's thigh until he found her silky cunt. His fingers were exploring until they were required on the steering wheel.
In the back, Jo had told Caz how she had cum on her, running down her thighs.
"Would you like me to scoop it up with my fingers and feed it to you, after all you earnt it?" Caz asked Jo.
Jo just spread her legs and pulled her skirt up, showing off everything, including the globs of cum on her thighs. Caz scooped the first glob up with two fingers and held them up to Jo's mouth. She took in the two fingers and sucked them clean.


The next glob again fed to her. Next, Caz found a small drop which she smeared over Jo's thigh, but also on Caz's fingers. Caz lifted her fingers up, but instead of presenting them to Jo's mouth, she wiped them on Jo's cheeks. "A little cum for your complexion." Caz giggled.
The next glob, Caz drew a heart on Jo's legs. A bigger glob took three fingers. Sliding the three fingers into Jo's mouth. Jo sucked the cum off Caz's fingers as if sucking a scallop out of its shell.
Caz looked out of the window; there were only a few more minutes before they arrived back at Dwayne's. Now was the time to tease Jo. Instead of scooping any more cum she put her four fingers at the entrance to Jo's s pussy. Jo looked across, Caz smiled and pushed her fingers straight into Jo's pussy. Sliding in, twisting her hand inside Jo's pussy. Jo feeling it twisting and turning her. Not like a cock straight forward, straight back.
It felt different having a hand inside, not so deep, only if Caz slipped her thumb in. Sat on the back seat of a car wanting to be fisted. What had happened to Jo's mind?
Suddenly, those fingers were pulled from Jo's pussy and placed all four fingers into Jo's mouth, stretching around them. Jo now sucking and licking them clean of their stickiness.
As the car pulled up, Jo finally finished sucking the fingers clean, releasing them from her mouth. Caz reached down and pulled Jo's skirt back down.
Walking into the house, Dwayne opened the door and let Summer in first, slapping her arse. She walked into the hallway, swaying her arse teasing her boyfriend, her master. She stood with her back against the wall and let him catch up with her. Dwayne let his sister Caz and Summer's mother, Jo, pass into the house. They walked past Summer into the living room, and Dwayne shut the front door.
He walked up to Summer. Took hold of her left wrist and pulled it above her head, then her right wrist. Pinning her against the wall. Pressing his body against hers. Their lips meeting passionately. Dominantly taking control of his girlfriend. One hand holding both wrists above Summer's head. The other hand now stroking the side of Summer's face. Still kissing passionately. Dwayne's hand slipped down to her throat.
The feel of being pinned against the wall made Summer feel so submissive, her hands helpless against the wall. Dwayne's body pressed against hers. Now his hand tight against her throat. Summer didn't feel scared as she felt those big black fingers tighten. Instead, there was excitement running through her body. The control her boyfriend was asserting over her.
His lips now kissing her neck, biting her earlobe. Summer responded by pushing her body away from the wall, pressing against Dwayne. His response, his body pushing her back, pinning her again against the wall, his hand releasing her neck. Finding the zip to her jacket. Pulling it down, he stopped pressing against her and pulled it open. Exposing her naked body.
Dwayne looked Summer in the eyes and told her, "I love you, my little white slut."
Summer responded with, "I love you too, Master, I love being your white slut, your little fucktoy."
Dwayne growled into Summer's ear, "I want your fucking body bitch." Dwayne released her arms; they dropped to her side. Dwayne took hold of her jacket and pulled it off her. Those voluptuous mountains now free to be manhandled, too tempting for Dwayne, his hands squeezing them. "Now your skirt." Summer reached down, undid her skirt and let it drop.
Dwayne picked Summer up, she wrapped her legs and arms around him, the passion sizzling, kissing again. He started to carry her through the house, kissing as they walked, into the living room. As they entered, they saw Caz and Jo sitting on the sofa, kissing. Dwayne carried Summer over to the armchair, where he lowered her. He sat down in the chair, and Summer sat on his lap and curled up, slipping off her heels. Safely in the arms of her master.
Caz and Jo looked across.
"Didn't take you long, bro." Said Caz.
"Summer knows I love her like this." Replied Dwayne.
Jo stood up and took off her jacket, then eased down her skirt.
"Dwayne is correct, isn't he? Remember what you said about being comfortable naked, like Summer. Well, here I am. Why shouldn't I be comfortable naked in front of you all? My Mistress, My Master and my daughter. This is me. Can I get you all a drink? Jo said confidently.
Summer jumped up and went over to hug her mum.
"Yes, I feel free here like this," Jo told her daughter.
"Come with me." Summer said. She took her mother's hand and led her to the kitchen.
Summer grabbed two Buds and a bottle of wine from the fridge. "I take it you and Caz like a glass of wine, from what I know, the wine glasses are in that cupboard."
Jo took a couple of glasses out and put them on the counter.
She took the bottle from Summer and took the stopper out, and poured two glasses. Summer took the cap off the two Buds as her mum put the wine back in the fridge.
Heading back in Dwayne had taken his place by his sister on the sofa.
"Miss your white wine." Jo presented Caz with her glass.
"And Sir, your Bud." Summer offered him the bottle.
Both then automatically sat down on the carpet at the feet of their Master and Mistress.
Dwayne proposed a toast. "Too the two most beautiful white sluts, who would imagine family was so important to all of us. Intertwined. Thank you, Summer, for bringing Jo to us. Jo, we are both grateful that you have found this new part of your life. You deserve to feel desired again. You're a sexual goddess like your daughter. To Jo and Summer."
The clink of glasses and bottles, everyone took a drink.
"If I may, also to Master and Mistress, I," Jo hesitated for a second. "We," she pointed to Summer. "Couldn't be happier being owned by you both. Bringing us to this point. Thank you, to Master and Mistress."
Again, the glasses and bottles clinked.
Caz was next to speak. "We are obviously proud of you both. We were just thinking, really, this day is about Jo mostly, but Summer, you've had your owner tattoo too. We, yes, Dwayne and I, thought we would cook you both a meal."
For the next hour, Summer and Jo sat on the floor with their drinks as the four of them discussed how they felt about each other. Jo was admired for her new tattoos and her piercings. Summer admitted she was kind of jealous of the piercings because they looked so cute, yet so sexy on her mum.
Eventually, Dwayne and Caz headed to the kitchen. Jo and Summer didn't get up to sit on the sofa. Caz stopped Dwayne just before they left the room. She returned to her bag, which had the collars in, but she pulled out the dildo. She threw it between the two on the floor.
"One bone between two hot bitches, play nicely and share!!" she instructed.
When dinner was ready and the table set, Caz headed back in and immediately went for her phone.
Sis: Before you serve up, come see the girls.
Bro: What are they up to?
Sis: Just come look.
Dwayne walked in and just started smiling.
"Ladies, you're obviously hungry if I can interest you in dinner rather than each other", Caz announced.
Summer was on her back with Jo on top in a 69. Jo not only had been licking but also teasing Summer's cunt with the dildo. While Summer had enjoyed licking her mum's pussy.
Summer sat next to Dwayne, and Caz sat opposite with Jo. Conversation flowed between them, subjects ranged from how Rosie would react to her mum's tattoos and piercings to future plans. From the girls' night where Jo and Caz had invited her friends to Summer's sexual exploits with her boss and his wife. Nothing was off the table.
Caz said that she and Dwayne would put the dishwasher on and clear the table while the subs went back to the living room.
Minutes later, Jo and Summer got a nice surprise. Caz walked in. Her beautiful black body on show. Her breasts were bouncing while walking in, in only a red thong. Behind was Dwayne in just his boxers. He slapped his sister's ass. She looked back at him.
"Honestly, I've wanted to do that for years, to you, sis," Dwayne said. Then he addressed Summer and Jo. "Time for dessert"
They walked to the sofa, but before they sat down, they both dropped their underwear and sat down. Jo crawled to Caz while Summer crawled in between Dwayne's legs and started licking his balls before getting to his cock.
Caz moved forward, spread her legs, and Jo eagerly went to work to please her mistress.
Summer licked while stroking her master's thick black cock. Happy with her work on his balls, it was time to enjoy his cock. Running her tongue up and down before slipping her lips around his fantastic cock head. This was the cock she worshipped every day.
Meanwhile, Jo had got to work on Caz's juicy black pussy. Her tongue was working hard, flicking over and around Caz's clit. Caz was praising her, letting her know how much she loved to feel Jo's tongue, teasing her that maybe this is how she would be at the friends gathering, or was it teasing? Jo looked up. Caz pushed her head back down, no stopping. Jo did what she was told. Yes, she loved being fucked, but she enjoyed licking her mistress's pussy just as much. Hearing the praise.
Beside her, Summer worked Dwayne's cock into her throat. She had managed to get a hand cupping his balls; now she was a hungry whore. It had been hours since she tasted his cum, and now she could have it again. She was stopping at nothing. Dwayne watched how his girlfriend and sub was so devoted to his pleasure, glancing across at her mother pleasing his own sister.
The way Summer knew how to make a cock cum with her mouth meant he was near. He had no plans to paint her. "Ready to swallow your dessert." He asked Summer.
Her mouth came off his cock only for a second to say, "Yes, Master, give me it all."
Her mouth worked his cock only five more times before his cock started spewing cum into her mouth and throat. Such a good girl.
Dwayne turned and looked at his naked sister, Jo, head buried, not coming up for air.
"Dwayne, if she's finished, can you do me a favour I left a strap-on in the front bedroom. I think Jo deserves more than just this." Caz asked.
When Summer came up off Dwayne's cock she licked her lips. "It's in the bedside drawer in that bedroom, just in case." She smiled at Dwayne, then Caz. Yes, Caz had fucked her with it before.
Dwayne stood up.
Smack!!
"Just getting my own back", Caz smirked.
Summer knelt watching, she could see in Caz's face that she was near orgasm. "Keep going mum she's loving it."
The message from her own daughter made sure she didn't stop. The licking became more intense, and then there it was. Another uncontrollable eruption of pleasure throughout Caz's body this time. The moans of pleasure filled the room, filled Jo's ears. She still didn't stop, still wanting to please, to drive her mistress insane with pleasure. The only thing that stopped her was the words "The strap-ons here."
Jo sat up with a huge smile on her face, covered in Caz's pussy juices.
"Do you remember the coffee table?" Caz asked Jo.
Jo got up and looked across at Dwayne's coffee table. It was clear. Jo climbed on top of it on all fours and continued to hold the pose as Caz put the strap-on on.
As Summer watched on, she was pulled back by Dwayne. His cock was still hard watching his sister getting ready to fuck. Summer looked behind her and saw his cock hard, ready to slide in. She positioned herself so her cunt was above Dwayne's cock. Lowering herself down. The tip meeting her lips. Holding it so it went in. Bending her knees. Slowly going in deeper. Continuing to lower herself down. He was back inside. It felt so good. Finally sitting on his lap, leaning back. Between them, a slow rhythm.
Caz approached behind Jo. The strap-on cock stretching out. Black and shiny. Ready to penetrate Jo.
"Mistress, please fuck me, I want you to take me. I've been edging all week. Will you let me cum on you?" Jo looked back and begged.
"How can I not resist fucking my beautiful Milf. You are so sexy and gorgeous, now you have a tattoo and my rings. Of course I want to fuck you, and yes I expect you to cum. Cum in front of your master, cum in front of your daughter. Show them how much you love the feel of being fucked like this." Caz's words were passionate and emotional to Jo. She was really feeling the Domme/sub connection.
Pushing in, Jo felt the cock entering her slowly, she started pushing back, the cock pushing deeper, quicker. Starting to rock gently on the coffee table. The rhythm building between the two of them.
Dwayne and Summer building their own rhythm as he slowly thrust into her. The angle of his cock rubbing her G-spot. Summer enjoying every thrust as she pushed back down. Grinding down on that thick cock.
The view, not one they normally had while fucking. Dwayne's sister, Summer's mother, but yet it was erotic watching them fuck. Proudly, Jo sat on all fours not worried that her daughter was watching, all that mattered was Caz fucking her.
It felt so good being on the table as ordered, having Caz fill her and fuck her. Now tattooed as if it were a brand. She was owned by the woman fucking her. The woman who had denied her an orgasm all week but was now fucking her towards one. The thrusts longer and deeper. The rocking faster.
"May I?" Jo asked.
"May you what?" Caz replied
"May I cum, Miss?" Jo replied.
"Do you think you deserve it?" Caz responded.
"Yes, Miss I have done as you wished all week and now I am yours I hoped you may let me cum." Jo tried to reason with Caz.
"Of course I am going to let you cum, today you have been so good, and when I meet your friends we will have more fun, but for now. I want you to cum and cum hard. All that built up need this week. Let it out." Caz instructed, and with that, she started to pound Jo's pussy just as Dwayne would have if he had been behind her fucking her.
The feel of the black cock being driven into her by Caz made Jo scream with pleasure. Having listened to her words, now all those emotions from today, from the nights of fucking herself but not cumming, they were cumming out. Moans of desire, screams of pleasure, begging for it.
"Oh, Miss keep fucking me please, I'm so nearly there. Fuck me, I am yours." Jo needed it.
Caz glanced across at Summer. Rocking and rolling on her brother's cock, also looking like she would cum. Now was the time to make Jo cum. Stopping, just for a minute. Leaving her waiting for the next thrust. Running her nails along Jo's backbone, leaving her tingling. A nail running all the way down to her asshole, brushing over it. Jo was wondering what Caz was going to do next.
Caz was, of course thinking of the plug she had once put in that beautiful ass. But now it was time to give her sub the pleasure she deserved. Pulling her hips back, pulling the cock nearly out, and then the thrust forward. Building up the rhythm again. The moans started again from Jo. The pace built and so did the pleasure. Suddenly, that feeling arrived.
The moment she had stopped herself from reaching all week. Now it was here, and she was going to enjoy it thanks to her mistress. The ripples of orgasm flowing through Jo felt them so strong. Having not cum, now it felt multiplied, in those moments she understood why she was told to edge.
"OH YES, MISS, THANK YOU!!!!" It felt so good. To be teased to abstain and to finally cum, to be fucked by her black mistress.
If that weren't enough, in front of her was her daughter writhing on her black master's cock, taking his cum. Yes, Jo was missing that with Caz but it didn't affect how she felt.
Being fucked with a strap-on by her mistress was just as special as being fucked by Dwayne her master. Giving herself to black. It felt so good after so long without any kind of cock. Now she too was a Queen of Spades, A black owned milf. Ready to serve, to worship, to do as she was told.
As Caz finally pulled out, Jo climbed off of the coffee table and lay on the floor. Caz knelt down, the cock meeting Jo's pussy once more, easing in. Caz lay on top of her, and Jo wrapped her arms around her. Lying on the floor still in a heavenly bliss from her orgasm.
The rest of the evening continued as it started. Caz and Dwayne enjoying Summer and Jo. Pleasure was shared by both master and mistress but also the needs of the subs. Proud to be owned.
What lies ahead for the two Watkins women? Whatever it will be, they are sure to have fun doing it.


        Terms of Surrender

        White pearl meets black Dom: submission becomes liberation.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/terms-of-surrender-1

Title: Terms of Surrender

Author: DavisFrost

Category: Interracial Love

Description: White pearl meets black Dom: submission becomes liberation.

Tags: cheating wife, queen of spades, master, black master, domination, white wife, submissive wife, female submissive, big black cock




Author's Note
This is a work of adult erotica featuring an interracial Sub/Dom relationship. Kindly be informed that there is NO physical abuse, non-consent, or torture; just a hotwife who met her perfect bull. If you are comfortable with such contents, dive right in! Comments and feedback are always welcome. Happy reading!
- - - - -
The Porsche engine revved with a mechanical noise that mirrored Carla's heartbeat. She backed out of the garage and hit the road. She looked at the rearview mirror to catch a glimpse of her preparation. Her blonde hair was tied in a ponytail. The black glasses on her round face looked stunning. Her glossy pink lips added an extraordinary touch to that look. All these are strong reminders of the woman she is about to leave behind. Her destination was Bruce's house. She had recently made a habit of visiting his place, especially on a weekend like this. The thoughts of their first meeting raced into her head.
It was that very evening which was the most successful for her in recent years. She worked hard for months to save the dying legacy perfume Redolence. It became the number 1 trending perfume in the whole province. It was a risky and ambitious campaign that her boss thought would fail. But the sale broke all its previous records. After office she went to the bar to celebrate her victory. She was dressed in a sky blue shirt with a black formal skirt. A group of guys in their early twenties crowded one end of the bar. Their loud laughter and jokes made that part noisy. Carla sat at the other corner, on a high table on a stool. She enjoyed a little privacy from the rest of the bar. Mark wasn't home, gone to Richmond for two days. Husbands are never around when you win something. The new French 75 worked in her brain, she felt light and confident.
That's when he approached. A black man, well over six feet with an athletic build. He moved through the aisle like he owned the place, such was his swagger. The man stopped by her, "Hey there, looks like someone didn't show up. It's a shame, a beautiful woman like you is sitting here, all by herself."
Even without knowing he touched into her sentiments about her husband's absence on a night like that. Irritated by the breach of her privacy, she gave him a stern look. He didn't seem to mind.
"The name is Bruce. Can I buy you a drink and keep you some company?" He didn't ask before sliding onto the stool beside her. He smelled like burnt sugar.
"And what is your expectation in return?"
"Nothing, just the delight of your company to brighten my evening."
Carla was high on the power of her recent success. Combined with the liquor she felt like she could make people do whatever she wanted. "Look here, dude. I know what men want when they say 'the delight of your company'. I am a little too old to believe in 'brightening the evening' kind of staff."
"Oh! That means you are saving me a lot of time. Coz you already know what men want." His grin spread wide.
Carla waved her hand in annoyance, "Ya, ya. Only if you show me what you got inside those trousers. I don't want to get upset later."
"I love this woman! She doesn't waste no time. You want to see it here?"
"Of course, if you are man enough to do it, or the door is over there. Red sign, says, EXIT" she said contemptuously.
She applied the market manipulation tactic on him. Sellers use it to drive away a loiterer pretending to be a buyer. But he completely ignored her script. In that mysterious darkness, he just unzipped and got his cock out. He did it like it was the most natural thing to do.
Carla almost screamed! At first from the shock of what he did and then from the shock of its enormous size. It's not any less than nine fucking inches and it's not even erect. That thing can not be real! "Is that a prosthetic?"
"No sweetheart, it's 100% organic. Harvested in an authentic African field," Bruce declared in his usual cocky voice.
"Ok, I had enough, now put it back before anyone comes," Carla noticed it kept getting bigger in front of her eyes. She never saw any cock that big in her entire life.
He tried to push it inside the zip but now with the new formed erection, he couldn't. "It's not going back in, Darling, not like this. See the size? Stand up. Block the view." He pointed with his thumb to his back toward the bar.
"Sure," Carla volunteered with her body to block him. Now she was facing her back to the bar. He stood up, pulled his pants down. He was about to tuck his cock in. Carla didn't know what had gotten into her. She said, "Stop. Just give me a moment to have a look."
She touched his erection. It was inhumanly large and stunningly beautiful. The warm and heavy cock pulsed in her hand. Its girth was almost as wide as her arms. Without conscious knowledge, she was subtly stroking it. Perhaps the French 75 elevated her to a level unknown to her.
"Like it?" he asked with his broad grin.
Suddenly the reality hit her hard when she looked at her hand, "I'm so sorry. I don't know what I am doing." With great care she placed the towering rod inside his underwear.
The next thing she remembered she was in his house. Though she didn't remember how quickly he got her naked. Maybe she did it herself. But it happened before she reached the living room couch from the front door. Without wasting any time she jumped on his lap to kiss those thick, dark lips. She was pulling his lips with hers and sucked it frantically. He held her naked body so effortlessly that Carla felt incredible. She remembered he carried her to his bedroom and took her down to take off his clothes. Carla didn't wait for an invitation. The second his cock sprang free, she lunged toward it with an open mouth. The taste of him made her moan. Her lips stretched tight around his girth. She took him deeper into her mouth. When she glanced up, his jaw was clenched. She heard his breath turn irregular.
Bruce spinned her toward the bed. His hand landed sharp on her hip to line her up along his big black cock. She felt the blunt pressure against her tender entrance. He filled inside of her, inch by inch. Her breath turned heavy. Bruce set a rhythm that left no room for gentleness. His deep, punishing thrusts made her vision blur but his pace was persistent. The slap of their skin echoed through the room. The angle of his penetration was brutal. Her moans turned ragged. His fingers dug ruthlessly into her butt almost bruised. That clench forced her spine into a sharper curve. Her nails dug into whatever she could reach to endure his relentless thrusts.
His breath was hot against her neck. His lips grazed her ear as he growled. She could feel him everywhere. His chest ground hard against her back. The shaft of him plunged deep into her, over and over again. Carla's moans dissolved into whimpers while her thighs shook and her pleasure built. His thrusts gradually turned uneven. And she knew he was close. "Cum for me, I want it so bad," she begged as she shattered. When he came, his cock pulsed deep inside her. Carla felt every twitch, every hot pulse. Her body clenched around him in aftershocks. That was a crazy moment of fucking. Carla never thought people could fuck with such raw, primal energy.
When he stopped, she felt as if she was in a trance. She didn't know how long had passed, neither did she care. Her head was pounding. When he pulled her again she couldn't believe he wanted to start another round. How could he gain his energy back so fast after such an intense fuck? That evening he fucked her thrice all together. Carla had never been fucked that many times in a row in such a little time. She couldn't remeber when her husband fucked her that many times in a whole week. She didn't even know she was able to handle such force within her. It became her celebration fuck she needed so badly. All her evening went so boring and after that the night was such a surprise! He dominated her in every possible way without caring how she felt. And the unbelievable fact was that she didn't feel bad about it. For the first time in her life, she felt no need to be the one in control.
Past midnight, when she thought it was time to go home, she could hardly walk. Her pussy looked storm ravaged, still she felt good. A thin stream of his cum leaked from her pussy to her thigh. She had no energy to wipe them off. Bruce gave her a condition, she can't wear any bra or panties on her way home. Carla couldn't deny his term. Not after she dared him to take his cock out at the bar. Bruce drove him to the bar where she parked her car. She got out and went to his window to kiss him goodbye.
"Tomorrow, The Aurelia, 7 PM, dinner, no panties" he said and his car just disappeared.
It was settled without her saying yes or no. Did she already accept that her opinion does not matter in this case? She limped to her car and didn't quite remember how she reached home that night.
The red light at the intersection pulled her sharply back to the present. Carla drummed her fingers against the steering wheel. She undid two of her shirt's buttons. The sunlight now touched her cleavage. One by one she opened all her buttons. Her bra came into view. She felt the liberation she enjoyed with him. The drivers passed by her had a glimpse of her bra clad breasts. But considering the euphoria she was in it didn't matter. She was tired of being sophisticated and composed all the time. Now she was preparing herself to be unmade. The heat of her memories felt almost physical against her skin.
The following day, she went to The Aurelia fifteen minutes earlier than decided. But Bruce didn't show up anytime soon. She scrolled her phone and went through the menu umpteenth time. Regret began to creep in her mind. It felt utterly stupid waiting in a restaurant for a man she barely knew. That too without any panties beneath her skirt. Around 7:40 he appeared wearing his infamous grin.
Carla jumped up from her seat to hug him. Bruce hugged her and checked if the pantyless condition had been met. He raised her floral mini skirt and caressed her pussy. She took special care to make it smooth and hairless. A smile spread over her face while Bruce grazed his hand over her pussy. Just when he dropped the hem of her skirt, the waiter showed up. She couldn't be sure whether he saw anything. The truth was she didn't even care. Bruce could ignite the hidden slut in her. He kissed and licked her lips like nobody around them mattered. He pressed her breasts as much and as long as he wanted. She was tired of being the curator in her life. Now she wanted to be the exhibit. She wanted to be owned, to be handled and looked at. She liked the carefree atmosphere and the wild force that he was able to bring.
Bruce led her to a hotel after the dinner. They were waiting on the lobby couch till the room was ready for them. He kept fingering her under her floral skirt. Carla was shocked when he inserted his finger under her skirt. But she kept on with the spirit of the moment. Within a few minutes she learnt to be carefree. She even spread her legs to ease his access. She raised her skirt to see how his finger moved in and out of her pussy. That's when the girl stumbled out of the banquet hall. She was clearly drunk, and her feet swayed when she walked. Her sequined dress glittered in the bright light. She almost screamed when she saw him, "Booze, you are here!"
"Hei, Krissy. What a pleasant surprise!" he said but didn't stop fingering Carla. Not even when Krissy's boyfriend loomed behind her. Krissy stared at Carla like she was a stain on the leather couch. "Who is this bitch? Your new whore?"
Bruce chuckled in approval. Carla didn't even flinch. She totally ignored the fact that her pussy was on display for everyone. She arched into his finger and moaned loud enough for all of them to hear. Krissy's hand darted out and tried to grab Carla's hair. Her boyfriend stopped her wrist mid-air and his grip tightened on her shoulder. He dragged her to the exit door while kept saying sorry. Bruce's thumb circled Carla's clit. He didn't even look back at Krissy but she kept screaming, "She will never take your dick like I did!"
Carla gasped and the orgasm hit her hard. Krissy's outrage? Just a background noise. Bruce's finger curling deeper inside her was all that mattered. The receptionist gave him the key and they walked to their room. The way Bruce walked down the corridor gave Carla the impression that he had walked this path many times before. Could be several times with Krissy. Bruce said, "Take off your clothes, all of them." Carla knew it wasn't a request, it wasn't anything that could be negotiated. There was no one else in the corridor at this time. She wouldn't mind even if there was. The idea of finally being the prey seemed like a homecoming. While walking and taking off her clothes, Carla asked, "Did she call you Booze?"
Bruce smirked, "Yeah, baby, said I ruined her for anything weaker." He leaned in, his lips brushed her ear. "And you're gonna prove her right, aren't you?"
She simpered. Now she had another challenge to meet, taking his cock better than Krissy did. By the time they reached their door Carla got completely naked.
Bruce kicked the door shut behind them. "On the bed." His voice showed no room for hesitation. She didn't blink, just climbed onto the silk duvet. Her butt sank into the plush surface. "Now turn over," he ordered. Carla's body moved, eager and competitive. She presented herself on all fours. Bruce didn't prepare her. He just claimed her. He shoved his black cock into her pussy with a snarl. "Is this what you wanted?"
"Yes, do it!" she murmured.
Each snap of his hips seemed like a dare taken. Her ass rocked back to take him deeper. Krissy's voice faded under the sound of skin on skin. The headboard pounded the wall like a drumbeat. Bruce's grip on Carla's hips was iron, no mercy, no pause. His hand fisted her hair, yielding her spine into a brutal arch. He pulled himself out, then flipped her onto her back and dragged her to the edge of the bed. "Open." Her legs trembled, still she spread them. Carla's moans were triumphant. No matter how fiercely or deeply he fucked her, she took him in her without complaint. She tried to savor the thrashing. But more than her own, she tried to make the moment pleasurable to her lover. The whole night she kept trying to prove herself better than Krissy. And the most erotic thing wasn't what he did to her body. It was the way he left her completely submissive to his command.
Carla pushed the car faster. Every mile she drove, a layer of her regular self shed away. She wasn't just driving toward a house. She was driving toward a release from her own existence. The evolution of her wasn't a slow slide, but a rapid fall. What started as a daring encounter in the dark bar quickly redefined her inner being. To the world, she remained a successful and sophisticated woman. But beneath the outer shield, every inch of her was claimed by Bruce.
She started calling him 'Booze' after Krissy, which later changed to Master B. Their outings were a sweet ordeal for her new identity. Booze treated her as his personal possession in public places. He would whisper commands into her ear. His hands roamed over her curves like his own territory. Whatever he wanted he just took it from her. His eyes challenged anyone to look. Carla's heart hammered in her ribs but she nervously enjoyed it. The thrill of being viewed as his property was more intoxicating than any real booze.
Master B bought her lingeries that carried the definite marks of her loyalty. The pretty laces were stamped with the bold 'QoS' or the 'BBC Slut' designation. Whether it was a silk thong or a satin bra, each piece had a bright white letter 'Q' inside a black spade. Beneath her formal attire she had to wear those lingeries in the office. During her lunch breaks, Carla would go to the washroom and send him photos of her undies. This was her way of displaying obedience to Master B. No matter where she was, when her phone buzzed she was reminded exactly who she belonged to. In her office, she had to make a hundred choices. With Master B, she had to make none. She only had to obey and that was her 'liberation'. She wanted a master who knew her inner self before she became aware of it.
Even her gym outfits were decorated with the Queen of Spades logo. She pushed her body during her workouts. The reactions of those around her became part of the thrill. She watched the flickers of recognition in those eyes who understood the symbol. The stares didn't make her feel small. She just felt chosen by someone who was worth it. She didn't just work out for her own health. She was maintaining the property for its owner.
However, her true submission happened behind the closed doors of his home. She had to remain totally naked the whole time in his place. She was only allowed to keep her wedding ring. It was a reminder of her being his married slut who was chosen to obey. Sometimes he made her crawl to him. No walking was permitted until she was told otherwise. The moment she entered his domain, she would strip down to nothing. She had to log her arrival in a special register. This ritual was for tracking her time as his property. That concluded when she marked her exit time. Then only she was permitted to dress and leave his threshold.
For Carla, the physical experience with Master B was a surrender to a primal masculine power. Each touch was a command that made her feel totally owned. Against her regular self, she welcomed his dominance on her. Plus, Booze knew how to put his well-endowed body to good use to satisfy her desire. It was the intense pleasure that made her come back to him time and again. She felt a deep freedom in losing herself under his weight.
Carla slowed the car when she turned onto the gravel drive. The crunch of stone under the tires sounded loud. She remembered the day her master texted her the coordinates to a secluded park. The instruction was she had to wait with her skirt hiked up until he arrived. She was waiting nervously with her skirt raised higher. Booze came and sat down in front of her to 'inspect'. Her pussy got wet from the cold air when it touched her tenderness. She used to judge women who gave themselves away so easily. It was one such moment she realized that giving away is the ultimate luxury. Booze rendered his verdict, 'Your flower is missing a vibrator.' Saying that he placed one where it belonged. It was black, sexy and app controlled. Booze took her out for a walk that evening. He buzzed the vibrator every few minutes and it made her flower shake. The next day Carla kept the vibrator inside her flower during the office hours. That included the board meeting too. Booze set the buzzing intensity just low enough to tease but not to distract. But the very action of buzzing was the reminder of her master. How could she not be distracted?
Carla killed the engine reaching to the street right in front of his house. The sudden silence was deafening. She could now listen to the rapid thud of her heart. Now is the ultimate test ahead of her. All these days her master trained her for this occasion. She recalled his instruction, though it was the simplest of all. Get stark naked. Then leave everything inside the car except for the wedding ring and the shiny high heel black shoes. And walk all the way in your birthday suit to the door.
She peeled away all her garments piece by piece inside her car. She continued until every layer was gone. The cool afternoon air touched her bare skin when she stepped out of the vehicle. She was in for a public display of her new reality. Carla took a deep breath, didn't rush. She walked straight toward the familiar oak door just the way her master would want. Her butt swayed lusciously with each step she walked in her high heels. To maintain her composure, she avoided all sorts of eye contacts. Two local passersby exchanged smiles between them and went on their way. She never looked back. Hence, she didn't see her husband in his car a little further. He watched his pearl walking bare and careless to an unknown house. Mark's jaw dropped to see his wife this way. He hated to admit it but he had a hard-on.


Reaching the heavy oak door she pressed the bell impatiently. Booze kept her standing at the door for straight two minutes. She was fidgeting as the waiting time felt like an eternity. When the door finally opened, she moved to rush into the house. But Booze's hand was firm as he presented the register. With shaky hands she somehow logged her entry time before dashing inside.
Carla slept a little late that morning since it was the weekend. But Mark was already up. As he was getting out of bed, he saw a small QoS tattoo just above her ankle. He looked closer and noticed she was also wearing an anklet with a 'Q spade' charm hanging from it. Mark knew exactly what those symbols stood for. Still he tried to tell himself she probably just got the tattoo without realizing the meaning. Still, it didn't add up. Carla wasn't the type to get tattooed or wear jewelry that didn't fit her professional image. She was always so focused on her career that she never usually had time for things like that. Mark started searching in her closet to find an answer. He found her QoS lingerie and gym outfits tucked away in a hidden corner. At that point, he knew this couldn't be a coincidence.
Mark began to keep an eye on her every move. After lunch, she took a long bath. She came out in a bathrobe, all the while humming to herself. Countless cosmetics were spread on her dressing table. Mark had never seen her using so many cosmetics though she worked to up-sale a perfume brand. She stepped in front of the mirror. Then dropped her robe on the floor and sat down completely naked. Then, with long care, she applied cosmetics all over her body. She kept doing it until her entire body glowed incredibly. Later that afternoon when Carla went out, he decided to follow her in secret. He saw her disappear into that house. Then he sneaked up to the door. He noticed that a window next to the door was a bit open. After he made sure no one was on the other side of the door he reached through the window to try the door handle. The door wasn't even locked. Whoever was inside must have been too distracted by Carla's naked arrival to remember the lock.
Booze led Carla to the basement instead of the living room or the bedroom. The basement was located at the bottom of a narrow staircase. It's a huge room. Into the furthest corner sat a square table which was converted to play poker. Above that table was a low-hanging caged chandelier. That left the rest of the basement in deep shadows. It created an underground 'secret club' atmosphere. The basement felt completely isolated from the outer world with no windows to the street. The air had the smell of smoke and whiskey. The nearby walls had wooden cabinets and a built-in bar. Carla's stomach dropped when she spotted they had company. She saw two other black men sitting at the poker table.
Booze introduced her to them and defined her role immediately, "These are Frank and Richie, my buddies. And gentlemen, meet Carla. She is here to make sure your glasses are never empty and the cards keep moving. Her only job this evening is to ensure the winners feel like kings and remind the losers what they are."
Carla's role in the game was both functional and psychological. Her task was to act as the dealer. She would lean over the table, distribute the cards and collect the chips. She had to stand behind each player when he placed his ante or the entry fee. Between hands, she had to return to her place at master B's feet under the table and serve him with her juicy mouth. At the end of a round, she was the one to physically turn over the players' cards to find the winner. Whoever won the round was allowed one grope on her tits or ass while she served the next round of drinks. But whenever Booze won the pot, the celebration was different. Carla had to cheer his victory by offering him a fellatio visible to his competitors.
Carla got used to being naked in front of everyone sooner than she thought. She was astounded by her lack of inhibitions. Being around Master B immediately drove her shyness away. She had confidence in him that he knew what he was doing and that always gave her a thrill. Meanwhile, the poker game continued. However, Frank and Richie found it difficult to adapt to her nude appearance. They had never seen such a beautiful and confident woman hosting a party in her birthday suit. They were stealing glances of her between the games. Booze continued to bask in glory sitting like a king. Frank and Richie both were trying hard to win to be able to touch her as the prize. But seeing her naked, walking around in her high heel shoes caused them to make blunders. However, Frank won once and instead of groping Carla's body, he spanked her ass really hard. Booze added some negative points for him for breaking the rules when he moved to the next round. Richie took full advantage of the time it took her to pour his wine. His two hands caressed Carla's tits and ass. Her nipples hardened with his gentle caress. During the rounds, Carla knelt down, took Booze's cock in her mouth and tenderly slurped it.
Needless to say, Booze won the game due to the two being distracted by Carla. She sat on his lap and kissed to congratulate him. His hands roamed all over her naked body. He sat her on his lap facing her back to him. On his lap he spread her legs apart and held her pussy in front of Frank and Richie. Slowly but deliberately, Booze made a circular motion on her clitoris with his middle finger. Being naked for so long and getting everyone's attention and hand movements, Carla was already wet down there. Now she started moaning under the magic of his fingers. Her pussy got so slippery that his finger slid in easily. His thick black fingers kept going in and coming out of her pink pussy that she took great care of before coming here. He used his other finger to excite her clitoris. He increased the speed of his fingers. She cried in complete surrender, "Master, take me, please."
Carla leaned against Booze and spread her legs. She happily accepted the onslaught of his fingers with soft moans. Frank said, "We, too, want to feel the thrill. It's not fair to test our patience." Richie didn't appeal directly but his eyes had a thirsty gaze.
"No mates, she is my bitch and she belongs only to me. I can't let you fuck her. However, you can jerk off to the sight of what her master is doing to her. I can see you losers' bulges from here. Get them out and help yourself have a release."
They got their cocks out without further persuasion. Indeed they were rock hard seeing Carla writhe on his lap. Frank and Richie started jerking off vigorously. They had pretty big shafts no doubt but not as big as Booze's.
Booze suddenly stood up and seated Carla on the chair. He told them, "Another one failed the test of patience and started jerking off from the hideout."
Saying this, he went ahead and brought Mark out of the washer closet near the darkness of the stairs. Mark couldn't shove his cock inside his pants before Booze reached. Booze grabbed his hand and brought him in front of them. Mark still held his cock in his hand. Carla jumped to her feet when she saw her husband. She tried to cover her tits and pussy with her hands. They both looked embarrassed seeing each other.
Mark couldn't look at Carla in shame, asked Booze, "How did you see me?"
"Why do you think I kept the door open? I saw you lurking when your wife got in."
Mark followed his wife to know her truth, but the truth was too arousing for him to handle. Carla couldn't decide what she should do. Booze devised a way out of her dilemma, said, "Darling, don't be shy. I knew he was a true cuckold the moment I saw him. I made so many white men cucks that I can smell them from far away." Then turning to Mark he said, "Look at that tiny cock! A woman like Carla deserves better. You can jerk off your pathetic cock while we have our way with your wife. A cuck doesn't need to hide in the darkness to see his wife serving her master. But no touching her. Remember your place, loser."
Booze went straight to Carla and stood behind her. He grabbed her breast firmly with one hand while rubbed her pussy with the other. She moved her hands away to offer him ease to grope her body. She was no longer shy having refuge in her master's arms. Mark, Frank and Richie were all jerking off their cocks vigorously.
Booze said to Frank and Richie, "Gentlemen, slight change in rules. Now that we have a lovely visitor, you two can enjoy her delightful mouth for your participation in the game." But he had conditions for them to comply, "Cum on her wedding ring. She will lick it clean while her cuck will jerk off."
Curla resented Mark for sneaking into Booze's house and jerking off secretly. She took no time kneeling between Frank and Richie. And soon she took turns sucking their cocks. She intensely sucked them to drain their souls out. All the while she kept stroking them with both her hands. Within five minutes, Frank groaned loudly and closed to a release. Carla held the back of her palm close to his opening to receive his load on her wedding ring. Then she lapped her tongue greedily over her ring and fingers to gulp his release especially to show her cuck husband. The sight was too hot for Richie to handle. He grunted sensing his release neared. Carla held her palm below Richie's cock. Her other hand kept stroking his cock. He spurted his cum in two to three strong surges. Carla made sure they landed on her wedding ring. She slurped it quickly not to let the fluid drop off her hand. She turned her wrist around to lick the cum clean from all sides.
"That's my girl. You are now my true bitch. See how happy your cuck is, jerking his life off seeing you like this," cheered Booze.
Booze unbuckled his belt. His pants slid free onto the ground. He pulled Carla towards him and dick-slapped her cheeks a few times. "Open." Carla's mouth obeyed instantly. The first thrust was a punishment. His inhuman shaft went deep enough to make her gag. The slurping noise echoed while Booze fucked her face with brutal precision. Carla hollowed her cheeks to suck harder. Her mascara smeared. When he finally pulled back her lips were swollen. Saliva slicked through her chin.
Booze flipped her onto all fours facing her husband. Her ass arched higher in a doggy style. Booze growled, "Tell him what you want."
Carla whimpered. Her voice broke. "I want it, Mark. Want him to fuck me."
A cold shiver ran down through Mark's spine. Booze lined himself up behind Carla. The thick head of his cock pressed against her entrance. He didn't wait. He just shoved it in with one brutal thrust. Carla screamed in the shock of the monstrous cock plunging deep into her tunnel. Her fingers clawed the carpet. Booze set a punishing pace immediately. Each snap of his hips made Carla's tits bounce. Her moans pitched higher with every stroke.
"Look at him," Booze grunted. He grabbed a fistful of her hair that forced her to look at Mark. The sight of his wife being dominated and owned by a strong black man sent a vibration of electricity to his cock.
Booze smacked her ass hard enough to leave a red mark. Carla screamed like she was possessed. Words tumbled out of her mouth, "So much better, so much... fuck... bigger. Your dick will never feel this fucking good, Mark. Ah... ah... ah..."
The expression of euphoria on her face was a sight to see. She explored her arousal and lust being submissive to a dominant and well-endowed man. This is exactly something that was missing in her husband. Carla offered everything to pleasure her master. She knew that it was going to spit at her husband, and bizarrely enough, will arouse him at the same time.
Mark watched interracial porn secretly where white wives were dominated by their black bulls. Now he saw the same thing happening to his wife. To his disgust, it was more arousing than upsetting. And the sight fulfilled his voyeuristic urges. His hand was a blur now, such was his excitement. He watched his wife come apart and felt his own release neared. He couldn't hold himself any longer and discharged his cum on the floor. He couldn't believe how Booze kept pistoning in his wife's pussy without releasing yet?
Booze didn't even slow down. He just kept hammering into her like he was determined to break her. His grip on her ass bruised her but he fucked her harder and faster. "You love this, don't you, bitch?" he growled.
"I never had such a glorious dick in my entire life," Carla's words came out broken.
Booze pinned her back and fucked her like he owned her. "Take it all, you greedy little slut."
Carla's thighs trembled violently. Her nipples hardened and became more prominent. Another orgasm hit her so hard. Her smooth body glistened with sweat. His grunts grew rougher. Mark recognized that sound, the release was close. Carla sensed it inside her too. She arched her butt higher to receive. Booze growled, his hips stiffened. He buried himself deep inside her one last time. His cock pulsed while he kept cumming in surges. Carla gasped, her eyes rolled back. She felt the heat of his release flooding inside her. Her pussy clenched around his shaft and milked his sweet deposit. She whimpered again. Her thighs shook while his cum dripped out of her.
Carla rolled on her back on the floor stretching her legs. The intense ravage exhausted her completely. Her shining folds spread open, letting everyone see the mess Booze had left inside her. Mark could see the way her pussy stretched obscenely. Her bull's cock glistened with their mixed juice. Mark had another hard-on looking at his wife's swollen pussy, dripping with another man's cum.
Booze pressed his cock against her lips. "Clean it," he ordered. She opened her mouth and sucked his tool clean with a savory moan. Booze chuckled darkly. Then pulled his cock free with a wet pop, "Good girl."
They lay on the carpet panting in the afterglow of pleasure. Mark stared blankly at the ceiling and tried to process the terrifying orgasm he just witnessed. One that he knew he could never replicate for his wife. His cock twitched even with the bitter truth of his inadequacy. The last hour had rewritten the future of their life forever. Carla remained motionless with her eyes closed with the lingering touch of her master. Clear gratification was written on her face. The terms of surrender had been signed in sweat and submission. There was no going back to the way things used to be.
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Even though the lights in our hotel suite are on, I can barely see my wife, Christie. I know she is naked, I see flashes of her silver hair, glimpses of a sheen of sweat on her skin, but she is hidden beneath a big, muscular black guy, slowly moving himself in and out of her, also naked and glowing with the sweat of his effort. She is grinding right back into him, making cute little whimpers.
And where am I, her husband of 25 years? In a chair next to the bed, stroking myself for at least the third time tonight. I've been cumming ever since Christie first touched and stroked this man's huge shaft earlier tonight. The sight alone drove me over the edge.
She wraps her arms and legs tightly around him as they both near climax. The wedding rings I put on her finger years ago glinting in the light. As does the delicate chain I put on her ankle tonight, with its little silver charm reading "hotwife" on it, the collar she wears with its little black spade pendant on it..
------------------------------
I know the picture I've described sounds insane. And It is. When I think about how we got here, I can only remember fragments, moments, images, stray conversations. No complete narrative, just points along the way of our inevitable and wonderful slide.
1.
The beginning was fantasy, and roleplay. I remember buying her lingerie, toys and dildos, blindfolds and handcuffs. But nothing too kinky.
Until I noticed some random porn image while surfing online, and I just couldn't shake it -- a hung stud with an enormous cock fucking a MILF in glasses a lot like my own wife. And then something revolting and strangely alluring at the same time: "cuckold" porn. Husbands watching, stroking themselves. I spent hours combing cuckold/hotwife websites, drinking in videos and photos. Absorbing. Processing. I wanted to stop, to turn it off. But I couldn't. My hand wouldn't respond. It was too busy jacking off.
I found a strange subset of this world where people obsessed with finding African- American men to fuck their wives, who they called a Queen of Spades. It seemed like the cheesiest, lamest, most casually racist thing. But there was something about the man doing Christie being another race that stuck with me in my mind's eye -- like, if the man was bigger than me and a completely different skin color, it registered even harder in my brain that it was another man.
And then (ugh), Christie found my porn. I had idiotically left a browser open on my computer to one of these sites. Or maybe deep down I wanted her to find it. Who knows. I was hugely embarrassed. I tried to downplay it, didn't mention the interracial crap. She was confused, even angry at first, but then realized ultimately it was harmless.
She asked, "That's what you fantasize about? Seriously? And do you want to...what do they call it...roleplay that with me?"
My hard dick gave my answer.
I secretly bought some items from stores that specialized in this lifestyle. A slutty little crop top that read "Hotwife," some bikinis that had little "Queen of Spades" symbols on them, I even bought a big, thick, incredibly lifelike black strapon dildo. I kinda couldn't believe I did any of it. But the power of the kink was strong.
I would ask her to dress up in the slutty outfits. Although I avoided telling her everything, like what those spades symbols on the bikinis were -- I just claimed that was the brand name. And then I would strap on that big black dick and pretend to be a masseuse giving her a "special massage," or some guy she brought home from a club, or some similar cheesy-ass fantasy.
She would roll her eyes and call me a pervert, but it became part of our routine. We even named the dildo -- Hank. Ha. I know. So stupid. But what wasn't stupid was what would happen when I fucked her with Hank. It was so hot seeing her take that big black dick, wearing all that slutty lingerie.
Once, she begged me, "Please, I just want you inside me."
"No," I said.
"No?!" She was shocked.
"Hank goes first, hubby last."
And then I thrust all the way balls deep. Something about that made her cum so hard she yelped. I immediately went down on her, licking her, soothing her. She loved it.
Then finally it was my turn for "sloppy seconds," But just as I put in the tip, I was so turned on I came everywhere like a firehose.
And that became our thing, our kinky routine. Hank, a cuckold cleaning, and sloppy seconds.
Just like a walking cliché, I bought her a "hotwife" anklet, and a sexy collar with a queen of spades charm on it. Again, I brushed off the symbol, saying it was just the label of the company that made them. The whole thing was kind of a joke, because by this point I had researched enough to know that no true hotwife ever really wore them, it was just stupid porn shit.
But if Christie ever put any of it on, never mentioning it, silently teasing me with it walking around the house, it was like a fucking red cape to a bull. I couldn't stop myself.
"I love how much this turns you on, honey," Christie said one night as we cuddled together. "I mean, it's strange to me that Hank fucks me more than you do, and it's been that way for a while now, but you seem happy, and I know it feels good to me. But this is all fantasy, you know this, right?"
"Oh my god, of course," I said. Stunned she would even ask.
2.
Next thing I remember was our big anniversary vacation to a luxury resort in the Bahamas. Just the two of us for a week off the grid. I peeked in the bag as we were packing and saw she had thrown in the anklet, and all that slutty lingerie, and some slutty minidresses, and Hank, of course.
At dinner the first night, in the darkened corner of a nightclub, she crossed her legs under the table and holy shit, there was the anklet. It was the first time she had ever worn it out in public. I literally looked around the place to see if anyone noticed. Which of course they didn't because who fucking cares. My jaw must have literally dropped because she chuckled, and told me, "Just enjoy dinner. It will still be there when we get back to the room. Unless I pick up someone else on the way."
Dinner was a blur, and then, back in the room, lovemaking, Hank doing his thing, talk dirtier than we've ever done.
"Tell me how much you love this big cock, honey. You want it, don't you? You want it," I said as I thrust in and out. I had to bite my tongue from saying "big black cock."
"I want it," she yelped as she came.
Usually there was this kind of invisible wall between what we did in the bedroom, and what happened outside of it. We never spoke of it, and we never mixed streams, or even hinted about it privately to each other while we were out. That night with the anklet was the first tiny crack in that wall ever, after years of this. Maybe I should have paid more attention to it.
3.
I don't recall if it was the next day Christie went for the massage, or a couple days later. I should remember it vividly, shouldn't I? Considering what happened?
I didn't think twice about it when she left. I was just sitting on our balcony reading. She sauntered off in her typical beach cover-up and said she'd be back in an hour.
A few minutes later, my world turned upside down, with the bing of a text.
"Heading in :)" it read, "Luv u!" And then there was a selfie.
And that's when my heart leapt, and sank, and my cock twitched, all at once. She was wearing that Queen of Spades thong bikini, blowing a kiss to the camera, behind her the masseuse was prepping the table. A huge, muscular black dude.
Of course, fucking of course. What the hell. Why did she grab that one from the bag? What should I do?
I couldn't tell her about the bikini. How could I? How would I even explain it? Oh by the way, hon, that symbol on all your lingerie and your anklets is a crypto-racist kinky sex thing? And if some black guy sees it, lord knows what they will think of it?
But like the anklet, in all likelihood no one would notice a thing. It's such a stupid little corner of a subculture of a kink. Best I could do was say nothing and just cross my fingers the masseuse wouldn't say anything, and I would have dodged a bullet.
And that's how the hour of her massage went. Panic, fear, cold sweats, then reeling it all in and telling myself I was being crazy. And all the while my cock as hard as steel. Idiot.
And then the hour kept going. Another 20 minutes. Another 40 minutes. Where was she?
When I heard the beep of the key card which meant Christie was back, I desperately tried to keep my cool. Hide my panic, hide my erection, play it cool. Looking back I should have noticed something had happened. She was all flushed. Her hair was a bit of a shambles. She was no longer wearing that beach dress. Just that damned Queen of Spades bikini.
"How was it?" I asked, desperately trying to be casual.
"Oh, he was great, very hot" she said, in a dreamy, faraway voice.
"Christie! You shock me," I laughed.
She didn't laugh. There was an awkward silence. I tried to fill it.
"So all was good?" I asked nervously.
"You already asked that."
"I...uh..." I just trailed off, at a loss.
"It was. He truly treated me like a queen."
And that's when I knew. She knew. He knew. A pause that seemed to stretch forever.
"Oh god. Honey, I'm sorry. I am mortified. I can't imagine how embarrassing..."
"Why are you apologizing?"
"Because..." and I gestured at the bikini.
"You mean for buying me a bikini covered in symbols that tell the world I am a slut who only fucks black men, and then sending me out in it to get a massage from, oh, right, a black guy? All without telling me?"
"Well, I never meant for you to wear this out...this was just for us...and then I didn't know what to...I'm sorry, Christie. I don't know what to say."
I shrunk into a chair. I felt just horrible.
"Well, don't be sorry, honey. Truly."
She sounded so placid. I couldn't believe it. I knew she must be livid.
"Don't be sorry, because something happened with him. With the masseuse."
I froze. I thought I misheard her.
"What are you...Christie, why are you saying that? I know you're mad."
"I'm not mad at you. Oh I was at first, when Mark noticed what I was wearing. That's his name, Mark. And he Googled a few things and showed me what this all means. What you really wanted me to be. And maybe being mad is why I let...things...happen. And maybe then I was mad at myself for a moment for letting things happen..."
I gulped, "Stop this, honey. I get it. You want me to think things happened to punish me. And I deserve it. I give up. Uncle."
Christie kneeled down and put her hand on my crotch. "But that's what I'm saying. I know it's not punishment. I know you are ok with it. So there is no reason to be upset."
She felt that I was rock hard in my pants. "I mean, let's say I did what you wanted, I was a mindless slut, and I let this big black guy touch me, and let's say I touched his dick, and maybe I even sucked it. I mean, just the thought of me with him is making you hard isn't it? I can feel it growing."
"Yes." I admitted through my shame. I could hardly look at Christie. I tried to look her in the eye but had to quickly look down. I shook my head. I didn't know what to say.
"Whelp, you got what you wished for," Christie said.
She turned my face up to look at her. And I could have sworn I saw something on her neck -- was that a hickey?
"Oh god...no." I whispered. As I felt myself begin squirting cum into my bathing suit.
Christie realized why I said it when she looked down and saw my penis spasming rapidly and a wet spot growing and growing.
"It's okay honey. He said this would happen."
"Who said...what..."
"Mark said you would cum in your pants without me even touching you, just from the thought of him being with your wife. And that's how I'd know you really wanted me to be a black cock slut wife."
But then it hit me. No way she would ever say that. No way this was true. She was getting back at me. And I deserved it. I looked up again.
"Okay, enough, Christie. I don't know whether he coached you on what to say. Or if you are doing this on your own. But I promise to never put you in that position again. "
"So you don't think anything I just said happened?"
"No way," I said though stunned, heavy breaths. "That wasn't real. You would never..."
She shrugged mildly and grinned. "Ok fine, then. It didn't happen. Let that be a lesson to you, you perv. Now let me wash up and before dinner"
As she strutted by, I stopped her, and kissed her. She leaned in and kissed back hard, hungrily.
And that's when I tasted it. A strange flavor in her mouth. When she pulled away, a little strand of cum dripped from her lip.
I looked closer, and there were clearly thin lines of cum around her mouth. I hadn't noticed it until I got in close.
My wife had come home with another man's cum all over her face.
Everything she had said, it was all true. I looked at Christie a moment, stunned silent.
She started to speak, but I stopped her by kissing her hard on the lips. I tasted another rope of cum. We both kissed each other hungrily, licking and tasting it as we did, both licking the cum off of each other's lips.
"Are you happy honey?" Christie asked. "I made your fantasy come true."
"I love you... more than anything."
Christie's whispered back to me with sexy cum-covered lips, "I love you too."
There was a beat as we looked at each other, her cum-speckled face, my pants soaked from my own mess, and then we just burst out laughing. "We had both better go get cleaned up, " Christie said. "We have a lot to talk about."
4.
Next moment I remember is her first date with another man. There's something about the first time that continues to just blow my mind. A friend of a friend of a friend of that masseuse from the Bahamas, I think, who lived in the big city near us.
I helped her get ready, picking out what she was going to wear -- it was so wild and perverted, I still can't quite believe it. Putting on that spades lingerie again, of course, which had become sort of an in-joke for us by this point, then some tiny minidress she was way too old for but fuck it. Her body was still rocking, and when she leaned over her thong-covered ass would peek out a bit. It was just fantastic.
She looked like a fucking hot club-slut. And she loved it. She giggled and said she hoped nobody she knew would see her. But then, she mused, maybe it would be a turn-on to know that people saw her with an attractive black guy in a club, dressed like a total slut.
"How do I look?" she asked, as she finished her makeup and strapped on some ridiculous stripper heels.
"Amazing. I'm not sure he will be able to wait until after dinner to have you."
"Alright, darling, now's you last chance to bail out of this. We've had a great time, and I'll never forget it, and if you now say you don't want to go through with this, I could live with it. But we'd never raise the subject again. But if you want to go through with it, there won't be any going back."
My dick was hard and hot like a white-hot sun.
"And what makes you think I'd give you permission?" I said.
"Oh, I'm sure you won't give me permission," Christie said. "You're a good protective husband. You would never let your wife go out all alone to make love with her sexy, virile black lover. Isn't that right honey?"
She sat beside me, put her hand gently to my crotch and stroked. I was involuntarily humping my wife's hand as she stroked me.
"You wouldn't let your wife get all dressed up like a little slut, would you? Baby you know his big black cock makes me lose my mind. You'll make me stay home, won't you darling?"
"Uhhhh," I said. She could feel my dick swelling up. I started cumming buckets
"I guess that means I have your permission?"
I went in to kiss her, and she turned her head, "On the cheek, sweety. I don't want to mess up the makeup.
After she left, the angst and arousal and confusion and exhilaration were intense. I've since talked to other husbands in this lifestyle who send their wives out on dates and all described similar torment. But torment is the wrong word, for I was hornier than I had been since my teenage years, desperately trying not to masturbate to thoughts of my slut wife, as I waited for a text, a call, headlights in the driveway meaning Christie was home. With her date. Crazy.
I remember when they did actually return. His name was Dave. He was a massive bodybuilder. They were holding hands as they walked up the driveway. I remember looking around to make sure none of the neighbors could see.
I remember them making out on the couch, her lipstick smeared, her dress riding up, his hands in her panties, smirking at the symbol on them. Christie moaning like a true slut.
"That's right baby," Dave said. "You can't control yourself. You're a brainless slut for big black cock and you love it." Then to me: "Buddy boy, why don't you feel how wet your girl here is."
I reached down and felt Christie's panties. Dave was right. Soaked
"I can't believe what a bad little wife I am. I feel like I'm tumbling down a hill and nothing can stop it, there's too much momentum, there's nothing I can do," Christie teased, with a smile to me. "No matter how I resist Dave is gonna win in the end and make me do something bad."
I knew exactly how she felt because I was horny too, unbelievably horny. I was rubbing my hardon through my pants and Christie saw it.
"It's okay," I said. "I understand what you're going through. I love you no matter what."
As we were talking, Dave was unfastening his belt and freeing about 11 inches of cock. I could see Christie's eyes widen, and look back at me, almost frightened. I kissed her, rubbed her back, and then ever-so-gently pushed her down to him.
She took the hint, and then took him into her mouth. While I held her hair back and stroked her back. After a minute or two of groaning and sucking...
"That's enough," Dave said. "Let's see you naked. Get hubby there to give you a hand."
Christie sat up obediently. "Undress me for him, I want you to give me to him," she said as she turned back to Dave.
I felt myself step forward and gently placed my trembling hands on her waist. Christie met my eyes again, studying my face. Her cheeks flushed and her breathing heavy.
"Show me off, hand me over to him." Without a word I started to remove her dress but she interrupted me. "Slower. Show me off proper."
I very slowly pulled down her dress, unhooked her bra, gently helped her step out of her queen of spades panties, leaving her in nothing but her stripper heels. She never once looked at me, only watching Dave now.
"Honey why aren't you doing anything to stop him?" Christie said coyly with a teasing smirk, positioning her naked body on David's lap so she could rub her pussy against his cock. She started passionately kissing him while she suggestively slid her horny pussy up and down his whole length.
Dave growled, hauled her up into his arms, and then spun her around so she was resting on the couch, and positioned himself behind her. I sat there stunned, my heart hammering loudly, as he slowly rocked his hips and entered into her.
It had happened.
Christie had been blacked.
"Your pussy feel so good on my cock, babygirl." Dave kissed her shoulder as she lovingly cradled his face to her.
As he pushed back inside her, Christie's sounds changed from passionate and sweet to animal-like. I could see Dave's monster organ pummeling my wife's pussy. And then she shuddered in an enormous orgasm. I looked down and realized I had already started jacking off without even realizing it.
Christie caught sight of me and held her hand out to me. "Hold me," she said. "Hold me up while he fucks me, sweetie. It's so goooooood..."


She pulled me onto the couch, beneath her, her upper body resting on me as Dave plowed into her from behind. She was slowly moving back and forth, her hands gripping my shoulders, her cheek resting on my chest as Dave gripped her hips and steadily thrust into her. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her into me. I kissed her hair and caressed her back. I felt her body give random jerks and twitches, cute little gasps and moans. My dick was hard and pressing straight up into her stomach, which contracted with every rolling orgasm she had.
Dave somehow knew these orgasms had Christie in an almost hypnotic state of arousal. And he started talking, and making her repeat after him... "You're a slut now," he said
"I am. I am a slut," Christie repeated
"You're a slut for my cock."
"I'm a slut for your cock."
"For my big black cock. Say it."
"For your big black cock. "
I said nothing, a mute bystander to the insane conversation happening in front of me. "I'm a big black cock slut!" Christie blurted out.
"What will you do to get more big black cock?" he asked.
"I...I don't know what you..."
"WHAT WILL YOU DO"
"Anything!" Christie sighed.
"Will you come to me whenever I call."
"Yes."
"Will you fuck any black cock I tell you to?"
"I...Yessssss."
Wait, what the hell, I wonder? I should have said something...
"Will you let me pass me around to my crew?"
"Yes."
Now I should definitely have said something---
"How about all of us at the same time?"
"OH GOD," she said, as she shuddered, and nearly passed out.
All three of us came at the same time, Christie on that magnificent cock, Dave inside her, myself into my own stomach trapped underneath my wife.
Dave chuckled and pulled himself out of her gently, kissing her on the head. "You're a freak, girl. You both are. I'm gonna give you my number. See you all later"
Christie rolled off me and lay on her back next to me, panting, flushed, sweaty.
I looked down at her pussy, where Dave's cum trickled from her in a steady flow. I was drawn closer to it, mesmerized by the result of her first time with another man.
I looked up to see her smiling serenely at me.
Christie blushed. "With Dave just now, that was just dirty talk, honey," she said. "I would never do any of that, you know that right?"
"Of course I do," I lie, and I hug her to me close.
---------------------------
And that brings us up to where you met us, in a random hotel room. Another night, another city, another hotel, another man. I never caught his name. Not sure she did either.
And now a man whose name I do not know was making my wife cum like a whore on a hotel bed.
Sorry, did I say man?
I meant men.
Creeping from the edge of my vision, three other naked, hung black men join the fray. Christie doesn't bat an eye, just opens her arms to them, her legs to them, offers her body to them.
I told you I knew she was lying. This was always where it was headed. They line up, one after the other, to take her. Christie is in a state of bliss.
One of the men tosses me a video camera.
"Make yourself useful, bud"
This is my new role - documentarian for my wife's descent. I hesitate and look to Christie, who still has a cock in one hand and another pummeling her from behind, eyeing the new arrivals hungrily.
"Honey, this is getting dangerous. What if these videos get out?" I asked.
The men just start laughing, "Oh, come on, man. Just do it. It's like having your own porno..."
"Sweetie," Christie clucked. "I have no idea what they are going to do with these videos next. That's up to them, and I'm okay with whatever happens."
Her voice is interrupted by another cock fucking her hard.
"I...can't stop...them...I...don't WANT...to stop them...I love what they do do to me...and if this is the price...they want me to pay...I...OHHHHH..."
She is beyond speech now.
I lift the camera and film.
At one point she is on her back, her legs spread high in the air as first one man then another takes turns fucking her. Then she is on her hands and knees being fucked doggy style while blowing someone in front of her. The sound of slapping skin and screaming orgasms fill the air.
Christie loses track of time as she continues to fuck through the group of men, giving all of her holes over to black cock. At one point she finds herself with a cock in her pussy, in her ass, in her mouth, two more in her hands, focusing on her timing to get into a rhythm, like a professional athlete in her prime.
She is chanting something to herself I can barely hear over the sounds of carnal insanity,
"...love it...have to have it...I'm a queen of spades...fucking queen of spades...need black cock...all...the...time...!"
I am desperately trying to keep the camera focused as my cock cums helplessly without me touching. The man in her mouth cums first, and it dribbles down her chin. She looks to me.
"Thank you hubby. I love you so much for this."
The men chuckle and chime in, "Yeah, thanks hubby!"
It was a chain reaction from there. Another man cums deep inside her, yet another pulls out and cums on her back, As she turns around, two more shots lands on her face and on her tits. She moves in to the glistening cock and sucked off the remaining cum, teasing the tender head with her tongue. A hand on her shoulder pulls her to her right and she was brought around to face another man, who groans and spurts as well. She is able to catch most of the load in her mouth. Then there is another, and another.
The men moan in extreme pleasure as their thick organs pulse, bathing Christie. She rubs her pussy as she receives the drenching, masturbating herself to a wrenching, groaning orgasm.
It's all too much for me. I toss the camera aside and rush to her and take her in my arms.
My wife, my gang bang queen, her skin slipping and sliding against mine, covered in the cum of other men. Men whose names I do not know. And neither does she.
We kiss then, Christie's lips salty with cum. And I orgasm and empty what's left of myself yet again, holding her slimy, shuddering body to mine, kissing her all over...
------------------
Then, a few weeks later, I was home alone, Christie out on another date. These dates had moved from an occasional event to something of a routine. We didn't even talk about it, it just happened.
I was killing time on one of those cuckold web sites that started this entire train of madness, and there was a new video there, "Christie Queen of Spades."
With a feeling of dread, I pressed play. And it was Christie, it was that night I just described at the hotel, filmed by me!!!
Her face was obscured, the men's faces blurred, but her silver hair and the clothes and the lingerie I dressed her in is clear, her body I knew so intimately. The ring I bought her, the QoS jewelry I bought her. It's all there for the world to see.
It was dangerous. Thousands were watching these videos since they went up only the day before.
I must have lost track of time, watching the video, because the next thing I remember is the front door clicking shut, and Christie standing there in one of her slut outfits, hair mussed, and, worst of all, a little trickle of cum running down her leg from under her minidress.
She smirked as she saw what I was watching.
Referring to the video -- "It's beautiful, isn't it sweetie? I'm going to be a star!"
"Jesus, Christie, what if someone we know recognizes you?"
"I'm not ashamed of this, and no one we know will ever see this stuff." She replied calmly.
"But we have our real lives to consider. We need to keep this stuff discreet."
"It's too late for that. This is who we are now. I can't change my feelings.I don't think you can stop either. We love each other, and that's all that matters."
And with that she stripped off her clothes, and I could see fully the cum trickling from her pussy, more cum running down her body, running right over the freshly-inked Queen of Spades tattoo she had just gotten that weekend.
I couldnt help myself. It was just too much, too hot. I gave her tattoo a kiss and a lick, I knew she was right.
No turning back, indeed.
(This story is the inspiration for the Alison Hale comic, "Christie's Conversion")
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If you read Part 1 of Christie's Conversion, you know the journey to my wife becoming a genuine tattooed Queen of Spades slut was gradual. It took place over months and months. Subtle hints and dirty talk, toys and lingerie and fantasies, tentative first encounters with the real thing. It was the rollercoaster slowly ascending to the insanely huge drop you know is coming..
Within weeks of the encounters I mentioned in the last story, this strange new life began to feel familiar. Branding her body proclaiming her love of black cock. Having sex with anonymous black men on video and loving it. Me FILMING it and loving it. We were at the top of the rollercoaster hill going down, and we were picking up speed.
------------------------------
So far as anyone in our regular life knew, Christie and I were just another couple on the block. I would sometimes catch the other husbands taking a second look at her, because she clearly had an indescribable sexual confidence that was impossible to hide. She grew her grey hair out long and somehow made it look like she had always just rolled out of bed, or wore it in pigtails that looked just a touch naughty.
It also didn't hurt that the amount of "exercise" she was getting kept her in amazing shape. And she exclusively wore skintight leggings around town now -- not to be sexy, really, but to hide her Queen of Spades Slut tattoos from prying eyes.
And oh man, that exercise. Her "Christie QOS" videos and OnlyFans pages were a hit with a very specific niche of people, and the number of sessions increased to every week. Maybe there were only a few hundred thousand freaks like us around the world, who knows. But all of them were willing to pay up to watch her dive deeper and deeper into depravity, with me as her helper along the way - both of us masked, faces blurred, but still...
Thousands watched as I lovingly held her hair back and kissed her beautiful neck as she sucked the cum out of three black cocks in succession in a New York hotel room.
Tens of thousands watched as I knelt, held her hips, and lowered her down onto the most enormous black cock we had ever seen in our lives in another hotel room in Vegas. Christie's shudders of orgasm when her pussy lips met the bottom of the man's 15-inch shaft were so real and so powerful. I pressed my palm against her stomach and could feel how far up his cock had reached inside her. When I looked into her eyes, she almost started crying out of sheer pleasure.
And then HUNDREDS of thousands tuned in to watch Christie's first orgy. We had never even THOUGHT about participating in an orgy, much less doing it on video for the Internet to see. But there we were -- 10 anonymous men, a half-dozen other women of varying ages, and Christie. The women all all wore masks to disguise themselves, they were all used like ragdolls, and they all loved it.
When those men came and all pulled out their impossibly long black cocks, thin streams of cum trickled out of each woman, and after a moment, enormous dollops followed. Soon Christie and the other women were all licking cum from each other's pussies, kissing and snowballing each other. It was the first time I saw Christie do any of that with another woman.
Christie saw me watching off-camera, looking dazed and cum-drunk, and raced over to kiss me passionately. And then started moaning into my mouth, which is when I realized several other Queens were licking her cum-filled pussy -- it was an unreal moment of complete depravity. The bulls lounging around the room just kept the camera focused on the action, and chuckled at us all.
---------------------
All along this journey, Christie and I were partners. Every video turned us on so much that we fucked like rabbits after the lights were gone and the cameras were turned off. We mutually agreed on ground rules:
1. Keeping it all under wraps. Since that first ever date, we would never bring business home.
2. Never see the same guy too many times in a row. Sex is intimacy, even as raunchy as this was, and doing it with the same man over and over again could cause real feelings to develop. We didn't want that.
In hindsight, though, I didn't bargain on Christie starting to associate ALL of the men she saw, and how they made her feel, how they dominated her, how they fucked her to the heights of pleasure, as something she couldn't resist.
In trying to make sure she didn't fall for ONE black bull, we actually got Christie devoted to ALL of them. She was addicted to the black cock lifestyle itself.
That devotion was obvious in the outfits she wore for these men, the spades jewelry, the tattoos. It showed when a man Christie had never met in her life would show up at our hotel door, demand she "give him some sugar," and without hesitation she would be tongue-kissing him like a long lost lover, then pulling down his pants and butterfly kissing his cock whispering "thank you...thank you...thank you..." while staring up into his eyes. Men would be genuinely stunned by her.
Even when it was just us, the addiction would always be there. We would exclusively watch interracial porn now when we had sex, the raunchier the better. She would constantly be reading 1970s blaxploitation books about white women becoming concubines for black pimps. Christie dreamt some nights about being a street walking whore, and recounted those dreams to me in the morning as if they were completely normal.
And so considering all that -- considering what had clearly developed into an addiction -- neither of us should have been surprised by the moments that followed.
And yet, we were.
---------------------
It was that girls night out with the neighborhood wives. I had a bad feeling about it, right from the start. I think we had been subconsciously limiting our time out of each others sight when not on one of our "QOS adventures." It was always us together at neighborhood parties or dinner dates, keeping each other in check and demure at all times. Both of us sort of needed each other there to remind ourselves to....be normal.
But that can't last forever. The ladies in her book club had a couple birthdays coming up, and decided they would go nuts and hit a club in the city to celebrate. Christie tried every excuse she could to get out of it, to no avail.
What a strange experience helping Christie dress for her evening out. Strange because it was so...normal. Usually I would prepare her, selecting the sluttiest outfits I could find, putting on her anklets and QOS jewelry, knowing I was wrapping a gift for another man.
But this was just her going to hang out with some friends. In fact, I didn't even help her at all and left her in the bedroom to get ready on her own -- it felt weird and a little creepy to just hover there. She was just going out in what would be her normal neighborhood clothes, right?
Wrong.
When Christie came downstairs, she wasn't QUITE in one of her BBC date night outfits, but she wasn't far off. The heels were a bit shorter, the minidress was a bit longer, and she had a little sweater on, but otherwise, hoo boy. When she reached up to check her hair in the mirror, her dress rode up a touch, just enough to show the bottom of her tattoos. Gulp.
Like so many times during this descent, I should have said something. Like so many times, I did not.
The Uber with the other ladies arrived outside. She gave me a perfunctory kiss, I said have a good time, we pretended all was well, and off she went.
---------------------
A few hours later, it began. The DING of my cell phone. A text from one of the other book club wives, Ann.
"Um, you might want to come get Christie"
"What? Why? She drunk?" I texted, amused.
"Not exactly..."
The DING of another text, another friend, Debra.
"Holy shit, I don't know how to tell you this, but what Christie is doing right now..."
I sat up straight. Shit. This was bad.
Then more texts from all the ladies, a series of images from each of them, telling the tale....
DING. A pic of Christie, on the dance floor with HIM --a tall black god with a chiseled torso, arms bulging out of his shirt, everything about him just oozing charisma. Her hand against his chest, as if trying to claw at his body and fend him off, all at once.
DING. Another pic, her spun around facing the camera now, grinding her ass against him, eyes looking up at his almost hypnotized, his arms around her pulling her in close. I zoomed into the photo -- Christie's nipples were visibly erect through her dress, and this man was already fucking my wife with his eyes.
Another text, from our next door neighbor Sharon this time -- "She is putting on a scene here. We don't know what to do."
I pretended it was fine -- "LOL, she just loves to dance, don't worry about it."
But I was panicked, immediately started texting Christie, but there was no response. Minutes more passed.
DING -- another text. "This is insane."
DING. Another photo -- the man now had his fingers inside Christie's panties for all to see, rubbing her clit as her head lolled back into his chest and her mouth opened wide.
DING. Another photo from our other neighbor, that busybody Kay -- this one showed Christie and this man in a corner of the dance floor, her panties around her ankle, his fingers deep inside her, her hands pulling his enormous black cock out of his pants and stroking it.
DING -- next text I got was a short video clip. The music was deafening, but the camera zoomed in on Christie stroking this stud's huge black cock, her body shuddering as he stroked her. Everyone in the club watching it happen.
The phone swung around to show all the neighborhood wives laughing, shocked. Sharon talked to the camera: "Oh my god, you LET her do this, don't you? You know how we know -- because of those tats you got her!"
And the phone swung back around to show my wife's dress hiked up as she climbed into the man's lap, revealing her SLUT and QOS tattoo for all to see as she slowly settled down onto his giant cock and took his meat fully inside her. The club broke out in cheers, Christie blushed happily and buried her head in his massive chest as they started grinding away...
I turned my phone off after that. I didn't need to see anything else. And Christie wasn't answering anyway.
---------------------
When Christie got dropped off late that night, I was too humiliated to go to the door to let her in. I heard the catcalls and laughter from her friends, though.
As soon as she walked in the door, I stormed off upstairs. She followed.
"How could you, Christie?" I asked. "We agreed to never do this."
"I know. But then I met HIM. He is just...just...."
I muttered sarcastically, "Oh I know what happened. I saw the pictures. From all of our neighbors."
"Don't be like that, honey."
She sat in the lounge chair, absently hiked up her skirt, spread her legs. Her panties were gone-- i found out later the man had taken them as a trophy. I followed her finger as she stroked herself. A huge droplet of cum drooled out of her pussy. She took it, licked it off her finger, and swallowed it.
I couldn't say a word. I just fell to my knees and watched as she coaxed more of his cum out of her pussy. Her eyes were shut, remembering.
"His name's Blue. As soon as I saw him, my...my pussy just started gushing. I left the ladies behind and went to him without saying a thing."
Her story was having an obvious effect on me, as I was hard as a rock. Christie continued, as she idly fingered herself...
"Maybe you shouldn't have let me go alone, honey. Or maybe it was only a matter of time and my body has just been conditioned to want black men like him....oooooh yes....or maybe the truth is much simpler."
"And what is that?"
She was rubbing her clit hard now, getting close.
"The truth is that Blue is special. Everything about him is special. And from the moment he spotted me, from the moment he held me, from the moment I saw and held his perfect...black...cock...I knew he was going to own me...oh, cumming!"
She shuddered all over as she came.
"What do you mean, own you? You are my wife."
"Of course I am, sweetie. But whatever Blue tells me to do, from now on, I will be doing. He wanted to fuck me in front of a crowded club, including all of my friends, and I did it without hesitation. If he walked in the room right now and asked me to fuck him on our front lawn, I would do it. My body belongs to my Black master, my pussy belongs to him, everything--"
"Oh...god...Christie...!"
She looked down and giggled when she saw why I had cried out -- I had come in my pants, a wet spot spreading, even more cum spurting out down my leg.
"Every time, your body tells the truth, no matter what your brain says. Just like that very first time with Mark."
I still resisted the truth, quietly.
"Christie, this can never happen again,"
"Oh, sweetie, I feel like you haven't been listening. I already have plans with him this weekend. He wants me to go to the beach with him."
"Well, then I am going too. You can't be with him alone."
"He thought you'd say that! And he gave me something for you to wear to make sure you behave and..."
She gestured at my cum-soaked pants.
"...make sure this doesn't happen again, in public."
Christie dug through her purse, and pulled out something I had only seen in sleazy cuckold porn movies -- a cock cage.
"Christie, there is no FUCKING way I am going to lock myself away and help you as you spend a day with your new Black master, or whatever you call him. This has gone too fucking far."
"Okay, sweetie," she said mildly. "Whatever you say"
---------------------
Saturday, somehow, we were at the beach. I was still in a daze and not sure how or why I had agreed to it. But there they were. Christie and Blue, walked onto the sand, hand in hand.
That morning, Christie giggled softly when she put on the cage, locked it tight and gave it a kiss. Blue hadn't even bothered to introduce himself or shake my hand when he pulled up to the house. Just a nod and a "what's up" as he kissed and felt up my wife on the front stoop.
And now, as they walked ahead of me, I trudged behind with our bags, awkwardly shifting my crotch every few steps to try and make that damned cage fit more comfortably.
As soon as we got to a clear spot, Blue started ordering us around.
"This is good enough. Hubby, you mind getting us all set up here? And Christie?"
"Yes, Blue?"
"Strip."
"Yes, Blue."
I smirked at that. I knew he would try and embarrass us like this, so I made Christie promise to wear a one-piece -- I figured anything less, like a bikini, would reveal her tattoos to all, and make it too easy for Blue to play with her.
My wife gave me a single sheepish look, and then took off her cutoffs and her beach shirt to reveal the most scandalous bathing suit I've ever seen.
Sure, she had followed my orders, technically, but it was essentially a monokini, in some sort of shiny silver material. A triangle in front barely big enough to cover her pussy lips, connected by strings up her toned belly to two tiny triangles covering her small, perky breasts. And when she turned around, nothing but a single string coming down her back, barely holding up a brazilian thong bottom.
Her "queen of spades slut" tattoos were out for all to see. I looked around, could see some of the other beachgoers pointing and giggling. My cock strained against the cage, my desire rising. I was actually thankful for it, as I knew I never would have been able to stop myself from cumming immediately at what I was seeing.
"Fuck."
I kept my head down and focused on setting up our blankets and umbrella. Blue and Christie raced down to the surf and frolicked in the water. When they came back, my jaw dropped to the floor, as did everyone around us -- that damn monokini was essentially see-through when wet.
Oblivious to the looks and gasps around us, Christie laid down on the blanket on her belly to sunbathe.
"Honey, can you lotion me please?
"Sure," I said.
"No," Christie said. "I mean Blue."
He smirked. "Sure, baby girl. I just need to send a few texts real quick."
After he was done, he proceeded to rub suntan lotion into my wife in a way that was absolutely pornographic. Kneading her flesh, making Christie squirm and moan. A couple nearby packed up and left in a hurry.
His phone, meanwhile, was dinging over and over again. He ignored it as he massaged my wife's back, her ass.
Then he reached underneath her, slipped his hand into her bikini bottoms, and rubbed her pussy.
Christie sighed and lifted her ass up to make room for him. Because the suit was now transparent, I could see his fingers entering her, flicking her clit, right out in the open.
"Oh, Blue....please I need you," Christie groaned, writhing around.
"You'd fuck me right here, wouldn't you?" Blue asked.
It's as if I wasn't even there, a bystander.
"I will do whatever you want, Blue. You know that," Christie said in a whisper.
"Good," he said curtly.
Just then, as if on cue, the sky seemed to darken around us, and we all looked up to see a crowd of black men surrounding us, blocking out the sun, and the other beachgoers.
"This her?" one of the men asked.
"Yes," Blue chuckled.
"Who are they, Blue?" Christie asked nervously.
"You don't need to know their names, my little trick. Just know they are here paying for the pleasure of having some fun with you."
"Wait a minute..." I tried to interject.
"I don't know, Blue, wouldn't that make me a...prostitute" Christie pondered, hesitant. That's my girl, I thought. Fight it.
"Christie, don't be rude. I told these men you were their whore to use as they pleased," Blue said firmly, "If you want to have my cock ever again, you will do whatever these men want, right now."
Christie, my proud and independent wife, sat up straighter, clung to Blue's leg almost desperately, nodded and said simply.
"Yes, Blue."
The men all laughed, impressed,
"She's addicted to your cock, huh Blue?"
"What you think?" Blue chuckled.
"What about him?" one of the others asked curiously, looking at me.
"He's this ho's husband. He isn't gonna be a problem. He likes beating his dick watching black cock fucking his woman. He likes how much Christie here wants it," Blue said. "He just didn't know what a black cock slut she'd turn out to be. You are... aren't you baby? Tell me what you are. Tell daddy what I've made you?"
"A black cock whore. I'm a whore for black cock," Christie groaned quietly. She was practically humping his leg like a dog now.
All eyes were on me now -- would I assent to what was about to happen? I looked from Blue, to the wall of men, to Christie. She was staring intently, obediently at Blue. Finally, she turned to look at me, pleadingly.
Christie quietly mouthed one word, "Please."
I sighed, shifted my uncomfortably caged cock, and nodded okay.
Everyone got the message. They huddled around so that anyone walking by would only see a group of guys and not what was going on in the middle of the circle. I wormed my way into a position to see the action.
Blue pulled off his swim trunks, nodded to me. I unstrapped Christie's monokini. She gave me a peck on the cheek. And then it was on.
Blue fucked her right there on our blanket, pile-driving Christie's beautiful ass into the sand. She was speechless, orgasming over and over, so overcome she couldn't even make a noise at first. She kissed him hungrily, wrapped herself around him like she couldn't bear to let him go.
That moment watching Christie being completely dominated by that man, how she turned into a sex slave under his complete control, fucking him in public, awaiting the order to fuck whoever he told her to fuck, happily being called a whore -- it changed me. I didn't know it at the time, but I wasn't the same man anymore after that.


As for the other men, each of them stepped in from the protective circle one at a time, handed over a wad of cash to Blue, and took their turn with my wife.
At one stage Christie did finally start making loud crying noises as one of the johns brought her to a climax. It is to my shame that it was me who covered her mouth with my hand to quiet her. With my hand on her mouth I could feel her shudders as the orgasm took her, as the john came deep inside her. And then another man, another shudder. Another man, another shudder...
When the men had their fill, they tucked their black cocks back into their suits, thanked Blue for supplying her (while ignoring me and Christie), and the circle dispersed.
I realized we were now in full view of the other absolutely stunned beachgoers. I stammered, trying to make some sort of excuse, ANY sort of excuse. But it was impossible. It was obvious from the state of Christie on our blanket what had happened.
Like the cuckolded husband that I was, I helped my freshly fucked Christie to her feet, searched for her bathing suit. The men's cum had already started to run from my wife's pussy and more of it ran down her thighs as we started to pack up to go.
At one point Christie actually put her hand between her legs to stop the flow dripping onto the beach blanket. Her hand came away coated in cum. She absentmindedly put the fingers to her mouth to clean them, licking cum off the wedding ring I gave her. She saw me watching her and smiled sweetly.
---------------------
I drove us home from the beach, still in shock. Christie and Blue sat in back. I watched them in the rear view mirror and tried not to get in an accident.
Christie hadn't bothered to cover her scandalous bathing suit, and she was openly fondling and playing with Blue's giant black cock. Kissing it, sucking it, licking it all over and moaning.
Blue, meanwhile, was counting the money he had earned off her while my wife sucked his dick.
"Yes, my sweet little ho. Get it. You are going to be my best money maker. People aren't going to believe that this little suburban housewife is a willing whore for black cock."
"Thank you, Blue"
"You don't mind that, Christie? Me calling you a whore."
"If that's what you want me to be, Blue. That's what I will be. Your whore.."
Blue chuckled.
"Shit, girl. Your husband is right here. You say that right in front of him?"
Christie stared at me in the rear view mirror as she spoke. Blue's cock still in her hand. It still wet from her saliva.
"I...I know. It's confusing. Yes, he is my husband. But you...."
"What? What am I"
"You own me. You are my master."
"And you are devoted to me?"
"Yes, absolutely, Master Blue."
"Oh, I like that. You like that, Hubby?"
I was speechless.
I pulled up at the house. Stopped in the driveway. Cleared my throat.
"Um, Christie? We're home. Can you...?"
She looked up, giggled, wiped some of the pre-cum from her lips, gave a little fake pout.
"I can't believe you, honey. All those men just paid your wife for sex. Blue pimped me to them for money. And you didn't stop it. You HELPED."
"Christie, that's not exactly how..."
"Oh, I'm teasing sweetie. I should thank you. I loved it. I love being worth so much money for my pimp."
"Give your pimp some sugar, my sweet little trick," Blue cooed.
Christie dove at him, kissing him with a passion that was almost embarrassing.
I didn't know what else to do, so I got out of the car. I opened the back door to let them out.
They were both completely naked now. And neither of them bothered to get dressed. They looked like two sexual gods in their prime who we all had the privilege to observe. It was almost intoxicating to watch as Christie led him in by his giant cock up the driveway, Blue smacking her on her toned ass, right on the Queen of Spades tattoo.
She whined sexily, "Please Master Blue, can you fuck me again now? Please?"
He ignored her, was already talking on his cellphone to someone, "Yeah, she is ready. You can start spreading the word. We'll be working out of this address...."
Then he picked up Christie and slung her over his shoulder as they stepped into our house. She giggled and sighed. the door clicked shut behind them. I stood on the front stoop still.
Suddenly, there was Christie pressed against the window, Blue behind her, his cock sawing in and out of her yet again. Her wetness dripping from where they were joined. Her palms pressed against the glass.
I pressed my own hand against hers, literally on the outside looking in. Christie noticed me in her cock-drunk daze, blew me a kiss, then leaned back to kiss Blue reverently, legs shaking from an orgasm.
Through the glass, I could hear Christie mewling and begging happily, "I'm hooked...Master Blue....want it...like I've never wanted anything else....I'll do whatever you want...be with whoever you tell me....just please give it to meeeeeeee...!"
Blue did. I could hear him ROAR in pleasure. The whole neighborhood could.
I sank down to the ground, back against the window, still hearing the thumping of their union. Across the street, my neighbor Tim stopped mowing his lawn and just stared at my wife getting railed in the window, his eyes as wide as saucers. He saw me as well, looked confused a moment, then smirking.
I just closed my eyes. My head throbbed in confusion - I was outside my own home, watching my own wife be fucked and dominated by another man, all my neighbors watching as well. I should be humiliated, mortified, I should hate this, and yet I absolutely fucking loved it. Like the frog in slowly boiling water, I had been led to this step by step. My cock throbbed and leapt helplessly in its cage. I looked down, a stain spread on my pants -- somehow, I was so incredibly turned on by all this I had cum in my cage. I didn't even know that was possible.
------------------------
How had my normal suburban life and marriage turned into this...lurid spectacle. There just didn't seem to be any escape. How much further could we spiral down. The answer was actually pretty far, as I was going to find out.
(NOTE: This story is one of the inspirations for the Alison Hale comic "Christie's Conversation Part 2: The Downward Spiral")
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Destination Hedonism 8 The Falls
Introduction:
Waking up after the photo shoot, which turned into far more. The four Taboo girls wake up collared.
Today's activities are rest and relaxation. Never for a taboo girl. People are getting to know who they are. Fame has its perks. Who is pulling the strings and what do they really want? A trip to Reach Falls reveals more.
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______________________
As Summer woke up, she felt her neck. It was the same for Rosie. Across the resort were Katie and Lucy. Each would wake up aching from the previous night's activities. Their bodies were used for the pleasure of many Black men. Bodies with cum over them. Cum dripping out of them. But there was one more thing they all had in common.
Summer's hand felt leather and metal around her neck. She had worn a collar before, but this felt different. She felt all the way around her neck. How did she get it undone? She looked across at Rosie, still asleep. That red hair, the photo shoot, wearing outfits... the collar being put on. Summer felt it again. Felt the lettering at the front.
Before she headed to the bathroom to look in the mirror, she wandered across to Rosie. God, she also had a collar on as well. 'Red Riding Hood,' which made Summer 'Sinderella.' Of course, then there were Katie and Lucy. The OnlyFans pages. Where was her tablet? Log in... oh shit. There was everything from last night. Fuck, fuck, fuck. So much fucking. What a dirty slut she thought to herself. And the others. In it together.
She looked out the window and saw paradise. It was going to be another beautiful day. First things first, a cold drink, then a shower, then sort out the day. She felt down to her pussy and ass. Oh, that 'horse dick,' he was huge. Opening the fridge, there was the taboo drink. Since they'd gotten to the island, it was something they had both gotten hooked on. It was no wonder, as the ingredients were designed to be addictive and make the drinker horny like an aphrodisiac. The taste of the juice is delicious and so filling. Summer's thoughts are full of desire. Reaching for the ring on her collar, touching her pussy. Thoughts of being fucked. Thoughts of being dominated.
Taking two cans, one in each hand and walking back into the bedroom. Her sister was lying there, the red hair flowing. Her fantastic breasts, bigger than Summer's. Laying with her legs apart. Cum over her body. And leaking from her holes. Sisterly love or just a dirty bitch fuelled by an aphrodisiac, which ever she climbed onto the bed and started licking her sister's pussy. The taste of Taboo, the taste of cum.
Lapping away like a kitten with milk, Rosie stirred. Looked down. Who else but her sister? Looking after her, taking care of her pussy. She raised herself up. Looking down at her younger sister. It felt so good whoever it was. But Summer was dedicated to her sister. Rosie ruffled her hair; Summer looked up to see Rosie awake. "Don't stop, Sis," Rosie said. "You're the best at that. Remember I'm your queen."
"A well-fucked queen, if your servant girl may say." Summer responded. Rosie saw the glint of her collar, felt at hers, and remembered. "That's why you are Sinderella. A wannabe princess but truly just a servant girl. Here to give pleasure to others."
Summer just continued on as Rosie reached for the open Taboo that Summer had put down on the bedside unit. That fuzzy feeling filled Rosie's head just as it had Summer's. "Let's hit the shower." Rosie sipped some more of the juices before letting Summer finish it.
Summer stood under the water, letting it spray down. Looking at her sister, stepping into the shower. Rainfall spraying down over both their bodies. Bliss in this paradise. The heat hadn't arrived from the sun, but the heat of passion was there. Rosie pushed Summer against the tiles. Their lips met. Fuzziness became lust. Hands were touching one another. Exploring what had been explored before, but still just as delicious. The feel of plump breasts. The kiss exploded with passion as they both felt one another. Rosie's lips slipped to Summer's neck, pushing her sister's hair back, allowing her to nibble at her neck. The predator was teasing its prey. At the same time her hands squeezed Summer's breast. Summer was in a moment of surrender.
Her queen was now enjoying the taste of her body. Nowhere to go, pinned against the wall. Those lips on her neck. Once her princess was platinum blonde; now she was fiery red, the water not washing it away. Summer's fingers ran through Rosie's hair as slowly the kisses arrived on Summer's breasts. Rosie's tongue flicked Summer's nipple, already hard, sucking on it and then taking it in her teeth, holding it there, pulling it away, and stretching it. Sliding over to her other nipple, Summer's hands now wrapped around her sister's back. Again she pulled the hardened nipple with her teeth; Summer returned with claws in Rosie's back.
"Morning, ladies." The voice of Dom, their butler, came from the next room. "I saw you had a busy day yesterday, quite a pair."
Without a thought, Rosie replied, "Come into the bathroom; we are in here." The thought of Dom seeing them naked together in the shower made them both smile. He stepped through the door to be greeted by the sight of the two sisters in the shower.
"Join us?" Rosie asked. The shower could probably fit five or six in it. One more would just be fun. Dom was aware of the cameras that had been placed in certain villas to catch the action of the gang's new sluts. He knew that he would be recorded, but he knew the gang would give him a bonus for getting more material. He took off his clothes. His body was exquisite, like many of the other employees' at the resort. All fit young men, toned and muscular. Only the fittest guys worked at Hedonism.
He opened the door and stepped into the shower; both women stretched out their arms to welcome him in. Two amazing sluts from England. Delicious young curvy bodies. He was never going to resist this opportunity. This was a perk of the job. His hands reached out and grabbed each ass as the girls admired his physique and his cock. Rosie went straight to touch his cock while Sumner rubbed up against him. His cock was hanging between his legs. It perked up straight away, hardening in Rosie's hands. He bent down to kiss Summer. Pushing her tits into him. Making sure he could feel how hot her body was. Water flowing over all three of them.
Dom broke the kiss with Summer to turn to Rosie and kiss her. By now she had his cock hard and pointing. Summer rubbed her hands over his chest as he had an arm round each woman. As Rosie finished tasting his lips, he told her, "Now Red, get down on your fucking knees and use those lips on my cock." Both women smiled, Rosie because she was getting to taste that cock and Summer because it was Rosie who was being dominated for once. Rosie dropped onto her knees and took his cock into her mouth. Freeing up Dom's other arm, he reached out and played with Summer's breasts. He had already admired both bodies every day. Now he had a handful of Summer's. Squeezing and moulding them. Pulling her nipples, sore from her sister's teeth. Moaning to his touch. "Thank you, sir." His right arm went around her to pull her in again while his left hand went to her pussy. He knew it had been well used the previous night, but they both seemed horny still. Rosie was now taking three quarters of his cock into her mouth and into her throat. This was the way to start the morning. The water was flowing down over his body, and the sound of the blowjob was filling the shower.
Being kissed, his tongue entering into Summer's mouth, his fingers exploring her cunt. That moment of jealousy where Rosie was the one sucking his cock passed. Summer felt his passion. Her hands were sliding over his body. Reaching his crotch. Running her hands through her sister's wet hair. Feeling the motion of her blowing him. Often that would have been Summer. Her hand sliding back up and reaching around his neck. Tongues entwined, desire and lust for one another. Moans of delight escaping where his fingers danced.
Rosie felt her sister's hand stroking through her hair. Every man she met so far on the island had a big cock. Dom was no different. Her lips stretching around it. Dom was here to serve them. Now Rosie was giving him some service. Why didn't they start each morning like this? He could let himself in and just slip into her bed. The thought made her work doubly as hard. Her mouth driving forward and back, deep-throating him. There was no other way with these cocks. Her sister's hand left her head; it was time to have it all. Deeper into her mouth, that familiar gagging noise every time she took his cock deeper until there was no more to take. Her throat was full.
She paused, taking it all in, having taken it all in. Her right hand reached up and felt his abs; he was toned. Her left hand went and lifted his balls slightly. Big enough, ready to drain them, and she was back under way. His cock sliding in and out. No face fuck; this was all her putting in the effort and desire. Backwards and forwards, one reward at the end. Moans from her sister, his cock twitching. Ready, aim, fill. Throbbing became pulsing as jets of cum erupted from his delicious cock. Flowing down her throat.
Taboo and cum: what a potent combination. The moans from above, the sound of Summer in the throws of an orgasm. Slut! "Or just lucky, bitch," Rosie thought as she withdrew her mouth, leaving the last drops of cum to settle on her tongue. She rose up to find Summer still lip-locked with Dom. When suddenly they caught sight of Rosie, or rather, Rosie with her mouth open with cum on her tongue. Summer knew exactly why; she leant across and kissed her sister. The exchange of cum from one mouth to another, a sharing of Rosie's prize. Now both women had the taste of Dom. When the kiss finished, Summer licked her lips. "Thank you, sis, for sharing."
Over the next few minutes, hands roamed over one another as all three shared a soapy shower. Dom especially enjoyed the curves on both women, and they enjoyed his muscular physique. Rosie took her time soaping his cock and balls, looking after what she had just blown. The thought of tomorrow morning--she might get more.
As they stepped out of the shower, two shapely white women and a muscular Black man were all dripping, but none of them grabbed a towel. Instead, each enjoyed the view of the others. Summer opened another Taboo, as they dried in the warmth of the early morning Caribbean heat. She offered some to Dom. Dom knew the effect it had, and he wished he could stay with the women all day looking after them. "You enjoy it; unfortunately I've got work to do." He told them. Rosie took a sip and pressed herself against him.
"Don't tell us you don't want to fuck us." Rosie was direct, her hand slipping down to his cock.
Summer made eyes at Dom. Two insatiable women. "Maybe I'll come earlier tomorrow, wake you up, and bring a colleague. They've all been hearing and seeing about the legendary English women staying here. Sinderella and Red Riding Hood." As Dom said the words, the girls reached up and touched their collars.
"How do we take them off?" Rosie asked.
"That I don't know. You'll have very strange tan lines when you go back home." Dom replied. "So ladies, you had a busy night last night. Why don't you enjoy the sunshine this morning, and we have an excursion to Reach Falls this afternoon if you would like to see a bit of the island? A beautiful spot to cool down."
Summer smiled. "We could see what water sports they have."
Rosie looked across at her sister. "You and water sports? I know what water sports you like."
"We have windsurfing and kayaking; you can go scuba diving." Dom said.
"She's more likely to go muff diving," Rosie interjected.
"Maybe tomorrow we will introduce you to the playrooms," Dom suggested.
"You can be Mistress Red." Summer looked to get her own back.
"If I wore some of the things from yesterday..." Rosie replied.
"I believe that you might have some information on your tablets about yesterday's photo shoot." Dom informed them. "Oh, and I brought you a selection for breakfast. Rosie, you were obviously hungry." He winked at her, referring to her blowjob earlier.
Dom dressed and left as Rosie and Summer helped themselves to the fruit platter that had been delivered. Taking a bowl full and sitting outside, both still naked. They felt comfortable enough. The fresh air and warmth felt so good compared to a dull grey English morning.
Bringing out their tablets, wondering what could be on them about the photo shoot. The pictures of them dressed and posing. The pictures of them undressed. First extra icons. More OnlyFans, each other's accounts, and Lucy and Katie.
Up flashed a request on each tablet. This time they were sitting next to one another. They could see what one another was doing. Summer opened the request.
"Oh my fucking god" was the first thing out of Summer's mouth. "You should read this."
Rosie leaned across; there it was in black and white: a contract. To work for the Taboo group. The photo shoot pictures are property of the company and will be distributed as we wish. Therefore, we would like you to work for the company under the conditions we made you aware of earlier. You may be required to do more modeling or other tasks that we require; nothing will be beyond your extensive capabilities, which we have already seen. You will be paid a percentage of what you earn. You will find the work matches your talents, and you will get pleasure from working with us. As your first payment, you will be given the clothes on your personal clothes rail. You may well be expected to wear them for forthcoming events.
The small print was so tiny it was impossible to read. But it was clear where to sign, as it had Summers' details underneath. Rosie clicked on hers, the same way. Her name, etc., and a place to sign as Red Riding Hood where Summer has Cinderella.
This was like an official contract of their submission so that no one would tell those back home. Summer looked at Rosie. She knew she had to sign to protect her, and so far it had been fun. She sipped the Taboo and signed using the pen with the tablet. Rosie followed. What difference did it make? Before, they were being blackmailed into it. Now they had a contract. Across the resort Lucy and Katie had found the same thing on their tablets. Now all four were locked in to work for the Taboo group.
An hour later they headed down to the beach. Sun lotion and a little fruit in a bag, something to nibble on. This time the two of them had decided to lose the prudish British attitude and actually indulge in how the resort allowed them to be. The two stepped out of the villa naked. Sisters together enjoying their holiday freedom. Nothing more freeing than to have more clothes. As they walked past the bar on the beach, they were welcomed with a good morning, ladies. Anything you need, I can give you." From the bar tender. Tony had already enjoyed a bit of Summer; now he was watching the other sister walk by. They were quite something.
"Morning, Tony," Summer replied. "I might be back for something to drink in a little while."
Rosie turned to her sister; the way Summer had said that made her think. "You didn't? Did you?"
"You obviously haven't watched any of the OnlyFans, have you? I know exactly what you did outside the villa on the veranda, topless fingering yourself." Summer said. "You look such a horny bitch. Every guy watching would be wanting you. Even the white ones."
"Oh my god, that's on them, but I had to do that to agree..." Rosie started to say.
"Blackmailed into it, or they would send things back home, to friends, family, even work, and you're a nursery nurse, so pure." Summer interrupted. "While you did that, I met up with Tony to confirm my obedience. Lucy and Katie are in the same boat."
"And we just signed up for... who knows what after last night." Rosie replied. "The photo shoot was fun; I loved all the outfits, but then... well, it was like an orgy; God, did they film that as well?"
"Basically, sis, you were a model one minute and a porn star the next." Summer giggled.
"So were you," Rosie quickly retorted.
"Let's get some sunbeds, put on our lotion, and then let's have a look on the tablets. " Summer said.
They strolled along the beach. Further down were the beach volleyball and the water sports part of the resort. They settled on two loungers. Summer applied lotion to Rosie as Rosie drank some Taboo. It just made Summer's hands feel more sensuous. Then rolls were reversed. Rosie's hands all over her sister. Summer drinking. A couple walked by looking at Summer and Rosie. "Were they talking about us?" Rosie asked.
"You're imagining things, sis, or maybe you want to be talked about." Summer replied. Rosie sat up and looked into her sister's eyes. They drifted closer and finally kissed. The taboo was working into their systems, making them horny. The passion passing between sisterly lips. As another couple passed, Rosie noticed the women point at them. Rosie and Summer looked across.
"Excuse me, are you a couple of the Taboo Girls?" the young white lady said in an American accent. "Red Riding Hood and Sinderella, isn't it?"
Summer and Rosie looked at one another. Naked but for the collar. The collar that identified them as Sin and Red.
"How do you know about us?" Summer asked.
"Oh, it's on our tablet this morning. You're like models for the clothing range but like porn stars as well. They put links up for some of your action. Are you really going to put on a show later in the week?" The woman asked.
Rosie looked to Summer, the thought of what they had just signed--had they committed to putting on a sex show?--running through her mind. "There's a possibility that's happening. I'm not sure when; they haven't told us." Rosie said confidently, bluffing her way through it.
"Is there any chance we can have a photo with you?" The American woman asked.
This time Summer looked to her sister; it felt like they were stars. People wanting pictures with them. Ok, not movie stars, but porn stars. How the hell had this happened? "OK, come and have your picture taken, but you got to lose the bikini first."
Her Black boyfriend then spoke, "Go on, darling, do it."
With his approval, she whipped off her bikini and went and stood in between Rosie and Summer. Her boyfriend pulled out his phone and took a couple of pictures.
Summer decided to push the idea to see how far things could go. "So if one of us could eat you, which one of us would you want?"
She slightly blushed before answering. "You, Sinderella, I've seen what you do with Red."
Summer got down on her knees in front of the American woman, who naturally opened her legs wider. Rosie behind her but cupping her new friend's tits. Summer dived in, no posing; she was going to have a little taste.
As her boyfriend took more pictures, he thought it would stop. But not with a horny Summer. He had enough time to switch it to video and capture his girlfriend being eaten by a porn star for over a minute. When she finally came up, she turned to the boyfriend and said, "She tastes delicious. I hope you give her the same pleasure." She then licked her lips.
Rosie walked over to him. "Your turn; lose the fucking trunks and hand the camera over to your girlfriend."
He quickly handed it over. And pulled his trunks down. His black cock started to harden up from the sight of his girlfriend being eaten. She quickly turned the camera round to capture the porn star Red Riding Hood getting down on her knees, licking and sucking her boyfriend's cock, and it was still in video mode. Straight away, Rosie got down on her knees and was licking it and sucking it, making him hard. Summer joined on the other side. Sharing his cock. Both would tease it with their tongue, but then one would take it in their mouth before the other did.


"So honey, I think he's ready for you," Rosie said, then looking up. "And I think she's ready for you. You better go take care of each other." The camera stopped; they quickly picked up their clothes they had shed. 20 feet down the beach was a cabana. As Summer and Rosie settled back on their sunbeds, they could hear the moans and groans of the couple inside the cabana. Finally, the noises reached a crescendo. Minutes later the couple, redressed but sweatier, appeared again, waving back at the girls.
The sun shone down, and both Rosie and Summer felt totally relaxed lying naked, taking in the sun. No tan lines. A feeling of being free. Turning over so that their bodies tanned evenly and had no tan lines.
Mid-morning it was time for that refreshing fruit and a couple of fresh drinks from Tony at the bar. Giving Summer the specials (Taboo). Others at the bar wanting to say 'Hi' to Sin and asking if that's 'Red.' Summer thought to herself, so this is what being a celebrity is like. She carried the drinks back to the loungers and told Rosie of their celebrity stardom in the resort.
The first sip of the fresh, cold Taboo drink hit the spot nicely. Cooling and quenching, but then invigorating. Sexually stimulating their heads. Filling them with desires. They lay back down and grabbed the tablets. Logging in to each other's OnlyFans. Free to play, watching one another perform last night. All this was here for any guy to see. Hands reached down in between their legs. Those at the bar were interested spectators, they could see the Taboo Girls touching themselves.
"Oh, you're fucking good," said Summer.
"How the fuck did you take that thing?" Rosie commented.
"Because I'm a professional porn star." Summer giggled. Her pussy was making her hot; seeing Rosie rubbing was making her hotter. For Rosie it was the same. Seeing her sister on the screen and beside her. Both rubbing, driving each other towards a magical orgasm. For a second, looking into one another's lust-filled eyes before returning to the screens. The sounds of them fucking a BBC, begging for it, however huge it was. The rubbing became more intense. Watching one another's fingers. Rosie hitting the point of no return first. Uncontrollable feelings within filled her body; seconds later, Summer saw her sister's pleasure hitting her own point of ecstasy. Mutual masturbation--it had been so long since they had done that. Since covid.
As the orgasms subsided, a hand reached out from Summer to Rosie. Rosie reciprocated, interlocking fingers holding hands as the bliss faded away. A moment in the sun. United together, orgasms shared. "Do you fancy a swim, sis?" Summer asked.
Putting the tablets away, they still held hands as they walked towards the sea. So blue, so beautifully perfect. More people were now down enjoying the sea and the sand. Plenty of couples; this should have been Dwayne and Summer here, but now it was Rosie with her, people saying hi to them, telling them they were amazing, hot, and sexy. Summer's queen of spades tattoo was getting her extra attention from the Black guys. Saying they wouldn't mind fucking her but for their girlfriend. "Three's fun doesn't have to be awkward. Everyone gets to enjoy." She would tell them.
In the water Rosie had her fair share of people approach her. Her bigger 40DD tits always attracted people; unleashed, naked couples approached her to ask if they were real. "Have a feel, there, all me, blessed with great tits." One guy came behind her as his partner chatted.
"You're Red Riding Hood, aren't you?" she asked.
Rosie smiled and reached for the collar around her neck. "The one, the only Red." She said.
"My name's Sarah, and that's Myles coming up behind you." Sarah answered. "We were watching you live last night; you were amazing, the way you handled all those men."
Rosie turned around as Myles arrived. Deep enough out in the water that it was above his waist. Where Sarah still had her bikini on, Myles was free. Rosie found this out as she swung round to see him. Her hand meeting something long and thick in the water. He smiled as she touched it. Was it?
"Oh my god, we thought it was you. Your red hair and your sister." As he moved closer, his cock pressed against Rosie's ass; yes, that was definitely his cock, she thought. He continued talking to her. "You were on fire last night."
Was he taking his chance to press up against a "real porn star" with his cock? Rosie didn't mind; she shifted herself so it touched her bare ass, and then she felt his hand on her ass, but she didn't say a thing, just shifted her legs apart. Rubbing his cock against her.
"Would you mind if I felt how big they are?" Myles asked.
"Go ahead." Rosie knew he would have gotten even closer. Feeling his cock slide between her legs. If only he would enter her, his hands now squeezing her massive breasts. She watched as Sarah put her hand down towards her bikini bottoms.
"Oh, that looks so good, Myles, like you're almost fucking her," Sarah said.
Rosie could guide his cock into her cunt from where she was at this precise second. "Would you let him?"
"Of course I would," Sarah replied.
Rosie reached down and found his big thick cock, ready to take it into her cunt. She didn't hear any complaints from behind as she felt him entering her. Stretching her open, the first since last night's activity. Her body responded. A moan of delight as he pushed in deeper. Lifting her feet off the floor and floating. Myles repositioned his hands to hold her as he slowly thrust his cock deeper into her. The moans grew. Rosie looked at Sarah. "His in me, his fucking me."
"Myles, let me watch you fucking her. I'm fingering myself again. Last night we talked about it; now it's happening. Go on, fuck her; let me watch," Sarah replied.
Myles didn't say a word; he knew what he wanted and was making sure he did the best he could. Last night he had watched this woman get fucked. His girlfriend was beside him sucking him. Eventually the action led to them fucking too. Now he was fucking one of the Taboo Girls. Pushing his cock deeper into her. Each thrust further as he held her body.
"That's it. Fuck her, Myles." Sarah said as she watched on. Her fingers never leaving her clit. Like watching her boyfriend now doing porn.
Rosie's moans grew louder; he was in deep. She never knew how big or thick he was, just that it was satisfying her. She hadn't come to the island as a porn star, not even a queen for Black. Now she was feasting on it. Her performance was just reality. Here she was being fucked in the sea, driven to yet another orgasm. The water movement around them was nothing compared to the tirade inside her.
Rosie knew Myles was almost there as he gripped her tighter, not wanting to let this fish off the hook. The masterful rhythm caused him to erupt within Rosie, only having met her minutes before. It's not every day you fuck a porn star.
Rosie was the next to go. Feeling that cock inside her, he groaned as he hit his peak; the flood of cum drove Rosie to the edge. Here was yet another orgasm. She looked at Sarah with no guilt that she was taking her boyfriend's cock and cum. She just felt the pure pleasure of an orgasm flowing through her body. Just the murmur of the name "Sarah" as she tried to control her body through this sustained pleasure.
Sarah herself had taken control of what she needed and stood there with one hand in her bikini bottoms. Watching her boyfriend fuck another woman--no, not another woman; this was Red Riding Hood. Her clit had taken her to the edge of the precipice; now she took the step over and arrived at the most thrilling orgasm she had ever created with her own fingers. "Myles, fuck her good, fill her with cum."
"Oh, I am, baby; you're so incredible." He responded.
It was actually Rosie that was speechless. Not that she wasn't moaning with pleasure too.
When the torrents ran still and the waters settled, Myles slid out. Allowing Rosie to turn and kiss him, and then floating across to Sarah and kissing her.
When the kiss finished, Sarah said quietly, "Thank you for letting him fuck you; it's not every day you would get to fuck a porn star."
Rosie was still coming to terms with that, loving the adulation, but really she was just as normal as Sarah. "Just you remember to tell him you are his porn star. Never forget that." Rosie kissed her again and winked at her. Sarah let Rosie's words sink in and then drifted over to Myles, who wrapped his arms around her so tight as their lips met. Rosie looked at the couple. This was the point to leave them to their moment and swim away from it. She looked across the water and saw her sister talking to someone on a kayak. Rosie headed over to see them.
Summer had been for a swim in the beautiful Caribbean waters. Cooling her down from the heat of the sun. She looked across towards a kayak heading her way with two people in it. It looked like Katie and the guy behind, her other half? Summer glided over as Katie stopped paddling.
"Why have you stopped paddling, Kate?" said Marcus, her boyfriend.
"It's Sin." Katie pointed over to Summer.
Summer swam up to the kayak and held on. "I thought it was you, Katie, and this is your high school teacher."
"He was my high school teacher; I left, and now he's my boyfriend, my daddy," Katie insisted.
"That's right, sweetie, your daddy. Hi Sin, lovely to meet you. Impressive show last night, although I was watching Kate most of the time." Marcus said.
Suddenly the red hair of Rosie appeared, approaching the kayak.
"Your sister Sin, that's got to be Red." Katie at first said to Summer and then let Marcus know who it was.
As Rosie rose out of the water near her sister, she recognized it was Katie.
"Hi, babe. How are you this morning? Recovered ok?" Rosie asked her.
"Yeah, I'm good. That's Marcus; he looked after me last night. It's like people on the resort were watching; people know who I am," Katie said.
"Yes, we've noticed that," Rosie said.
"Did you sign the contract to work for the Taboo group?" Marcus asked. "They're going to pay you for you having your natural fun." What none of the girls knew was that Marcus had contacts within the group and had deliberately brought them Katie, as she liked older men.
"Yes, we did, but it looks like today we're not being asked to do anything as we are heading for Reach Falls this afternoon." Rosie smiled.
Summer followed up with. "Letting us rest and recover after last night's exertions, "
"I'm going there too this afternoon; maybe we are on the same tour," Katie said innocently.
"Maybe." Summer thought it was too much of a coincidence and wondered if Lucy would also appear; in her head she had little doubt she would.
Rosie and Summer headed back to shore as Katie and Marcus continued there kayaking. As they emerged out of the sea, eyes switched to the pair again. The water glistening off their curvaceous bodies. Sweeping their hair back, their bodies starting to get a bronzed glow, and no bikini tan lines today. Except for the collars around their necks. They bounced across the sand to their loungers. The water had felt so good; it was Rosie's turn to go visit Tony at the bar. She purposely strode towards the bar carrying back the empty glasses. Tony welcomed her, knowing it was Summer's sister, but he referred to her as Red so the guests at the bar knew exactly who it was. To be fair, there was only one person on the resort with scarlet red hair.
Rosie acknowledged the others at the bar; again, it felt like all eyes were on her. A situation Rosie liked when she was going out at home, with her tits and legs on display. Now it was everything, and they had probably seen her fuck last night. While she waited for the drinks, she posed for a couple of pictures. Everyone who had enjoyed the view of her tits on the way over was now treated with the view of her ass wiggling as she went back. They could see why she was a porn star, even if in reality she was just a normal person just like them. Summer was applying lotion by this point. Rosie was soon to follow. The sun was amazing considering how cool it had been in England.
Dinner time arrived, and they returned to the villa. They had put a food order in, and it looked like Dom had managed to get it. The salad looked great, but the strawberry éclairs looked divine. Again, a cold pitcher of Taboo for them to share. It went down so easily. Making them feel so damn good. Then the cream and strawberry, a little taste of home but in a paradise. Sliding the donut into their mouths, stretching wide. Taking it all in. A mouthful, the taste of the fresh strawberry combined with the amount of cream. The best thing Rosie had tasted since the early morning shower. Devouring them, I could have easily had two. What to ask for next time?
Time to choose a bikini for the trip out for the afternoon. For Rosie it was a simple choice. The scarlet red tie-side bikini kind of matched her hair and collar. She slipped it on and tied up the sides, looking in the mirror with half her cheek hanging out. When you've got a nice rounded ass, why not show it off? She had many pairs of shorts that showed a little cheek.
For Summer there were a few choices. But then she remembered the visions of 'Im a celebrity get me out oh here'. The white bikinis under the waterfall always looked fantastic, and of course Dwayne had made sure she had one for those days when she wasn't as daring. For once he hadn't chosen one size too small. He did like her squeezing in and exploding out of what she wore. Thong back, whole ass on show, not just a little bit of cheek to tease with. Summer then went over to Rosie and helped tie her top. It was just about holding in her breasts, but that was due to their size.
Sandals on, off they went to the lobby to wait for the driver. Walking through the resort, people acknowledged them, asking for photos with them. They were indeed the celebrities of the resort. Even the staff had been impressed by what they had seen. An invite from the resort to spend some time in the playrooms as special guests for the other resort-goers popped up on their tablets. Playrooms sounded fun before they came; now they could star in their own show. Both girls' minds went racing. The reactions of people around the resort.
Rosie and Summer stood in the lobby when suddenly Katie turned up with Lucy in tow. Looks like the Taboo Girls were about to head out together. Lucy had on a yellow bikini, holding in her fuller figure, while Katie was wearing her Star-Spangled Banner bikini, being very patriotic.
An open-top Land Rover pulled up.
"Ladies, are we ready? Climb in. 3 in the back, 1 in the front. Summer quickly hopped in the front, leaving the others to get comfortable in the back. Surprisingly, the jeep didn't set off out of the park; instead, it headed down towards the sea, arriving at a private jetty. Step forward a guy in his 30s, very smartly dressed.
"Good afternoon, ladies; actually, good afternoon, Taboo Girls. A beautiful name for four beautiful and exciting ladies. Behind me is my "yacht." He announced.
The girls looked behind him to see a very expensive boat. Not a yacht with a sail but more of a speedboat-cruiser kind of boat. It looked damn expensive and very impressive.
"So Reach Falls is 6 hours by that old jeep, or we take this and go to the other side of the island and get picked up there. This will get us over to the other side in just over an hour. So come on; welcome on board.
He walked up to the boat, and as each woman approached, he helped them on. Finally getting on himself. The docking lines were released. The captain at the helm set off slowly out into the Caribbean Sea.
"So ladies, get comfortable and enjoy the journey. I'm way overdressed for going to Reach, so I'm just going to pop below deck and get changed. I just wanted to make a good impression on my new employees. You'll find some drinks and food in that cooler there." He finished off.
"Our boss?" Rosie inquired.
"Yes, I'm Korey Ford, head of the Taboo group." He replied back. "I have several different strings to my company."
"Including making us porn stars?" Rosie asked.
"Well, ladies, you are a talented bunch. Where that's concerned, of course you will be entitled to your share of the money we make. Ladies, you will go home, if you wish to go home, an awful lot richer than you came. "Rosie, you're a nursery nurse, yes?" Rosie nodded to him. After yesterday's excitement, you've earned half your wages for the year. As for the Taboo range of clothing you modeled yesterday. Well, if that goes as well as expected, you again will get a percentage of the revenue. I'm a businessman; I can see an opportunity with you ladies. I should actually pay you a little extra for the name; I'm having it copyrighted. Anyway, let me get out of these clothes and into something more comfortable, and I'll answer your questions on the way."
He disappeared into the cabin of the yacht.
"Ladies, it's about to get more fun. Now we are out in open water...." the guy at the helm said, and with that the motors behind them started powering up, and they could feel what this boat could really do.
Summer sat taking in the view of the coast as the boat picked up speed. The others were already having a drink. Of course, Taboo, was he the owner of this drink? The inventor? If he was the ultimate boss, surely he was the head of the people who were blackmailing the girls. But yet he sounded so polite, so reasonable, and well-spoken. Saying all the right things. He didn't sound like the head of a gang. But yet he could afford this boat, and they were pretty much porn stars on OnlyFans. What next? An actual porn movie.
Finally, he returned just as she took her first sip of yet more Taboo. Shirt off. Shorts on. He looked different, still handsome, still good-looking. Sipping more, actually, he was very good-looking. He sat down between the two sisters and reached in and grabbed an ice-cold water.
While Rosie started looking at his body, Summer wasn't ready to be quite so flirtatious. "So how did you make all your money then? She asked.
"Well, Summer, I actually started with a dance club in Montego Bay. If ever you'd like to visit, you'd be very welcome." Korey said. Leaving out the detail that not only was the Taboo club a nightclub but a strip club as well.
Rosie jumped in. "I don't mind clubbing."
Well, you're not your everyday nursery nurse, are you? You like to live and enjoy yourself," Korey replied, looking back at her.
"I work hard, I party hard, I love to have fun, why not?" Rosie replied smiling at Korey.
"A woman after my own heart, the only way to be; enjoying life is what this island is all about. And yeah, you know how to enjoy yourself." He then turned to Summer. "And I guess you like a certain kind of fun with that tattoo on your back, Summer. A queen for Black kings. How long have you had the tattoo?"
"Almost two years now, and yes, it brings me a lot of fun being Black-owned." As Summer spoke the words, Korey's hand ran over the tattoo, making Summer tingle. Would he push it? Would he want to fuck her? His hand slipped down onto her ass. There was definitely something.
"That damn spade. Gets you all the fucking attention, especially here," Rosie replied.
"Sis, you know you love black cock; just admit it to yourself. Commit yourself to it, rather than little white boys. You can always have your own spade tattoo." Summer responded.
"From what I've seen, you like some black cock. Even first thing this morning you couldn't resist the butler. One hungry bitch," Korey responded. He brought his hand off of Summer's ass and touched Rosie's bikini and tits. Firstly, without moving her bikini, he said she should have a spade on her left tit that was visible, but then he moved across to her right tit and pulled the material of the bikini to the side, exposing Rosie's breast. "Maybe here if you are shy." Korey knew she wasn't shy, and this would just make her hornier and naughtier.


"If you're going to pull them out, at least untie me and release them," Rosie responded to gain more attention, and it worked as he undid her bikini top.
"You know it's bad luck to put it back on till you get on dry land." Korey making it up on the spot just to see how Rosie would respond to his words.
Rosie thrust her chest forward, feeling the breeze over her body as the yacht continued to motor along.
"My daddy would love me to get my pussy tattooed with "Daddy's Toy" over it. Katie added to the conversation.
That left Lucy. "My black bull would love a spade on my ass, one above my cunt and the words 'black owned. ' So every time I undress in front of my husband, he knows that it's Black men who will only ever fuck me."
Over the next forty minutes, the five of them talked about how Lucy cuckolded her husband and how Katie enjoyed the attention of older men. Older Black men at that. Rosie, wanting more attention, slipped in that she had fucked in the sea this morning. Taking her hint of fame to new heights. Korey asked her what it would take for her to convert to Black only.
"Maybe we should just tie you up and let you watch as the others enjoy every black cock on this island until you beg to be fucked. And then I'll tattoo "black cock whore" across your tits. You'll never go back to nursery nursing; instead, you'll be my new fucktoy." Korey smiled a devilish smile.
Finally Summer confided to them all the story of how she got fucked by the black guys in the tattoo parlour as payment. Would she do it again? Yes!
The yacht rounded the end of the island and eventually reached its destination. With no jetty to tie up to, the anchor was dropped.
"Ready for a little swim, ladies?" Korey asked. They all nodded. He asked the ladies for their footwear and placed them in a waterproof bag. Korey grabbed hold of Rosie's bikini top and then jumped overboard and started swimming. Rosie watched as he swam off with her top. The women followed him off the boat into the sea; finally, Rosie jumped in.
At the beach, Korey strode out of the water. Turned around and watched the women come out of the water and walk to him. Grabbing their sandals out of the bag, finally Rosie walked up the beach topless, not worrying about who saw them. Firstly collecting her footwear and then turning her back to Korey and holding her wet red hair up. Allowing him to put the bikini top back onto her now that she was on dry land. Korey told his harem of white women to follow him; they walked up the beach behind him to the road. There awaited four motorbikes, three guys, and eight open-faced helmets.
"So grab yourself a helmet and choose yourself a partner. Red, you're with me; I want those big tits pressing in me," Korey said.
The girls let the guys on the bikes first and then mounted the bikes, holding on tight. The motorbikes allowed them to get to the falls much quicker; 20 minutes later, they were there.
As they walked up to the falls, the first thing they noticed was the lush vegetation, so green, surrounding the beautiful emerald turquoise water of the lagoon in front of them. The water is so clear. The sea had been a gorgeous color, but the water here was beyond compare. It was like a picture of paradise, the water flowing over the falls.
Surprisingly there weren't too many people about for a tourist hotspot. A photographer. The same photographer as yesterday? It was. Yes, this would be no ordinary visit to the falls.
Summer turned to Korey. "So what's going on?"
Korey responded. "So I've hired the place for this afternoon; feel free to enjoy the falls, but a little later we will have a little photo shoot. Bikinis, but also pictures for the Jamaican tourist board. Four of the most beautiful ladies visited the island."
He was very smooth with his words. Charming. "So enjoy the falls, and I'm sure you and your sister will love a little more camera attention." He bent down to her ear. "And no fucking, unless you want to."
Summer smiled and headed towards the water. Taking her sandals off and then stepping into the water. Lucy and Katie followed, but Rosie stood with Korey.
"So I presume you've been here before. Are you going to show me around?" Rosie asked.
"You want the personal treatment, do you? Well, Red, I'm happy to. Shall we see if you're willing to drop into the Rabbit Hole?" Korey took her hand and led her round the edge of the water, heading up to the top of the falls.
The other three were enjoying being in the water together. Not quite the same as the mud of the spa. But this was perfect on such a lovely day. Swimming around in the plunge pool.
Summer swam to the bottom of the falls and climbed up on to the rocks. There she was in her pristine white bikini standing with the water flowing down over her body. Refreshing, and it felt sexy. The photographer spotted the opportunity to. Testing his equipment, zooming in on the gorgeous body. Stunning in any man's eyes as she allowed the water to fall over her. The amazing curves redirecting water. Summer's hands rubbed over her body. Enjoying feeling it flowing over her. The feel of nature's real shower in a place that was just beautiful. The shutter on the camera clicked away.
"She's divine, isn't she?" The woman with the photographer asked him.
"Yes, Mrs Ford, she is quite stunning and will look fantastic in your swimwear," said Phil.
"And where's my husband?" said Tori Ford.
"I think he headed off to the top of the falls with her sister Red," Phil replied.
"That doesn't surprise me; he seemed to have a thing about her when he was watching them. Thought she was feisty. Not Black-owned, he wanted to break her. He's got a thing for her," Tori replied.
Korey's hand was now resting on Rosie's ass as they walked. She hadn't pushed it away. She was quite liking it there even though she hadn't had any Taboo since the boat. They walked up the steps to the left-hand side of the falls. Korey had been here many times, walking across a shallow part of the river. They arrived at the Rabbit Hole. Water flowed down through a hole in the rock. The hole was large enough for a person to jump down through. Korey explained that it led into the caves inside the waterfall but eventually came out into the plunge pool. "Would you like to try it?" Korey asked.
"Where you go I follow." Rosie responded.
"Into the hole, give me ten seconds and then jump; I'll be waiting for you in the shallow cave," Korey said, and then he stepped to the edge of the hole and jumped down it. Disappearing out of sight.
Rosie stepped forward, ready to follow. She waited and then took the plunge and jumped into the hole. Falling down the rabbit hole. Finally hitting the water. Sinking deep and then bobbing up, she found herself in a cave, the water flowing, pulling her through into another cave and then another, only to be caught and pulled in.
"Hello Red, how was that?" Korey asked as she was pressed up against him.
She put her feet down and stood with him. His arms around her, she put hers around him. Pulling him in tighter. Bodies pressed together. "Oh, that was fun, a natural waterpark ride, and even better, I ended up in your arms. She looked up at him, one arm reached up to his neck, and pulled him down as she went on tiptoe. Their lips meeting as the water rushed by their legs. Why did Rosie find him so intoxicating? As one hand held his neck, the other slipped down to his trunks to feel his cock.
"Well, aren't we a dirty little slut?" Korey told her.
"There's something about you; I want to get wild with you." Rosie admitted.
"There's a time and place, and yes there's something about you, where as your sister I'd turn her into a whore. You, well, you're not black-owned; I want to change that. I want you to want black cock, that is, black cock only, like the others. Then you could be my personal pet." He kissed her again before turning her around. He pointed the way forward. "We swim through there, and eventually we will come out with the others. Are you ready? Don't worry, you will have my cock soon."
Rosie replied, "I'm ready for your cock and to go back to the others. Just take me." She rubbed her ass against his cock.
His hands went to her breasts as she wiggled her ass, grinding it on him. One hand left her breasts to untie the bikini top. Pulling it off of her body and tossing it into the water. They both watched it float away. His hands now enjoyed the flesh of her breasts, teasing her nipples, stretching them. His hands slid down to the tie sides of her bikini bottoms. Pulling the strings and undoing them. Whipping them off. Throwing them into the stream for them to disappear. A naked Rosie in front of him. His fingers finding her pussy. Opening her legs, accepting two fingers inside her.
"I will fuck you, but you've got to give your whole self. I don't want a woman that will go back to little white dicks. Now you better go swim after those or they'll wonder what happened to you. He slapped her ass. The crack echoed in the cave.
"Soon then." Rosie replied and dived back into the water.
Out of the water floated Rosie's red bikini top, so noticeable against the colour of the water. The red was catching everybody's eyes. Then came her bikini bottoms surfacing. Finally up from the plunge pool came Rosie; she swam over and collected her bikini top and bottom just as Korey appeared. Rosie looked around and saw Summer under the falls and swam there while Korey headed to the photographer and his wife.
As Rosie climbed up onto the rocks under the waterfall, Summer only had one question. "Did you?"
Tori's first words to her husband were, "Did you fuck her?"
"No, darling, I didn't fuck her; I teased her just enough to make her want it more. Don't worry; she will be our pet. I know how much you like her." He replied.
"But if you had fucked her..." Tori started to say.
"My dear, she is desperate for it; her hand was on my cock, but I chose not to. Make her beg for it; make her want to be totally Black-owned before she gets to be our pet. She's as playful as you imagined, and don't worry, she will be ours. Feel free to have a chat with her."
"Maybe I should slip into a bikini and join them drinking the taboo; take me home intoxicated and see what I'll do for you." Tori teased her husband.
"You're more beautiful than all of them, more devilish. Of course you should slip into one of your own designs. They are white sluts. They are our little white slaves; once their ancestors came here, now it is their turn, and they work for us." Korey said quite dominantly as he watched his wife peel off her clothes and take a sequined bikini and slip it on.
"They deserve those collars as our slaves. While I am free. I'll go say hello myself." Tori walked past her husband and stepped into the water. He watched her curves. Her tits are not as busty as Rosie's but are a handful. That sexy ass in a string bikini. He was lucky to have found such a devilish woman who enjoyed the power and lifestyle. She was everything that he needed, but they could have more together. She swam out heading for the falls.
"No, Summer, I didn't fuck him, but I teased him enough for him to strip me and spank me." Rosie bit her lip. "He was telling me I should go black only. I can see the attraction and why you're a queen." Rosie let the water flow over her.
The only thing better than a woman in a white bikini under the falls was a naked woman under the falls. The photographer, Phil, was making sure he captured all the best images. He had the right angles. This was perfect for the photo shoot later on. Capturing the beauty of both sisters.
Tori appeared out of the water just before the falls. "Hello, ladies, may I join you?" By this time Rosie had managed to put back on her bikini. Up from the water rose a Caribbean queen. Her bikini of choice showed off more than either of the two sisters. Gold sequins covered about an inch strap over both nipples and pussy, and it was dazzling. In the sunshine it shimmered. She stepped through the waterfall.
"Now that's a bikini," Rosie said. Admiring how it just held in tori's breasts. Strings are running between each piece of sequined material. Eighty percent of each breast was on show. The same for her bikini bottoms; they must only be a string at the back. Not really a bikini, but a micro-bikini. Both Rosie and Summer were admiring Tori's body and bikini, thinking impure thoughts.
"Thank you." She reached out a hand. "You must be Rosie." She shook her hand, and then reached out to Summer and shook her hand. "And your Summer, or as others might call you, Red and Sin. I guess you're wondering who I am. My name's Tori. Tori Ford. Yes, that's my husband. Don't worry, Rosie. I know what he's like. He probably promised to fuck you. And he will." She nodded. "We are very free spirits here on the island; if he wants to, I wouldn't mind. But then again maybe we will all have fun together." A very devilish smile came over Tori's face.
"That's quite a bikini you're wearing." Rosie commented.
"You like it? Would you model it? This is one of my own designs that we would like you to model later on. Obviously it's rather skimpy, if you don't feel comfortable." Tori said, she knew both girls weren't shy to show off their bodies.
"Honestly, I'd be happy to wear that, to model that for you. Do we get to keep them afterwards?" Rosie asked.
"Of course, anything you model you can keep. Not all are as revealing, and I hope you won't mind modeling those as well?" Tori asked
"Of course both of us will." Summer replied. "If that's anything to go by, I look forward to seeing the others."
"Rosie, did Korey show you the heart-shaped jacuzzi up there? Tori asked. Summer noticed that Tori had taken an interest in Rosie. Was it because she had been with her husband? She had already said that it was fine.
"No, he didn't," Rosie responded.
"Well, let's go collect Lucy and Katie and have a little girl time together. Bit like your spa." Tori wanted everyone together. She led the way and dived back through the waterfall into the water, followed by Rosie and then Summer.
All of the girls were gathered together. Before the walk up to the top of the falls, the girls all shared some Taboo, including Tori herself. Tori knew the effect it would have; she was one of the first to try it when it was perfected. Korey had never let her get addicted to it. Knowing its affect on her, many pleasurable nights had been shared between them and others.
The cold liquid flowed as each of the women enjoyed the tropical taste of Taboo. The smiles grew as it took effect.
The group started walking up along the path to the top of the falls. The view of the plunge pool, the color of the water is so vivid. Tori led the way. Her perfect ass in only that string bikini was quite mesmerizing to those who were watching it. Rosie directly behind watched her walking as if she were on the catwalk.
There in front of them was a heart-shaped pool bubbling away. A natural jacuzzi. Tori went first into the heart, followed by Rosie, Summer, Katie, and finally Lucy, each finding a place to sit. The water wasn't hot like a normal jacuzzi but was refreshing in the warmth of the day. The water did bubble around them as they sat and chatted. Rosie felt Tori's hand stroke along her thigh underwater. Once could have been an accident, but a second and third time was definitely Tori teasing, and so Rosie took her hand and stroked back along Tori's thigh. But this time her hand didn't travel back. Instead, she let it rest at the top of Tori's thigh. Then slowly it slid down between her legs. Tori reacted by doing the same to Rosie.
Fingers rubbing each other's bikini bottoms and teasing each other's pussies. Trying not to let the others know. Both moved the material protecting the pussies from the cold water. The feel of the cool water on each other's pussies was as invigorating as finding fingers probing into the folds and finding one another's clits. Teasing one another, trying not to show it on their faces. Pleasure flowing through their bodies. Tori lifting her hand off Rosie's pussy and putting it back down on Rosie's hand only to pull it away from her clit.
"Ok, you win this time," Tori said to Rosie, to which Rosie smiled.
"Ladies, I know Rosie already has. Would you all like to experience the rabbit hole?" Tori asked the group. They were all in agreement to do it.
Tori led them across to the rabbit hole. She explained she would go first and wait for the others to come down in the shallow cave; a minute apart, Rosie would go last.
Tori dropped down out of sight. Lucy stepped forward and dropped down into the torrent of water. Swept through, she found Tori in the shallow cave. Tori pulled her across and told her she looked fantastic. Gave her a kiss on the cheek and sent her through to the next cave and out.
Katie arrived next in the cave. The youngest of the group, Tori, welcomed her. Ran her fingers over Katie's body. Telling her that her stars and stripes bikini made her look very hot. Katie went through to the next cave with a smile on her face and a new confidence about her body. Someone so beautiful complimenting her.
Summer stepped forward. "Go on, sis, you'll love it." Rosie said.
"When we get to the bottom, try and have all your bikini on this time." Summer giggled as she jumped down the hole into the water.
When she arrived at the shallow cave, she found Tori. "Try to behave yourself with my sister." Summer told Tori.
"But what if I want to be naughty with both of you?" Tori ran her hands over Summer's breasts, down over her stomach, then round to her arse. Summer grabbed a kiss. Feeling the passion in it.
"Queen of Spades..." Tori started to say.
"Yes, that means all Black, not just men. Yes, if you want more..." Summer said, and then she disappeared out towards the others.
Seconds later Rosie appeared. Tori had a taste for the Watkins sisters. She pulled Rosie straight to her. No words, just kissing and hands roaming lustfully. "I want you; I know my husband wants you. I owe you for earlier. You had me on the edge of an orgasm. I want to taste that pussy. Come to our mansion; let us share you." Tori said when she finally stopped kissing Rosie.
"I'd love that," Rosie responded. "Summer says I have to keep my bikini on; if not, I'd let you taste me now."
Rosie disappeared; Tori followed, trying to keep up with her. As Rosie hit the surface, up popped Tori beside her.
As the afternoon wore on, it was time for the photoshoot. This time no men harassing them. This was a proper 'modelling assignment' for the taboo girls. Yes, Korey watched on, but Tori had told him this afternoon was strictly business; she wanted these shots. This would be the start of her swimwear range; these shots would sell. Tori included herself as a model for the afternoon. 5 delicious ladies. One older, one young and skinny, two sisters, and one Jamaican native. Five devils of temptation. The taboo girls had hit the island and would be seen all over it, one way or another. Posing in the water, on rocks, or under the waterfall. The photos looked sensational. The girls all happily just stripped off and changed from one bikini to another. As the last shots were taken, Summer, Tori, and Rosie posed together in gold, silver, and bronze micro bikinis. Sequins sparkling. Tori's hands rested on the bare cheeks of the sisters as they stood on either side of her.
"Ladies, unlike my tight-ass husband, I pay well. These photos will help sell my swimwear range. The budget was for 5 models, but I don't need paying, so expect a bigger paycheck in the morning. I hope to see you all soon." Tori kissed each of the girls goodbye. Lingering with Rosie just a bit longer.
The return journey to Hedonism was as enjoyable as the journey there. The boat skimmed over the water; this time they took in the island as they went back along the coast...
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After the sordid events I recounted in Part 2, my relationship with Christie and our lives together REALLY began to change, as you can imagine. I had a hard time wrapping my head around where we were right now -- how had we gotten here? what had become of the Christie I married all those years ago? Why did this all turn me on so much that I become a drooling caveman?
------------------------------------
Blue's cock seemed to act like a magic wand that controlled my wife's every thought and action, and our pretense of a normal life was now shattered. Okay, I know that sounds a bit silly, considering our previous "normal life" involved my wife Christie fucking black guys we chose together, while I watched and filmed it all to post anonymously for our secret online fanbase.
But Christie was still MY slut, it was OUR secret to decide who to share it with, and how -- it was the two of us living out a fantasy TOGETHER. It was a compartmentalized part of our life that we could keep apart from friends, family, neighbors, co-workers, the world. We. Were. In. Control. Together.
But now it was all out of control. It was all out in public now.
And it was a huge scandal in the neighborhood. You should have seen the Nextdoor chats. Christie getting caught fucking some huge black guy by all the neighborhood wives at the club, having a barely disguised gangbang on the local beach, basically fucking a strange man in our front window, putting on a show for the neighborhood -- there was no compartmentalizing anymore, and there was nowhere to hide.
Christie met her johns at our home all the time now. She barely wore any clothes around the house anymore, it would just get in the way. Usually some sort of silk kimono, open so any hand or cock she wandered by could access her naked flesh. She barely cared about the money she was making as a full-time hooker, she just loved pleasing Blue and whoever Blue would bring by to tell her to service, no questions asked.
I'd come home to find Christie slowly fucking a guy on the couch while he watched the football game on our giant flat screen. Or her wearing nothing but a teeny queen of spades thong in the back yard and sucking off two guys while the neighbor husbands watched over the fence and took pictures. I pulled into the driveway once to see her fucking some guy in his car on the curb in the middle of the afternoon.
I just sat there and watched. As Christie rode him, almost entirely naked, she would honk the horn every once in awhile accidentally with her ass. And when the stranger thrust fully in her to cum, she arched her back and just leaned on the horn as they both moaned together, making sure the entire neighborhood heard and knew what was going on.
Then she kissed him hard, grabbed a wad of cash from him, and tottered up the steps to the house on her hooker heels waving the money, giddy that she earned more for Blue, cum still dripping down her leg and from the corners of her mouth.
--------------------------------------------------
Blue and whoever he deemed worthy lived in my house now like they owned the place, not me. And they certainly owned my wife. And not just to fuck whenever and wherever they wanted. Christie cooked for Blue and his friends, cleaned for them, pampered them, waited on them hand and foot.
Blue also took over our bed. How many times would I wake up in the middle of the night to the bed shaking, and roll over to see Christie riding Blue right next to me, or getting it doggy-style from one of his friends, or getting relentlessly fucked by one of his customers, or strangers he felt like doing a favor for? Enough that it became almost a routine.
She would see me watching and smile, and blow me a kiss before re-focusing to what was most important -- her man's orgasm, and her own.
"Who is that?" I'd ask if it wasn't Blue.
"I dont knooooow....ooooooooo... cumming!" was the answer more often than not.
I remember one morning when I woke up with Christie cuddling and spooning with me like the old days. It was just the two of us, and I started rubbing her, getting her wet. We kissed, she groaned. In my half-awake state I almost forget everything that had happened.
But then she pulled away, I looked down to see massive black hands replacing my own kneading her body, a massive black cock sliding into her pussy from behind, and Blue's face revealed behind her, smirking at me. She backed her ass closer into him so he could fuck her from behind as I watched.
"Thanks for getting her ready for me, bud," he chuckled, and she groaned. I looked down to see I was still in my cage, still in my self-created nightmare, nothing at all had changed. I was nothing but Christie's fluffer, readying her for her real lovers.
That morning, like countless mornings and nights when I couldn't get any sleep from the rocking and the swaying and moaning and the cum spurting everywhere, none of it my own -- I would be kicked to the couch to sleep alone.
My bedroom, my bed, my wife -- they were Blue's now.
I tried to rationalize it to myself -- maybe this is just a job now. There's nothing wrong with sex work. And staying with her would show how powerful my love for her was. I didn't care what she did with her body, as long as I had her love. That's what I told myself.
--------------------------------------------------
Christie would be getting filmed all the time still, and those videos were still big hits. They become even bigger when Blue hired more professional crews, and they cranked out more and more movies.
And then he told her (he didn't ask, he told her) -- no more masks, no more blurring her face. She was going to be out for all to see from now on. A proud black cock whore.
I argued about it, I said it was too much and threatened to walk out on her. She just said, "Sweetie, you think that now. But you will love it. You want it. Don't be afraid of your desires. Embrace them like I did."
I tried to fight back against my desires -- I actually did leave after that, moved into a hotel for awhile to clear my head. A few days away from the madness, and I wasn't sure I could go back. It was so insane, with a little distance and perspective.
But then one night at the bar I overheard two asshole businessmen talking about some amazing PPV porn movie they ordered that had blown their minds.
As they described it, I got a sinking feeling and trudged up to my room, as if on autopilot, and ordered it as well -- "Cuckold Sessions Legends: Christie the Queen of Spades Gang Bang." And there was my wife Christie's fully exposed face and name on the cover.
I sat in that room jerking off to my own porn star wife all night, as I wondered how many thousands of others were doing the same.
And then I went home. Christie was happy to see me. Blue could care less. The routine continued as it was.
All the money from those newly public videos didn't go to us, by the way. It went to Blue. Christie said it was only fair. Blue was the one who had unleashed her inner whore. Had turned her out to unlock her true desires. Had become her master and her pimp. Her pimp should get paid.
--------------------------------------------------
Christie worked out even more obsessively than she had before, keeping in rock hard shape that made her look ten years younger than any other woman on the block, since she was now a "working girl" and had to maintain her shape for her "profession."
And of course, always wearing skimpy workout shorts and crop tops Blue custom-made for her that said "Blacked Hotwife" all over them.
I balked at this one time, saying it was ridiculous. Christie frowned at me, "You don't understand, honey."
"Christie, you're a mature woman, you have a life and friends and a house in the suburbs and a career and a husband -- you should have some self-respect, like the woman I married."
But Christie just looked confused, and answered evenly; "Daddy Blue always needs me to advertise my love of black cock, how good it is. What if there is another woman out there who hasn't tried it? I can convert them. They should know."
I laughed, thinking she was kidding, but she was dead serious. It was almost religious at this point.
Then I came home once, and saw the neighbors Sharon and Debra from the book club in our living room, and I couldn't quite comprehend what I was seeing.
This was no book club meeting. They were both naked. I had never seen them naked. And they were both on their knees sucking the giant black cocks of two friends of Blue. They didn't even react to me entering, just kept sucking until they were rewarded with loads of cum.
I noticed then that Blue was watching them from my lounge chair, naked looking smug and proud, Christie sitting naked at his feet, nibbling lovingly at his enormous cock and staring up at him adoringly, lustfully.
When Sharon and Debra finished, he tossed something to each of them -- two silver queen of spades anklets, just like I had first bought for Christie a lifetime ago, when this was all just a private fantasy, when I thought they were joke jewelry, that they meant nothing..
Sharon and Debra gleefully tongue kissed each other, licking the cum from each other's faces, while fastening the anklets on each other. New converts to a new, carnal religion.
Blue chuckled, stroked Christie's silver hair, "You did good, baby girl. They are hooked now."
She looked ridiculously pleased with that. Nuzzled his cock even harder, playing with her own pussy, which was soaking wet with desire for him.
"Thank you, Blue. Thank you....thank you..."
And then she said no more, her mouth filled with his cock. He groaned and chuckled as Christie pleasured him.
Sharon and Debra were only the first. More women from the neighborhood were pulled into this web of sex and desire. I felt sorry for all their husbands, and also jealous that their journeys were just starting. I was so messed up.
--------------------------------------------------
In time, egged on by Blue and getting more and more used to her "reputation" around town, Christie reveled in scandalizing me and the neighbors. She took to running errands exclusively in her "ho" clothes.
Like the time Blue took her to do the grocery shopping in a tiny schoolgirl skirt, 7-inch stripper heels, a completely sheer see-through crop top that said Hot Wife Slut, her silver hair in pigtails, sucking on a lollipop.
Blue noted a bunch of boys on the local community college football team in the cereal aisle, and ushered Christie their way.
"Why don't you fetch me that there on the bottom shelf."
The boys watched in undisguised lust as Christie bent over, revealing her bare ass and pussy, already glistening wet, framed by her slutty tattoos.
"Why, hello boys!", Blue said as the boys ogled my wife. "Go ahead and play with her. I own the little whore. Isn't that right, Christie?"
"Yes, Master Blue," Christie said, as she sucked on that lollipop and wiggled her naked ass at these random guys.
"It's fine. First touch is free because Christie is so goddamn horny right now and we need to take care of her."
The boys couldn't quite believe it. They just stood there in shock.
Then, finally, a huge black defensive lineman got up his courage first and clumsily, eagerly plunged his finger right into her wet pussy. Christie closed her eyes, moaned and moved into it.
"I can't believe I'm fingerfucking this slut," he laughed, "I'm gonna tell the entire campus about this."
"Please..." Christie whispered.
"Please what?" chuckled the boys.
"Please....do. Tell the black boys. All of them...I will be their...slut...whore...for their...ungh....pleasure"
Christie pressed the hulking boy's hand to her pussy and her clit with her own, and came with a loud groan, right in the middle of the store. Her legs buckled and she held onto the rack with her free hand, shaking it so hard that cereal fell everywhere as she regained her senses.
She twisted back and tongue-kissed this stunned boy. He immediately came in his pants. Every one of those boys came, in fact, in a chain reaction.
It was too much to be ignored. The Manager called Security, who shuffled the crew of embarrassed boys all covering their soaked crotches out of the store, and whisked Blue and Christie to the back storeroom to face consequences.
But there was no official reprimand, or anything. Blue figured out an "alternative punishment" that the store security and management found acceptable. I heard after the fact it had something to do with Christie on her knees, crawling from dick to dick and sucking them all off.
--------------------------------------------------
One weekend, Blue and his crew jetted off for a boys' weekend in Vegas, and we had the house to ourselves again. Christie and I were alone together for the first time in recent memory. At first she seemed a little withdrawn and wistful, and I was awkward, like neither of us could remember what it was like in the Before Times.
But by the second night, Christie and I were playing like it was the old days -- before I had revealed my fantasy and opened the door, before she had bolted right through it, before Blue had taken possession of her, before she had transformed from my own faithful wife to the neighborhood's high-priced hooker.
There was no cage, no sex toys, no house full of strangers trading cash for sex with my wife. We made love like we used to, and for a brief moment I could pretend none of this craziness had ever happened.
As we rested after having sex, Christie whispered to me, "This is just a phase, sweetie. It's just all so new and I'm drinking in the feeling of giving in completely to it, to the sluttiness, the whoring, the depravity. This won't last forever, we will pass through it, okay?"
I kissed her, and said of course I believed her. But I didn't believe her. I don't Christie even believed it herself when she said it.
--------------------------------------------------
And just a few weeks later came THAT day, when she came home with a sheepish look on her face and called me into the bedroom, pulled up her miniskirt, pulled down her tiny thong, and revealed a new tattoo, still a little puffy and red, right above her pussy.
It read in delicate script, "Black Cock Only." Right. Above. Her. Pussy.
"I just couldn't say no." was the only explanation she could offer.
"What the hell, Christie?! Is that permanent?"
"Why are you so shocked? I have other tattoos and you love them."
"No, but...but...what....this is different. Now you are putting in writing, on your body, that you exclude me????"
"Honey. Let's be honest with ourselves. You are caged most of the time anyway and you seem to love it, and I am a whore for any black man who will have me, and I KNOW I love it."
"Christie, I love you. This is madness."
"I love you too. In a different way though, now."
She gently traced the words "black...cock...only..." with her finger, raising goosebumps on her skin, and on mine.
Time seemed to stop as she slowly traced every letter -- I was being hypnotized by her.
And then cum starting slowly oozing from Christie's pussy.
"That was how I paid him, honey. With my pussy."
I was actually drooling, a slackjawed mess. I couldn't stop myself, as I dove in and started licking and sucking at her pussy.
What had I become.
Christie held me close to her as she came, pulsing even more cum into my mouth. When she finally came down from her high, she pulled me up beside her.
"I want you to know what this means to me, honey." Christie said emphatically. "This isn't an exaggeration. I intend to live by it. This is what you wanted. There will be other ways I will get you off, sweetie. My mouth..."
She kissed my penis, it jumped a bit.
"My ass..."
She turned and playfully rubbed her ass against me, those QOS tattoos brushing up against my white cock, a reminder of who her body was really for...
"My hand..."
She stroked me, her wedding ring glinting in the light....
"Just know that your wife's pussy is off-limits to you now."
I was fully in a trance. My cock started throbbing, I groaned, she smirked.
"Christie, this is...what the hell... so are you saying you are gonna cut me off permanently...your own husband? We've been together 25....no...it will be 27 years this year"
Christie sped up her strokes while staring me in the eyes tenderly.
"I love you. That will never change. But I'll never go back."
"I can't live like this anymore," I said miserably.
"Tell you what, honey. If you can stop yourself from cumming right here, right now, I'll believe you. And we will stop all this. It will be hard, but I'll do it. Okay?"
"Okay, Christie," I said, flooded with relief, but also with confusion. Could I go back? Did I want to? Maybe if we could unwind all this, I could find another man for her to be with who would be more discrete, less controlling.
NO, it would be just us. I wanted my wife back all for myself....didn't I?
She could see all of this confusion playing across my face.
"I'll make this even easier for you honey," Christie cooed, "I won't even touch you."
She removed her delicate fingers from my cock, which jumped and throbbed at the tiny movement.
Then Christie came in close, whispered into my ear.
"But you need to be honest with yourself, honey--you're happy, aren't you? Happy that your wife's pussy, that was all yours for our entire lives, is now going to be for black...cock...only...forever and ever...and ever?"
"Unnnnnghhh..." My cock erupted. Without a touch from her. As promised. She had her answer, and I guess so did I.
Christie gave a little triumphant smirk, and a kiss on the cheek.
"I don't....I can't....why do I..."
"Shhhh," said Christie, embracing me. "I know it's hard to talk about this. You don't need to say anything more."
--------------------------------------------------
And just like that, my sex life with Christie was changed forever. Handjobs, blowjobs, or I would get to tenderly lick her pussy and jerk off while she talked dirty to me.
One time I got to fuck her ass finally. Well, sort of. She insisted I wear our old friend Hank the strap-on black cock, so she could pretend I was one of her black clients.
As I did as she asked, I had a flash of that night long ago where Christie first wore her anklet out to dinner, just to tease me, and how I desperately fucked her with Hank that night. That was the last night of normal life for us, the more I thought about it.
In exchange for getting to be with Christie, Blue insisted that I "work for the opportunity" to fuck his finest whore, and pressed me into service as her handler. We were never to refer to each other as husband and wife on the job.
I would just be called The Driver when i would chauffeur her and the other neighborhood wives she had helped convert into BBC whores to "jobs" around town, to get fucked by streams of anonymous men. Christie would return from her johns a disheveled mess, making it clear she was a just-properly-fucked whore, smiling sweetly at me with cum-dripping lips as I held the car door open for her and the girls.
At home, at the increasingly crazy filmed orgies Master Blue would organize, I was The Helper. Christie loved for me to be naked for these events, so everyone could see me straining and leaking in my cage as I brought around drinks, assisted the film crews, helped dress and then undress her and the other sluts for the men.
I can still recall the first shoot we did after our new "arrangement" had been initiated. I tried to tell myself nothing had changed. This was just another video. But at one point, one of the anonymous black men fucking my wife rolled Christie onto her side, sliding behind her. He lifted her right leg to give me full view of his cock sliding back inside her. From this angle I had full view of her "Black Cock Only" tattoo, the first time I had seen it while Christie was actually filled with black dick.


As that cock sawed in and out, Christie's wet pussy lips clinging to it, that tattoo looked like a declaration, an invitation. I practically trembled with excitement, and I realized I could not be here and control myself, but I couldn't NOT be here. I had no choice. I needed to always be caged on set. Yes, it was my choice. Christie didn't even care at this point.
From that first shoot to now, the end of those night was always the same. Because I was now stuck in the cage with no ability to release, I was so on edge and turned on it was uncontrollable -- and I would dive at her pussy with my mouth to clean her, desperate to be a part of the action. Christie would moan as I licked her eagerly, intensely aroused, The men who had fucked her, and the film crew who had recorded the action, they would watch us and cheer us on, bemused.
--------------------------------------------------
One day, Christie handed me a letter. I had no idea what to make of it. It looked like a fancy wedding invite, but for some sort of ceremony called "The Completion." It was set for that night, at our house.
"What the hell is this, Christie?"
"Oh, it's a very important ceremony. And I am going to need your help, as my husband."
My ears perked up at that, my cock twitched. I realized I couldn't remember the last time she had called me "husband." Still, I was wary...
"What kind of help, Christie?"
And that is when she walked into the room again, and she wearing her wedding dress. Her actual gown I married her in almost three decades ago.
"What the...why are you wearing that, honey?"
She didn't really answer, just said,
"Zip me up?"
She turned, as if in a trance I went to help zip her back. I saw her slutty QOS tattoos framed against the satin and lace of the dress we had said our vows to each other in -- it was obscene, and insanely hot.
"Master Blue was very clear -- I need to wear my real gown for The Completion tonight, not some cheap wedding dress knock off from a stripper store."
As she spoke, she donned her veil, and put on a set of white, deliriously high heels.
"At first I balked at the idea, it seemed...wrong. But look at me, don't I look just as beautiful as I did on our wedding day?"
She was staring at herself in the mirror, me behind her, naked, with long strands of cum leaking from my cock.
She turned and hugged me close, kissed me, "This ceremony is going to one we never forget, honey."
Christie looked down and realized my cock was leaking onto her dress, moved away.
"Oh, honey, no. We can't mess up my beautiful dress before tonight."
"I'm sorry, honey. You just look so incredible. More beautiful than the day I married you."
I helped her clean off the dress, as Christie gave me a kiss on the cheek, whispered into my ear, "Tonight, you get to give your bride away."
I shuddered, lost in depraved desire.
---------------------------------------
That night, the house was full -- Blue and scores of black bulls, Christie and the other neighborhood wives, all in their wedding dresses, myself and the other husbands, including Tim from across the street, who had laughed at me when he saw Blue fucking Christie in our front window all those months ago. But he wasn't laughing anymore, as his own wife Kathy was on her knees in her own wedding dress, sucking her way down a line of men, stroking her own pussy under the lace and satin of her gown, getting the men ready for the Ceremony.
Tim, myself, the other husbands; some of us were naked, some clothed, some caged, some not, but all only here for one reason -- one by one we would walk our brides down "the aisle" and give them to the bulls for a very new set of vows, where they would say they would devote themselves to them, and their bodies would now only belong to them.
Christie and I went last in the order, a culmination of the first part of the evening, the last "proper" part of the event before the bacchanal orgy would begin. The entire room was tense, flushed, waiting for the starting gun.
The feeling of the moment is hard to describe -- the words of the ceremony, the moment of handing her over, when she handed me her bouquet, kissed Blue tenderly, then another man, then another, and another. With genuine devotion.
All thoughts of me and our years of marriage gone from her brain. And gone from mine as well. Our brains had melted and been rewired to only derive pleasure from this. This moment was raunchier than any sex I could describe. This moment is one I would jerk off to for the rest of my life.
And then the entire house exploded in cheers, both to thank Christie and Blue for bringing them to this moment, and selfishly for the fact that now all these suburban housewives and their army of bulls could unleash the raw passion that had been building for hours.
All the "brides" were led away to different rooms, their husbands sheepishly following. Christie was set up in our master bedroom, where I held her for hours and brushed her sweaty hair from her brow, gently supported her, encouraged her, as she sucked and fucked her way through a literal line of bulls, shuddering and shaking with some sort of astral continuous orgasm, her eyes half-lidded.
From the other rooms, we heard moans and groans of delight, and other women and their husbands screaming out:
Brides:
"Take me!"
"More cock! More cock!"
"I'm your fucktoy!"
Hubbies:
"Please, sir, fuck my wife!"
"Cum inside her!"
"Make her yours!"
Blue entered at one point to check on Christie. Chuckled when he saw us.
"Baby, you did it. Good girl. You changed this entire neighborhood."
She just said one word. I could barely hear her as she whispered it in the midst of a orgasm, her spasms making the strands of cum dangling from her lips jiggle as she spoke:
"More..."
And so it happened. Scores of strangers came to our house that night, and they fucked my Christie and all of her friends over and over and over again, cumming deep inside all of them, while their "husbands" watched, helped, encouraged, and jerked off at the incredible sights. The Completion ended in the early morning hours, and Blue and his buddies left, and the neighbors returned to their homes, forever changed, those "brides" a state to behold as they wandered away in a daze.
As the sun rose, I went to Christie then and crawled into bed beside her. She still had on the veil, the stockings, the heels. But every inch of her, from head to toe, was dripping with cum. Like she had bathed in it. Which, basically, she had. She was a vision. It was the most beautiful I have ever seen her.
Just then, the heat of the moment faded for a second, and I had a flash to how this had all started -- cheesy lingerie, a big black dildo, dirty talk, a cute little kind of bedroom play for us in our middle age, Christie's innocent words echoing from so long ago, "Honey, this is all fantasy, you know this, right?"
And now here I was, wearing a chastity cage like a cliche in a porn movie, happily eating Christie's cum-covered pussy, like an even MORE cliche porn movie.
Here I was, literally begging my wife to be a whore for black men.
And here Christie was, covered in Queen of Spades tattoos, and covered in the cum of other men.
And that pretty much summed it all up. Christie and I had become complete servants to our desires and sexual addictions. We had given up all struggle or doubt, and there appeared to be no way out.
(NOTE: This story is one of the inspirations for the Alison Hale comic "Christie's Conversion Part 2: Downward Spiral")


        