
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Queen of Spades: Bull Bait

Interracial, Cuckold, Hotwife, Erotica

Copyright 2025 Bobbi Love

Published by Bobbi Love 

––––––––
[image: image]


License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

Table of Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Other Books by the Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One
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The seductive neon lights of Las Vegas buzzed like a siren’s call, casting the ritzy hotel bar in an electric glow that made everything feel alive, charged with carnality and possibility. Andy Carlson sat at the edge of the room, his drink untouched, his eyes fixed on the scene unfolding before him. It was impossible to look away.

She was the kind of woman who stopped conversations just by walking into a room. Blonde. Voluptuous. A living, breathing fantasy. 

Her hair was a flawless cascade of golden waves, not a strand out of place, like something out of a dream soaked in sunlight and sin. Her dress—tight, red, shimmering, slit very high—hugged every sultry curve with unapologetic precision. Full hips. A tiny waist. Breasts barely restrained by the plunging neckline. Her heels added inches to her already statuesque frame, making every step a slow seduction.

Her dress clung to her curves like it was painted on, the deep red fabric emphasizing every dip and swell of her body. 

Her heels added an extra inch or two to legs that already seemed to stretch for miles. She was laughing now, a musical, intoxicating sound that made Andy’s chest tighten.

But it wasn’t the laughter that caught him off guard—it was the man she was laughing with. 

A middle-aged black man in a slightly too-tight suit, his face more rugged than handsome, his demeanor unassuming. Yet, there he was, holding court with this goddess as if he’d done it a thousand times before. She leaned in close, her hand brushing his arm, her lips parting in that bright All-American smile. 

Talk about punching above your weight class... Everyone in the bar must be thinking the same thing: What the hell was a woman like that doing with a man like that? 

Andy couldn’t help himself. 

He slid off his barstool, weaving through the crowd, drawn like a moth to a flame. The closer he got, the more he noticed the little details—the way her blonde hair caught the light, the way her dress hugged her ass when she shifted her weight, the way her red lips curled with every word the middle-aged black man said. 

The older man looked like he’d just won the lottery. His awkward jokes, his nervous chuckles, his eyes darting to the blonde's enormous cleavage like he couldn’t believe his luck in Vegas.

Now Andy was close enough now to catch snippets of their conversation.

“You’re funny,” she said, her voice dripping with honey. “I like funny men.”

The grinned, his confidence swelling. “Yeah? What else do you like?”

She tilted her head, her fingers trailing along the rim of her glass. “Oh, I like a man who knows what he wants. A man who isn’t afraid to... take charge.”

Andy’s breath hitched. He knew that tone. That look. She was flirting, sure, but it was more than that. 

She was still eyeing the older black man up and down — interested. "Where did you say you were from?"

He cleared his throat, puffing out his chest a little. “Well, uh, I’m from Kansas City. Not exactly the most exciting place, but—”

“Kansas City?” She interrupted, her eyes lighting up. “I’ve always wanted to visit. Tell me more.”

Andy shook his head, incredulous. 

How was she doing this? Pretending to be interested in this guy? 

This woman—this blonde full-figured goddess—was hanging onto every word from a man who looked like he’d wandered out of a tax seminar, or like someone's harmless dad who had drifted into the wrong fantasy. It was so laughable... And yet... there was something magnetic about the way she leaned into him, her presence so intense it felt like the room was shrinking around them.

Andy stepped forward, finally close enough to catch the glint of the bombshell's earrings as she tilted her head back in laughter. She hadn't noticed him yet—too busy running a manicured hand down the businessman's arm. The black man looked drunk on attention, flushed and smiling wide.

Andy leaned in, smiled weakly.

“Evening,” he said, his voice a little shaky, pretending to be nervous, cutting clean through the low hum of the lounge.

The woman turned, startled. Her eyes widened for the briefest moment before she masked it with a sultry little smile. “Andy...?”

The black man blinked, thrown but recovering quickly. He straightened a bit in his seat, the smile on his face freezing into something more measured.

Andy extended a hand.

“I don’t think we’ve met. I’m Andy.” A pause, deliberate. “Cassie’s husband.”

The word landed like a dropped glass—quiet, but impossible to ignore.

The black man's brows lifted. His mouth parted just slightly before he let out a short chuckle. “Well now... guess I missed that detail.” He shook Andy’s hand, firm and composed. “Ernie Winslow. Kansas City.”

“I figured I’d come say hello,” Andy said, eyes flicking from Ernie to Cassie. “You two looked like you were having... quite the conversation.”

Cassie smiled, legs crossed, voice syrup-sweet. “Ernie was just telling me about his business back home. He’s fascinating.”

Ernie gave a small shrug, playing it cool. “We were just passing time.”

Andy’s smile was polite. Thin. But polite.

“Hi there,” Cassie purred at her husband now, her voice low and inviting. “I know you've been staring at us for the past several minutes... Anything you want to say?”

Andy’s mouth went dry. He glanced at the black man, who looked surprisingly comfortable, as if this happened to him all the time.

“I was just, uh... admiring the view,” Andy stammered, playing along, hating this part of the game.

Cassie laughed, a throaty, intoxicating sound. “Cute.” She turned back to Ernie, her hand lingered on the black man's arm. Then she smiled at the other man, a slow, knowing smile that sent a jolt of heat straight to Andy's groin. "Shall we get another around?"

"We definitely should," said Ernie. 

As the bartender came over, Andy looked at the black man again. Wedding ring discreetly removed, Khakis and a pressed shirt that screamed corporate retreat. He was a good mark. 

Cassie had a way of picking the perfect men for them to target. 

The drinks kept coming—something stronger this time. Tequila for Cassie, scotch for Ernie, another bourbon for Andy, though he barely touched it. He was too busy watching.

Cassie leaned in close to Ernie, her fingers lightly brushing the back of his hand as she giggled at something he said. Her blue eyes sparkled, lips parted just enough to make every breath seem intentional. She touched her hair constantly, as if every strand begged to be noticed. Every inch of her body language was designed to make Ernie feel like the center of the world.

And to Andy’s churning gut, it was working.

Ernie, once stiff and slightly skeptical, had started to loosen up. His shoulders relaxed. His eyes strayed to Cassie’s cleavage more openly. He laughed more, smiled wider, sat just a little bit closer with each round.

“Let’s grab that booth,” Cassie purred, her voice rich and velvet-smooth, gesturing toward a corner wrapped in shadow and candlelight.

They slid in—Andy on one side, Cassie and Ernie on the other. Andy watched her body press against the older man’s side as she settled in, her thigh draped elegantly across her other leg, the slit in her shimmering red dress revealing toned, caramel-slick skin beneath the dim lights.

Jealousy twisted in Andy’s chest like a blade. He felt it surge, irrational and raw. She’s just playing a part, he reminded himself. This is the plan.

Still, seeing his wife pressed against another man—laughing like that, touching his shoulder like that—was hell wrapped in silk.

“I’ll be right back,” Cassie purred, standing up and smoothing her dress down over her hips. "Need to powder my nose."

Her heels clicked against the polished floor as she sauntered toward the restroom, her ass swaying hypnotically with each step. Andy couldn’t help but notice the way Ernie’s eyes followed her, his gaze lingering on her body like he was already mapping out every inch of her. 

The jealousy burned in Andy’s chest, sharp and unrelenting, even though he knew this was all part of the plan.

The older black man in the booth—bald, one crooked tooth, with a salt-and-pepper beard and eyes that missed nothing—watched the incarnation of Marylyn Monroe saunter away with shameless hunger. His gaze followed every sway of her hips, every exposed inch of thigh, the open back of her dress, the impossible shape of her curves. He didn’t hide it. Didn’t even pretend to be subtle. His tongue grazed his bottom lip as Cassie vanished into the powder room.

Andy’s jaw clenched.

He glanced back to Ernie, who looked half in a daze—flushed, uncertain, like he still wasn’t sure how he’d hit the jackpot.

When Cassie returned, her smile was soft and slow—dangerous in the way only a woman who knows she’s wanted can be.

She slid in beside Ernie again, her thigh touching his.

“Ernie,” she said, her voice just above a whisper, “what would you say if we... took the party upstairs?”

Ernie’s eyebrows shot up, and he glanced at Andy, clearly unsure. “You mean... all three of us?”

Cassie laughed, a low, sultry sound that made Andy’s stomach twist. “Oh, no. My poor little hubby here has a very... specific role in all this.” She turned to Andy, her blue eyes glinting with mischief. “Tell him, honey.”

Andy cleared his throat, forcing a smile. “We’re into the hotwife and cuckold lifestyle,” he explained, his voice steady despite the knot in his stomach. “I get off on watching Cassie with other men. And she... well, she enjoys the attention.”

Ernie’s eyes widened, and he leaned back slightly, processing the information. “So, you’re saying I’d be... with her,” he gestured toward Cassie, “and you’d just... watch?”

“Exactly,” Cassie said, her hand sliding up Ernie’s arm. “And to make sure hubby doesn’t try to interfere, I like to keep him handcuffed to a chair. Just a little precaution, you know?”

Ernie’s lips curved into a grin, and he chuckled, shaking his head. “That’s some freaky shit. That must be some white people shit.”

“So, what do you say?” Cassie asked, her fingers tracing circles on Ernie’s forearm. “Interested?”

Ernie’s gaze dropped to her cleavage, then traveled down to her legs before meeting her eyes again. “Damn, count me in.”

The trio made their way to Ernie’s hotel room, the air between them charged with anticipation. Andy trailed behind, his heart pounding as he watched Ernie reach out to grope Cassie’s ass through the thin fabric of her dress. She giggled, leaning into his touch, and Ernie glanced back at Andy with a smirk. “Don’t worry, that’s just a preview. We’re going to put on a good show for you tonight, hubby.”

"You know what they say, right baby?" Ernie said, patting Cassie's round bouncy ass in front of Andy now, showing off. 

Cassie giggled, playing her role perfectly. "What's that?"

The older African-American man laughed. "Once you go black, you don't go back!"

"Ha, I'll guess we'll see," she said, smiling at him, but as soon as she could, she looked back at her husband's miserable expression, and pointed her finger towards the back of her mouth like she was going to be sick. 

When they reached Ernie's hotel room on the 9th floor, Cassie wasted no time. She turned to Andy, her hands on her hips. “Strip,” she commanded, her voice firm. 

Andy hesitated, his cheeks burning, but he knew better than to argue. He peeled off his shirt and pants, standing there in nothing but his boxers as Ernie watched with a mixture of curiosity and amusement.

This was the part Andy disliked the most, but Cassie had convinced him it was necessary. It made him appear much less threatening and intimidating to the other men — which in turn made guys like Ernie easier to manipulate.

“Handcuffs are in my purse,” Cassie said, nodding toward the chair in the corner. Andy retrieved them, his hands trembling slightly as he fastened one cuff around his wrist and the other to the arm of the chair. Cassie tested the cuffs, tugging on them to make sure they were secure, then turned to Ernie with a wicked smile.

“Now, where were we?” she purred, stepping closer to him. Ernie’s hands immediately found her waist, pulling her against him as his lips crashed onto hers. Cassie moaned into the kiss, her fingers finding his shoulders as she pressed her body against his. 

Andy watched, helpless, his breath hitching as Ernie’s disgusting ebony hands roamed over Cassie’s curves, squeezing her ass through the fabric of her dress.

Cassie broke the kiss, her lips swollen and her eyes dark with desire. "Baby? You ready for your treat?"

She was addressing the older black man, not her husband now.

Ernie stood near the foot of the king-sized bed, nervous energy radiating off him like heat. He looked like he still couldn’t quite believe what was happening.

“Go on,” Cassie cooed, brushing past him with a teasing smile. “Sit down. Get comfortable.”

Ernie sat, almost too quickly, like he was afraid she'd change her mind. His hands rested on his knees, fingers drumming, eyes never leaving her. Cassie walked with purpose, hips swaying under the cling of that red dress—its shimmer catching the low golden light of the room. She stopped just before the bathroom door and turned to glance back.

“I just need a minute to... get ready,” she purred, voice low and delicious. “I want to be perfect for you, Ernie. That's my job. To serve you.”

The black man nodded dumbly, lips parted. “Take all the time you need...”

She disappeared behind the door, and it clicked shut with a quiet finality.

The silence that followed was thick.

Ernie shifted, adjusting himself in his slacks, exhaling slowly like a man trying to keep calm while standing on the edge of something dangerous and thrilling. He glanced once toward Andy, who looked... detached. Or maybe controlled was the better word. He sipped his bourbon with eyes half-lidded, not saying a word.

"Damn it must be getting late," said Ernie, breaking into a huge yawn.

"You're not getting tired, are you?" Andy asked, still handcuffed to his chair in just his boxers. "You okay, man?"

A few minutes later, Andy yelled out to his wife, "Babe, you can come out now. He's done!"

Cassie smirked.

She opened the door and stepped out, a slow, sultry reveal. 

The red dress was gone.

In its place was scarlet lingerie—lace and straps and sin. A sheer bra that barely contained her full, perfect breasts. A garter belt hugging the flare of her hips, stockings clinging to long, toned thighs. Her curves were luminous in the ambient glow, every inch of her radiating sensual heat. Her blonde hair tumbled around her shoulders, a soft, golden mess that only made her look more dangerous. In one hand, she held the silver handcuffs, dangling from her fingers like a toy she’d almost forgotten she brought.

She took one look at the bed and laughed softly.

Ernie was snoring — loudly. 

The older man was slumped on his side, one arm hanging limply off the mattress, shirt buttons popped, chest rising and falling in a steady, unmistakable rhythm. 

He, the mark, was completely out—mouth open, eyes fluttering behind closed lids.

“Normally it takes longer,” Cassie said with a smile, cocking a hip as she surveyed the scene. “I guess this guy’s a lightweight."

"Must have drank too much," Andy joked to his wife with a knowing grin.

"Or combined the wrong substances in his drinks when he wasn't looking," she also joked with a truly evil laugh of her own. "Damn, I didn’t even have to use the cuffs on him tonight.”

"Good. Even better. When he wakes up he'll just think he passed out because of the drinks."

"Maybe... that's what happened."

"Who knows," Andy chuckled from the chair, where he still sat, shirt sleeves rolled up, the glow of mischief on his face. He lifted his hands, still bound by the pair of cuffs. “Speaking of cuffs, babe do you mind getting these goddamn things off of me now?”

Cassie sauntered over, hips rolling with every step, the handcuffs in one hand and a glint of playful dominance in her eyes.

“Poor baby,” she teased, circling behind him. “All that watching, and no touching... You’ve been very patient.”

She knelt, unfastened the cuffs with a soft metallic click, and Andy exhaled as his arms dropped free. He stood slowly, rubbing his wrists, then turned to face her.

They both looked at Ernie for a moment. The middle-aged black man didn’t stir.

Cassie met her husband’s gaze, her voice low and laced with anticipation. “Well?” she asked, a wicked little smile curving her lips. “Shall we?”

Andy’s answer came without words—just a step forward, a hand at her waist, and the heat that always followed when the game was over and the real night was about to begin.  "That guy is a fucking asshole.... Once you go black you don't go back? Who says that shit? Babe, you sure do know how to pick them!"

She smiled at her husband and then nodded at the Rolex wrapped around the unconscious man on the bed. "That's 20K—easy."

Andy walked over and removed the wristwatch, then counted out over $1200 in cash from the sleeping man's wallet. "Fuck! Not bad for a couple hours of work."

"I saw him take his wedding ring off. Cheating asshole," Cassie added. "Maybe this should just be like, a lesson."

"An expensive lesson!" Andy added, stuffing the cash and Rolex into the pocket of his pants. He started to pull his pants back up legs when he suddenly stopped, his eyes fastened on Cassie's red lingerie. "Come here, babe!"

Cassie furrowed her brow in confusion. "Shouldn't we be getting out of here now?"

Andy looked at the snoring Kansas City businessman and grinned. "Sleeping beauty won't be waking up for a while, I'd guess." 

She shook her head at her husband, always the bad boy, the risk taker, the adrenaline junky. "You're too naughty!"

"I said come here, woman!"

She approached her husband, a look of caution flashing across the angelic features of her face.

Behind them, Ernie continued snoring away in Slumberland.

“Well?” she said, arching an eyebrow. “Are you just going to stand there?”

Andy didn’t need to be told twice. He stepped forward, his hands on her waist, pulling her close. She melted into him, her lips meeting his in a searing kiss that sent sparks shooting through his body. Her tongue slid against his, her fingers tangling in his hair.

Andy broke the kiss, his breath ragged, his eyes dark with desire. “Get on your knees,” he commanded, his voice low and rough. 

Cassie’s lips curved into a sly smile, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. She obeyed without hesitation, sinking to her knees in front of him, clad in red lace and silk.

Her hands worked quickly, reaching into her husband's boxers and finding his prick as hard and stiff as it had ever been...

"Hello there, mister!" she said with a mischievous grin. "Looks like someone is happy to see me!"

Andy’s heart pounded as her fingers wrapped around his hardening manhood. He couldn’t help but smirk, pride swelling in his chest as she revealed his length. “You know I’m close to six inches, right?” he had boasted once, his voice tinged with arrogant satisfaction. “Five point six, or seven, at best. But above average, I'm sure!” Cassie had teased back, her fingers now tracing the little veins along his pale shaft.

He groaned, his penis twitching in her hand. “Just suck it,” he demanded, his voice thick with need. Cassie’s lips parted, and she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before sliding down his length. 

Andy’s head fell back, a moan escaping his lips as she worked him with expert precision. Her hot, wet mouth enveloped him, sending shivers of pleasure radiating through his body.

Cassie’s hands gripped his thighs as she bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each stroke. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her tongue pressing against the underside of his penis. Andy’s fingers tangled in  her blonde hair, guiding her movements, his hips thrusting gently into her mouth. The sight of her, so beautiful and submissive on her knees, was almost too much to bear.

He pulled her off with a wet pop, his penis glistening with her saliva. “On the bed,” he ordered, his voice barely more than a growl. 

Cassie glanced at the bed where the middle-aged black man lay snoring, clearly fast asleep. Uncertainty flickered in her eyes. Still, Andy remained adamant, assuring her there was "more than enough room" on a King-sized mattress.

"You're such a freak," she muttered as she climbed onto the bed. “Bad boy!”

"You can’t get enough of it," her husband replied with a sly grin. "My kinky wife!"

She climbed onto the bed, her ass swaying provocatively as she crawled into position. Andy followed, his hands grasping her hips, pulling her back toward him.

He pulled the damp panties down her legs, tossing them aside. Cassie’s pussy was slick with arousal, her folds glistening in the dim light. Andy’s penis throbbed at the sight, but before he could take her, Cassie turned to him, her hand on his chest. 

“Condom,” she said firmly, her voice leaving no room for argument.

Andy groaned, frustration flashing across his face. “Do we really need one?” he whined, his penis aching for release. 

“Yes, we really do,” Cassie insisted, her tone unwavering. “It’s for both of us.” 

With a groan of self-pity, Andy reached into his wallet and found a Trojan. Sulking the whole time, he came back and handed it over to his wife, who began expertly rolling it onto his swollen pale length.

“There,” she said, a mischievous grin spreading across her face. “Now you can fuck me.”

Andy didn’t hesitate. He grabbed her ankles, lifting her legs into the air as he positioned himself at her entrance. The tip of his average-sized whiteboy penis pressed against her wet slit, and he pushed forward, sliding into her slowly. Cassie moaned, her back arching as he filled her. Her tight walls clenched around him, her heat enveloping him in a way that made his head spin.

He began to thrust, setting a steady rhythm as Cassie writhed beneath him. Both of them had already forgotten that another person was on the bed, much less in the room with them.

Cassie's moans grew louder, her hands gripping the sheets as he fucked her. Andy’s hips snapped forward, driving his penis deeper with each stroke. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, mingling with Cassie’s cries of pleasure.

But after a few moments, his penis slipped out, and Andy grunted in frustration. “Shit,” he muttered, trying to guide himself back in. “It’s the fucking condom,” he complained, his voice tinged with annoyance. Cassie let out a soft laugh, her breath hitching as he finally reentered her. “Don’t blame the condom for your... shortcomings,” she teased, her tone playful yet cutting.

Andy’s jaw tightened, his male pride stinging. 

He flipped her onto her hands and knees, positioning himself behind her. His hands gripped her hips as he thrust into her again, his penis sliding in and out of her slick pussy as he pounded her from behind, punishing her for her disrespect — and for flirting with that black man tonight... Cassie’s moans grew louder, her curvy ass bouncing against him as he fucked her harder. But once again, his penis slipped out, and Andy growled in frustration.

Cassie glanced over her shoulder, her eyes glinting with amusement. “Maybe you’re just not built for this angle,” she said, her voice dripping with mock sympathy. Andy’s face flushed, but he didn’t respond. Instead, he flipped her onto her back, positioning himself between her legs. He pressed his lips to hers, kissing her deeply as he pushed back inside her.

Their eyes locked, and for a moment, everything else faded away. 

The snoring of the sleeping man on the bed, the chaos of the Vegas night outside—none of it mattered. All that existed was the two of them, connected in this primal act of desire. Andy’s thrusts grew more urgent, his pale pink balls tightening as he felt himself nearing the edge.

“I’m close, babe,” he gasped, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. “So fucking close.” Cassie’s hips bucked against his, her hands clawing at his back. “Don’t... wait... I want to cum too!” she pleaded, her voice trembling with desperation. 

But Andy was already past the point of no return. The sight of her, so beautiful and wanton beneath him, was too much to resist.

Then his gaze briefly fell on the sleeping black man, and Andy's jaw clenched as he thought, This is how a real man fucks a woman! Check this out, boy!

With a cry of deep pleasure, Andy buried himself deep inside her, his penis pulsing as he came. Cassie’s legs wrapped around him, pulling him closer as she rode out his orgasm. He collapsed on top of her, his breath ragged, his body trembling with the aftershocks of his release.

Cassie’s hands stroked his back, her touch gentle and soothing. “Next time, we should try to last a little longer, okay?” she whispered, her voice teasing. 

Andy groaned, his face buried in the crook of her neck. “Shut up,” he muttered, though there was no real malice in his voice.

They lay there for a moment, basking in the afterglow, before Cassie finally pushed him off. “Come on,” she said, sitting up and smoothing her hair. “Let’s count the cash and get out of here.” 

Andy nodded, reluctantly pulling himself off the bed. His eyes lingered on Cassie as she gathered the money, his mind already racing with thoughts of their next adventure.

As they slipped out of the hotel room and back into the chaos of the Vegas night, Andy couldn’t help but grin. Tonight had been wild, but he knew one thing for sure—this was only the beginning.
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The heat clung to the Las Vegas Strip like perfume on flushed skin. Andy and Cassie had just finished a champagne brunch, strolling arm in arm past towering glass hotels and designer storefronts, sunglasses hiding the glint in their eyes. The city made them feel invincible. Rich. Reckless.

The thousands of dollars they'd made off the Rolex wasn't a fortune, but in their hands, it became a ticket to indulgence.

Cassie twirled in front of the boutique window of Louis Vuitton, her golden hair catching the sunlight, those impossibly round hips hugged by a skintight white dress. “Babe,” she purred, pressing her curves into Andy’s side, “I need those heels.”

Andy, a man who once pumped gas in Reno and now wore tailored linen, handed over the platinum credit card like a goddamn king. Cassie’s joy at being spoiled made his chest swell. Every time she looked at him with those hungry, excited eyes, he felt ten feet tall. She made him feel like a man—a provider... Even if the money wasn’t earned exactly the cleanest way.

It was impossible not to notice her now. 

Cassie was radiant—long legs, wide hips, a waist you could wrap one arm around. She made heads turn in every hotel lobby they walked through. Waiters comped drinks, dealers smiled wider, and men stared longer. She lived for that attention. And Andy—he lived for the way she made him feel when she smiled at him instead of them.

It was like living in a dream.

Vegas was a furnace of temptation and no one told them no. 

Cassie had a thing for Valentino and Versace. Andy had a thing for blackjack and the rush of adrenaline when he won just enough to keep believing he was lucky. And when they hit the Hard Rock penthouse for three nights straight, champagne flowed like tap water. They ordered room service just to feel decadent, then forgot to eat it because they were too busy screwing on the balcony, watching the Strip glitter beneath them.

But the money made it all possible.

They tore through it like wild animals. 

Day after day, Cassie begged for "one more run" to the shops at The Crystals or The Forum. She’d slip into Alexander McQueen and come out with silk dresses that clung to her like second skin. Andy would swipe the debit card without flinching—until one day it bounced.

Then one afternoon, they were sitting by the pool, Cassie practically topless, her breasts spilling out of a floral-print string bikini, sipping from a coconut drink, wearing sunglasses that still had the price tag dangling off the side. Her manicured fingers tapped against her tan-skinned thigh.

“So...” she said slowly, voice dripping with suspicion. “What now?”

Andy pulled his cap lower over his eyes. “There’s this underground boxing thing. Prize is thirty grand if I win.”

Cassie lifted an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. “You? Baby, you’d look so hot in the ring. All sweaty and tough...”

Her words stirred something in him. He stood, nodded once. “I’ll do it, babe. Don't you worry those sweet little D cups of yours!”

Three nights later, however, Andy came back to their hotel room, the collar of his shirt soaked in sweat—but not a single bruise on his face. Cassie stood at the window in a silk robe, arms crossed.

“Well?” she asked.

He didn’t answer.

“You didn’t do it,” she said, slowly stepping toward him. “You chickened out Andy!”

“I waited. I was going to,” he muttered. “But the guys were huge, and I saw one of ’em get carted off. His eye was—god, babe, I’m not a damn fighter.”

“You're not much of a man, either,” she snapped—then immediately regretted it. She turned her head, guilt washing over her. “I just... we had something. All that money, that power. I liked it.”

Andy swallowed hard. “You think I didn’t? But we knew it’d run out. That wasn’t our money, not really.”

Silence hung between them. Thick. Loaded.

Finally, Cassie walked over, straddling him on the edge of the bed. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Then maybe it’s time we go back... to what we do best.”

"Babe?" Andy looked up at her. “You sure?”

She kissed him, slow and deep. “You and me... we’re better talkers than... fighters.”

Later that night, Cassie was dressed to kill—red lips, black dress, those impossible hips swaying as she walked. Andy wore his confidence like cologne. Slick, sharp. Dangerous.

They weren’t new to the con. And by tomorrow afternoon they'd be back at the pool, flush with cash, Andy smirking as all the waiters broke their necks trying to watch as Cassie paraded around the water in one of her new thong bikinis. His Cassie.
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Chapter Three
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Right from the beginning, something felt off. The night felt different, hotter, with Vegas glowing, alive with movement and neon and that heavy layer of heat that never really went away. But Andy wasn’t watching the Strip tonight. He was watching her.

Cassie. His wife. She was already in position.

Inside one of the city’s sleekest rooftop lounges, perched atop a shimmering casino hotel, she was already at the bar, standing like a goddess under the dim amber lights, her black silk dress clinging to every curve like it had been custom-sewn onto her. 

She was always beautiful. But tonight, she was... weaponized. Her hips swayed with the confidence of someone who knew how much power she carried. Every glance, every smile, every shift of her body was calculated—effortless. 

And it worked. 

Every man in the room saw her. Andy saw them noticing. And deep down, that knot in his stomach twisted.

She was his wife. But nights like these, she became something else—an actress, a seductress, a walking fantasy. And he? He was just the husband. The second act. The forgotten player in the con.

He should’ve been used to this by now.

It was their routine. 

But as Andy adjusted the collar of his sport coat and scanned the room, he had that tickling feeling again, the one that sometimes came before things went wrong.

As he approached, he saw Cassie's full lips, painted a dangerous red, curved into a flirtatious smile as she laughed at something the man beside her said. 

Andy's stomach twisted as he saw the man, the target, who not unlike their last easy mark, was African-American.

But this black guy was different.

He was hard to miss. Tall. Broad. Black. Very black. Huge shoulders. Huge everything. Built like a heavyweight boxer. The suit on him was sharp as a blade and clearly expensive, stretched across massive shoulders and thick arms that didn’t fit the average mold. His gold jewelry flashed every time he moved—rings, bracelets, a Rolex that caught the light like a signal flare. He didn’t look like a random tourist. He looked like a man who owned things. He looked like he belonged in a cigar lounge or an NFL Hall of Fame ceremony, not chatting up Andy’s wife at a bar. But here he was.

Andy’s stomach twisted. Cassie’s target selection was usually perfect—wealthy, drunkable, just bored enough to want company. But this guy? He wasn’t just rich. He was dangerous. Andy could feel it.

Andy hated him instantly. But he also couldn’t look away. With a breath, he walked over, trying to ignore the feeling that tonight something felt off. Very off.

Cassie turned at the perfect moment, eyes lighting up like she hadn’t seen him in years. “There you are, babe,” she said warmly, placing her hand on Barry’s bicep as if to invite the two men together. “Barry, this is my husband, Andy.”

The much larger African-American man turned slowly, giving Andy a once-over. His handshake was powerful—intentionally so. His dark eyes didn’t blink. Andy offered a polite smile, but it felt thin on his face.

“Barry says he’s from Michigan,” Cassie chimed, her tone flirtatious and smooth. “Used to play football. Something called the NFL? Anyway, now he owns restaurants and other businesses... Can you believe that?”

“I do alright,” Barry said casually, his deep voice sliding between them like molasses. “I believe in investing in things that work for me. Food. Real estate. People. Women.”

He said it while looking directly at Cassie.

"Awesome." Andy’s jaw tightened, but he tried to keep cool. “Vegas is full of opportunities for people like you.”

Barry chuckled. “People like me?”

Andy stumbled. “I mean—uh, entrepreneurs. High rollers.”

Barry grinned, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “Right.”

They moved to a booth, Barry effortlessly taking up the entire side of the velvet seat. Cassie slid in beside him, close—too close—her thigh pressed lightly against his. Andy slid in across from them, feeling oddly peripheral.

As drinks flowed, Cassie laughed louder, leaned closer to the big black man from Michigan. Her hand rested on Barry’s forearm. She was playing the game, yes—but there was something different tonight. Her eyes lingered too long. Her smile was too real.

Barry had taken control.

“So tell me, Andy,” Barry said suddenly, voice low and deliberate. “You don’t mind sharing your gorgeous wife like this?”

Andy blinked. “Excuse me?”

Barry shrugged, swirling his drink. “She’s all over me. You just sit there. Watching. Quiet. Respectful.” He turned to Cassie. “You’re a beautiful woman, you know that? Flawless, actually.”

Cassie smiled coyly, tracing the rim of her glass. “Thank you, Barry. I try.”

Andy laughed awkwardly, the heat rising in his chest. “We like meeting new people. It’s... part of our thing.”

“Yeah?” Barry leaned in. “You watch, don’t you?”

The air thickened.

Andy didn’t answer. He couldn’t.

Because the truth—shameful, silent, arousing—was that he did watch. He liked watching her get other men all worked up, manipulating them like puppets on a string, right before the couple swooped in and took the marks for everything they had on them... Not just tonight, but every night they played this game. It was arousing, in a way that Andy had never discussed with his wife, although sometimes he wondered if she guessed it.... But never before had one of the marks, the targets, verbalized it. Never before had someone known about Andy's private unspoken secret.

The big older black man sat back, a satisfied grin spreading across his face like he’d just cracked open a secret.

“Then let’s not pretend,” he said, voice a rumble. “Your girl’s stunning. And I’m a generous man.”

Cassie shifted beside him, her silky black dress catching the light as she turned toward Barry with a playful sparkle in her eye. She said nothing, but her silence spoke volumes.

Andy swallowed hard, his hands clenched beneath the table. He wondered if Cassie had already fixed one of Barry's drinks for him. "Let's just get to know each other a little, man. We have all night."

Barry grinned, placing an arm around Cassie's shoulders like he'd already claimed her. “You two from around here?” The older man's voice was low, thick, steady.

Andy gave the polite smile. “Born and raised.”

Barry nodded slowly, his eyes already drifting back to Cassie. Andy watched the way Barry looked at her—not like a man admiring beauty, but like a man measuring value. Cassie just smiled, her hand brushing against Barry’s wrist (and that Rolex! Another one! Far more expensive than the last... It would subsidize months of good living for both of them!) again like she didn’t notice.

They ordered another round and Andy was already feeling like a guest at someone else’s table. 

Cassie poured it on—laughing a little louder, leaning a little closer. Her fingertips danced along Barry’s sleeve like she was playing piano keys. Andy tried to join the conversation, but Barry barely looked at him. The big man seemed more amused than anything, sipping his bourbon slowly, answering questions only when he felt like it. He didn’t play their game—he watched it. As if he already knew the rules.

Then Barry looked directly at Andy. "So tell me,” he said, setting his glass down, "how long have you known that you're a cuckold?"

The words landed like a slap.

Andy blinked. “What?”

Barry didn’t flinch. “She’s been touching me all night. Leaning on me. Looking at me like she already made up her mind.” He turned to Cassie, who sipped her drink and said nothing. Her lips were curved in a quiet smile.

“She’s stunning,” Barry added. “You already know that. Real woman. Got hips. Knows how to move. Knows how to handle a man, a real man, I bet. Which means that she is definitely a hotwife and you're definitely the cuckold. Which means that I'm the bull. Right?"

Andy felt the heat rising behind his ears. He opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

"It's okay, cucky." Barry leaned forward, voice lowering into something more intimate. “You like watching. That’s your thing, isn’t it? Watching a woman like this with a real man? A bull? A big black bull?”

Andy’s mouth was dry.

He hated how fast his heart was beating. Hated that the man had read him so... incorrectly?

He’d always watched Cassie. Not just in these games, but in general. The way she moved through the world. The way other men looked at her. The way she smiled when she wanted to be seen. Sometimes it burned. But sometimes...

And Barry saw it all.

“I don’t judge,” Barry said, leaning back again, like he’d made his point. “Some men like to protect. Others like to offer. I just like to enjoy. Let's just say you're not the first little white cuck I've come across.”

Andy chuckled, trying to shake off his nerves. "Little white cuck? Ha, that's funny. We don't really think about it like that... we just like to, um, meet new people."

Barry looked between them, a smirk forming on his lips. "I bet you do." 

Andy couldn’t tell if Barry was amused or suspicious—or both. But Cassie giggled, brushing a blonde lock behind her ear, and said, “Me and hubby just know how to have a good time.”

Barry raised his glass. “Then let’s have one. Shall we order another round?”

"Definitely!" said Cassie, playing the role to perfection, leaning against Barry's big dark body, laughing at all the right moments.

Andy watched, his own glass untouched for the most part. He didn’t like how Barry’s hand lingered on Cassie's bare thigh under the table. Didn’t like how confident the man was. How he'd called him a little white cuck in front of Cassie, a phrase that would probably be burned into his memory.

"You okay, cuck?" Barry asked, then breaking out into a big yawn, and checking his wristwatch. "Damn, I must be getting tired. Normally by now my black ass is in bed."

"I'm fine," Andy grumbled.

Finally — and not a moment too soon — it was time to move the upstairs, where the real game was ready to begin.

Walking to the elevator, Andy watched in front of him as Barry slipped one of his big dark arms around Cassie's waist, holding her like a prize while Andy trailed in their wake, relegated to an afterthought. He also couldn't help but to notice some of the stares they were attracting from other people, as if everyone knew exactly what was going on now. 

Barry reached down and patted one of Cassie's ass cheeks through her silky dress. The big older black man chuckled, slow and heavy. “Your husband’s a lucky man, letting you play like this.”

“Oh, he knows his place,” Cassie purred, glancing over her shoulder to give Andy a wink that was supposed to remind him this was all just a game.

Upstairs, Barry’s suite was luxurious, dimly lit with golden accents and mirrors that made the room feel more dangerous than romantic. Barry lounged in the armchair, eyes blinking slower now, his speech slightly slurred.

“I don’t usually stay up this late,” he murmured, yawning deeply. “Damn. You two are somethin’ else.”

Cassie leaned down and brushed a kiss across Andy’s cheek. “Strip to your boxers, honey,” she whispered, “and get in the chair, your chair.”

"Isn't there a name for those things" Barry asked, fighting another big incipient yawn. "I thought I heard them called something..."

Cassie looked up and gave the black man a sly grin. "Cuck chair."

"Right, right!"

Andy raised an eyebrow but played along, stripping down to his boxers first, as always. He knew the cuck chair thing was meant for effect, to sell the fantasy. He sat, Cassie snapped the cuffs on, just tight enough. Barry smirked and raised his glass. Cassie gave him a wink.

“I’m just going to freshen up,” she said, sauntering into the bathroom, hips swinging, her little heart pounding away, as always.

Inside, she slipped out of the dress and ran her hands down the black lace lingerie. The bra cupped her D cups high, tight against her chest. Silk stockings hugged her hips, her thighs, her calves. She checked her makeup in the mirror, then waited. Andy was supposed to give her the signal—"Babe, we're good now!" That meant Barry was out cold.

But the minutes passed. Five. Ten. Fifteen. Still nothing.

Twenty!

Her stomach tightened. Something was off.

She cracked the bathroom door and peeked out.

Cassie froze in the bathroom doorway, her pulse hammering in her chest.

Barry wasn’t asleep.

In fact, the large black man was standing now, looming over...

Andy—unmoving. Slumped in the chair, head tilted to the side, soft snores escaping his lips. The cuffs still held his wrists loosely, but he looked as if he’d passed out cold.

Barry stood over the much smaller white man, arms folded, a quiet grin playing across his broad black face. His shadow stretched halfway across the plush carpet.

“That’s the difference between little boys and men,” Barry said, his voice thick with amusement. “Men know how to handle their liquor—and their women.”

Cassie’s lips parted, but nothing came out.

Barry turned to her fully, and she felt his gaze hit her like a wave. Her black lace bra, her silk thong, the stockings—she had picked this set for Andy. To tease him, to distract their mark. But now it clung to her skin under a stranger’s hungry stare.

“Is he... okay?” she managed, staring at her husband, stunned.

“He’s fine,” Barry said, giving a slow chuckle. “Just had a bit too much. I think I saw him drink some of my drink? Hm... Probably got overexcited. Too bad for him since he’s about to miss a hell of a show.”

Cassie’s stomach twisted. This was wrong. This wasn’t the plan. Andy was the one who always controlled the con—cool, calculated. She was the lure, never the prize. But now?

Now she felt like a piece on someone else’s board.

“Don’t worry, little cucky will be just fine,” Barry said, taking a slow step forward. “But that doesn’t mean you and me can’t have some fun. Come here, girl. You’ve been rubbing that fine-ass body against me all night. I think it’s time I reciprocated the favor.”

Cassie stepped back on instinct, her heel brushing the edge of the carpet. “But... wait...”

Barry’s smirk widened. He moved like a predator who knew the kill had already surrendered. His hands, large and rough, landed on her hips, fingers sinking gently into the lace. Then he leaned in—slowly, deliberately—and kissed her.

The kiss was warm, firm, almost reverent. And her body, traitorous and tense, responded. A chill of panic and desire swept over her. She was supposed to pull away. She didn’t. Not at first.

Her hands came up—maybe to push him, maybe to brace herself. But they landed on his chest, solid and strong. His lips moved against hers with deliberate slowness, savoring every second, and she felt a jolt in her core she hadn’t expected.

No, her mind whispered. This wasn’t part of it. Andy. Remember Andy. My hubbby.

Her eyes flicked to the mirror—Andy, still slumped, breathing. Unconscious.

Barry pulled back, just slightly. “You can stop me anytime,” he said, his voice low, rumbling like distant thunder. “But I don’t think you want to, baby.”

Cassie stared up at the large older dominant black man. Something in her was unraveling—and something else was waking up, just as her husband started to come back to life.
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Chapter Four
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Andy’s eyelids fluttered open, his head swimming with a dull ache. 

The room was dim, the air thick with a musky scent that made his stomach churn. 

His wrists were cold, restrained by something hard and unyielding. He blinked, trying to clear the haze from his vision, and realized he was still handcuffed to a chair—the chair. The cuck chair. Panic surged through him as he struggled against the restraints, the metal biting into his soft white skin. His boxers clung to him, damp with sweat, and the humiliation of his vulnerability started to settle in.

His eyes adjusted to the low light, and then he saw it—her.

Cassie. His wife. Bent over the edge of the hotel bed, her body framed in the sexiest black lingerie he’d ever seen. The silk stockings clung to her legs, the black thong barely covering her ass, and the lacy bra pushed her massive D cups up, making them look even more tantalizing. Her cheeks were flushed, and her breath came in uneven gasps. But it wasn’t the sight of her that made Andy’s stomach drop. It was the man behind her.

Barry. The older black man was a mountain of muscle, his shaven head gleaming under the dim light, his dark eyes filled with raw, predatory lust. He was at least twice Andy’s size, his broad shoulders and thick arms straining against the tight turquoise briefs he wore. The bulge in his briefs was impossible to ignore—a monstrous, throbbing outline that made Andy’s own flaccid pink cock seem pathetic in comparison. Barry’s heavy hand came down on Cassie’s ass with a sharp crack, the sound echoing through the room.

“You like that, doncha baby?” Barry growled, his voice deep and gravelly, dripping with dominance. “You like it when your black bull spanks this big juicy white ass?”

Cassie whimpered, her body trembling as Barry’s paddle struck her again. Her ivory skin was already turning red, the marks of his dominance blooming across her flesh. She clenched her fists into the sheets, her breath hitching as she tried to stifle her cries. But Barry wasn’t having it.

“Say it! Tell me you like it!” he commanded, his voice booming like thunder.

Another spank. Cassie’s body jerked, a strangled cry escaping her lips. “I like it!” she gasped, her voice trembling with a mixture of pain and something else—arousal.

Andy’s heart pounded in his chest, his face burning with humiliation. He thrashed against the handcuffs, the metal cutting into his wrists, but it was no use. He was trapped, forced to watch as his wife was dominated by this towering black god. Barry’s paddle came down again, and Cassie’s ass jiggled, the flesh rippling from the impact. She moaned, her voice breaking as she arched her back, presenting her ass to him like a submissive slut.

“You wanted your big black bull... and now you got him!” Barry snarled, his hand gripping her hip possessively. “See what happens when you tease me like that?”

Another spank. Cassie cried out, her body writhing as pleasure and pain intertwined. Her pussy was soaking, the wetness evident even from where Andy sat. The sound of Barry’s fingers sliding into her was obscene, the slick squelch of her arousal filling the room. Cassie gasped, her hips bucking as he teased her, his thick fingers delving deep into her tight, wet cunt.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Yes... yes...”

Andy’s stomach churned, his penis twitching in his boxers despite the shame coursing through him. He couldn’t tear his eyes away as Barry worked Cassie’s pussy like a pro, his fingers curling inside her, hitting that sweet spot that made her cry out. Her perfectly shaped ass wobbled enticingly, her body begging for more. But Barry wasn’t ready to give it to her yet.

“You want this BBC, don’t you?” Barry taunted, his voice dripping with sadistic amusement. He pulled his fingers out of her, holding them up to show Andy the glistening evidence of her arousal. “Look at your wife, cuck. Look how wet she is for me.”

Andy’s face burned, his chest tightening as Barry turned his attention back to Cassie. The older man’s hands gripped her hips, his cock straining against the fabric of his briefs. Cassie whimpered, her body trembling with anticipation as Barry leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear.

“You’re gonna earn this black dick, baby,” he whispered, his voice low and dangerous. “You’re gonna beg for it.”

Cassie’s breath hitched, her eyes fluttering shut as Barry’s hands roamed over her curvy body. He pinched her nipples through the lace bra, making her gasp, before sliding his hand down to her pussy. His fingers teased her clit, the slick sounds of her arousal filling the room as he worked her into a frenzy.

“Please...” Cassie whimpered, her voice barely above a whisper.

Barry chuckled darkly, his fingers still playing with her clit. “What do you need, baby?”

“Your...” she moaned, her voice breaking. “I need your big... black..."

Andy’s breath caught in his throat, his penis throbbing in his boxers despite the humiliation burning through him. 

“Stop! Cassie, stop!” Andy’s voice cracked as he yanked against the cuffs binding his wrists to the chair. The metal bit into his skin, but the pain was nothing compared to the agony of watching his wife, bent over the bed, her ivory skin blushing red from Barry’s relentless spanking and finger-fucking.

Cassie didn’t even glance at him. Her eyes were glazed, her lips parted as she panted like a bitch-in-heat, completely absorbed in the moment. Her cries were a mix of pain and pleasure, and Andy’s heart sank as he realized she wasn’t just enduring this—she was thriving on it.

The older black man's deep chuckle rumbled through the room like thunder. “You hear that, cucky? Your wife’s begging for me. Ain’t no use fightin’ it now.” He gave Cassie’s ass another firm slap, the sound echoing off the walls. She gasped, arching her back, her round cheeks jiggling from the impact.

“Please, Barry,” she whimpered, her voice trembling with needy desperation. “I can’t take it anymore."

"Cassie? What are you saying!" Andy cried. "Remember.. us?!?"

Barry’s dark eyes gleamed with predatory satisfaction as he stepped back, his massive frame towering over her. He adjusted the turquoise briefs that barely contained the monster between his legs, the plum-colored tip of his thick, black manhood already peeking out above the waistband as he become more swollen with their foreplay. “Hush whiteboy, this is what you two wanted right? Well, now you're getting it, you're getting exactly what you deserve!"

Cassie’s cheeks flushed deeper, but she didn’t hesitate. "Please... please."

Andy’s stomach churned, his own pathetic erection straining against his boxers despite the humiliation burning through him. How could she say that? How could she want this? How could she want him? A guy who looked like him? Wasn't this just about them making easy money? “Cassie, don’t!” he pleaded, his voice hoarse. “Think about what you’re doing!”

Barry’s head snapped toward him, his expression darkening. “You gonna keep yappin’, cucky? Maybe I need to shut you up.” He turned to Cassie, his voice low and commanding. “Take those panties off whitegirl, and give ’em to me.”

Cassie hesitated for the briefest moment, her eyes flicking to Andy before she obeyed. She reached back, sliding the soaked black thong down her legs, revealing her glistening pussy to the room. Her cheeks burned with humiliation, but there was a spark of excitement in her eyes—a spark that only deepened Andy’s despair.

She handed the panties to the older black man from Michigan, her fingers trembling slightly. He took them with a smirk, holding them up like a trophy before walking over to Andy. “Open wide, cucky. Let’s see if this shuts you up.”

“No!” Andy clamped his mouth shut, but Barry was relentless. With one hand, he gripped Andy’s jaw, forcing it open, and with the other, he stuffed Cassie's damp black panties into his mouth. The taste of his wife's arousal flooded his senses, a bitter reminder of her devastating betrayal.

“There,” Barry said, stepping back with a satisfied grin. “Now you can sit there and watch like a good little whiteboy cuck while I take care of your wife. She's too much woman for you to handle. I could tell that right away.”

Andy could barely breathe through the soaked panties stuffed in his mouth, the faint scent of his wife’s arousal mingling with the bitter taste of humiliation. His eyes darted back and forth between Barry and Cassie, his chest heaving as he tugged uselessly at the handcuffs. This couldn’t be real... this couldn’t be happening... But it was. Cassie was laying back on the bed, waiting for Barry, this huge older black man who she'd only met a few hours ago, her silky stockings pulled taut against her trembling thighs. 

Barry loomed over her, his massive frame towering over her like a predator poised to claim its prey. 

“You like it rough, don’t you, baby? You like getting manhandled in bed?” Barry’s voice was deep, commanding, sending a shiver down Cassie’s spine. She nodded, her breath coming in short, ragged bursts.

“Y-yes,” she whimpered, her voice trembling with need.

Andy’s muffled cries grew louder, his hands clenching into fists as he watched his wife beg for another man. How could she do this? How could she want this? But the way she was moving, the way she was presenting her glistening pussy lips to the black stranger, told him everything he didn’t want to know. She was enjoying this.

Hubby continued to struggle in his cuck chair, but now his pleas were drowned out by the wet, rhythmic sounds of Barry’s fingers working Cassie’s soaking pussy. The room was thick with the scent of her arousal, and Andy could taste it on the panties shoved into his mouth. His hands jerked uselessly against the cold metal cuffs, his heart pounding as he watched his wife writhe under the older black man’s touch. Cassie’s back arched, her full breasts pressing against the lace of her bra as she moaned, “Please, Barry... I can’t take it anymore.”

Andy tried to yell through his wife's panties. If only he could stop this right now, before things went too far.

“Shut your man up,” Barry growled, his eyes locking onto Cassie’s. She hesitated for a moment, her cheeks flushing with shame, but then she turned to Andy, her gaze softening.

“Andy...” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the sound of his muffled protests. “Please... just... let this happen. We're the ones who approached Barry, remember?"

Her words hit him like a punch to the gut. He shook his head furiously, tears welling up in his eyes, but she turned away, her attention fully back on the older black man. 

Barry chuckled deeply, his voice dripping with dominance. “You’re begging already, baby? We’re just getting started.” He withdrew his fingers, glistening with her wetness, and held them up for her to see. “Look at this. You’re fucking dripping for me. Your little cucky husband can’t do this for you, can he?” He glanced over at Andy, who flinched under the weight of his gaze. “Nah, he’s too weak. Too small. But you... you need a real man.”

Cassie’s cheeks flushed, her eyes darting to Andy for a split second before returning to Barry. There was no remorse in her expression—only hunger. “You’re right,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. 

“Say it," Barry commanded, his voice sharp and commanding. “Tell me what you need.”

“I need your..."

"My what?"

"Your cock!"

"Be more descriptive whitegirl!"

"I need your... big black cock!” Cassie cried out, her voice breaking with desperation. She reached for him, her fingers trembling as she grabbed the waistband of his turquoise briefs. 

Barry smirked, letting her pull them down just enough to reveal his massive, throbbing cock. The moment it sprang free, Cassie gasped, her eyes widening as she took in the sheer size of it. The thick, veiny shaft looked almost impossibly large, the plum-colored head glistening with pre-cum. His heavy balls hung low, swaying slightly as he stepped closer to her.

“Go on, baby,” Barry said, his voice low and rumbling. “Show me how much you want it. Open wide.”

Cassie hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward, her lips parting as she took the tip of his cock into her mouth. Barry groaned, his hand tangling in her blonde hair as he guided her. “That’s it. Take it deeper. Show me you're worthy of servicing black cock.” 

Cassie gagged as he pushed her head down, forcing more of his length into her throat. Tears sprung to her eyes, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she moaned around him, her hands gripping those massive tree trunk-like black thighs as she tried to take more.

Andy watched in absolute soul-crushing horror and arousal, his pale penis straining against his boxers. He wanted to look away, but he couldn’t. The sight of his wife, so submissive and eager, was both humiliating and intoxicating. He could hear the disgusting wet sounds of her mouth working Barry’s ebony cock, the older man’s groans of pleasure filling the room. “That’s it, baby. Damn you suck black cock good. You're a natural, whitegirl,” Barry said, his voice rough with lust. “Take it all. You’re not done until I say you’re done. Pretty ass bitch. Fine ass white bitch. Suck that fucking black cock. Look at me. Let me see those pretty blue eyes.”

Cassie obeyed, her movements becoming more confident as she bobbed her head, taking more of him each time. 

"Open that goddamn fucking throat, bitch! Damn you're getting me so hard!"

Barry’s grip on her blonde hair tightened, and he began to thrust into her mouth, his hips moving in a steady rhythm. “Fuck, you’re such a good little white slut. I'm going to treat you so good tonight,” he growled, his eyes locked on her as she serviced him. “Your cucky husband could never make you feel like this, could he?”

Andy’s heart raced, watching from several feet away, watching from the side, hating how this man was degrading his wife while she worshiped his cock like it was the only thing that mattered. Again, his hands clenched into tiny angry fists as he struggled against the handcuffs. But he was powerless, forced to watch as his wife was reduced to a whimpering, cock-hungry slut in the hands of this dominating black bull.

"This head good as fuck, but I gotta get inside that pussy. Lay on your back, whitegirl. Spread your legs for this black dick," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. 

Cassie scrambled to obey, her movements frantic yet calculated, her ivory skin glowing under the dim hotel light. She positioned herself on the bed, her ass almost on the edge of the bed, her legs spread wide and eager, her black lingerie still seductively clinging to her body like a second skin. The sight of her, so utterly submissive, sent another shiver of helplessness through Andy’s body as he strained against his cuck chair.

From his vantage point, Andy had a front-row seat to the macabre spectacle. 

Barry smirked as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his briefs, pulling them all the way down with deliberate slowness, grinning evilly at Cassie's aroused state. “You ready for this, baby?” he purred, his voice low and teasing. 

Cassie’s blue eyes were wide with a mixture of fear and desire.

Barry grabbed the base of his cock, which was so thick and veiny, a deep plum color that seemed almost alien in its virility. It was long, easily 11 inches, with a girth that made Andy’s stomach churn. The way it curved slightly upward, the way the head glistened with pre-cum—it was a weapon, a tool of domination, and it was about to be used on the woman Andy loved more than person in this world.

Barry stepped closer to the bed, his boots clicking against the floor with each purposeful stride. He positioned himself between Cassie’s legs, his cock resting against her glistening pink pussy lips. Andy could see everything—the way Barry’s massive head teased her entrance, the way Cassie’s thighs trembled as she waited for the inevitable penetration.

“Please... go easy,” Cassie whispered, her voice trembling.

Barry chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent a chill down Andy’s spine. “Don’t worry, baby. I’ll take my time. Gotta make sure you’re ready for this big black cock.”

And then, he began.

The first push was slow, agonizingly so. 

Andy watched, wide-eyed, as the head of Barry’s curved ebony cock pressed against Cassie’s pussy, stretching her tight outer ring of her pink lips in a way they had never been stretched before. Cassie moaned, a sound that was equal parts pain and pleasure, her pale hands clutching the sheets as Barry inched forward.

“Oh God... it’s so big,” Cassie whimpered, her voice breaking as Barry’s cock began to fill her.

The older black man grinned, his dark eyes locked on Cassie’s face as he reveled in her discomfort. “That’s it, baby. Take it. Take this black dick.”

Andy couldn’t look away, couldn’t stop the sick fascination that held him captive. He watched as the older black man's cock disappeared into Cassie’s pussy, inch by agonizing inch, the ebony skin of his shaft a stark contrast to her pink lips and pale flesh. The way her tight hole stretched to accommodate him was almost hypnotic, the wet sounds of her arousal filling the room as Barry pushed deeper.

If only they had picked a different target tonight... things would be so much different...

“Fuck... you’re so tight. You're already trying to milk this black dick, ain't ya?” Barry groaned, his voice thick with lust. 

The enormous black man leaned down with his bulky dark frame, capturing Cassie’s lips in a passionate kiss as he continued to push into her. His hips moved with a practiced rhythm, pulling back slightly before thrusting forward again, each movement forcing Cassie to take more of him.

Cassie’s moans grew louder, her curvy pale body arching off the bed as Barry’s cock stretched her to her limits. “Please... oh God, please,” she begged, her voice a desperate plea for both relief and more.

Barry smirked, his hands gripping Cassie’s hips as he pushed deeper, his cock now buried to the hilt inside her. “You feel that, baby? That’s what a real man feels like. This body was made for black dick, girl.”

Cassie’s eyes fluttered shut as she was overwhelmed by the sensation, her body trembling as Barry began to move in earnest. His thrusts were slow but powerful, each one driving his cock deeper into her tight pussy, forcing her to stretch and resize itself for him, her new lover. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, a rhythmic echo of their coupling.

Andy felt like he was going to be sick, his stomach churning with pure unadulterated nausea as he watched his wife take the older black man's cock with such abandon. The way her body moved, the way her breasts bounced with each thrust—it was a nightmare he couldn’t wake up from.

“Oh God... oh God!” Cassie cried out, her voice rising in pitch as Barry’s cock hit a spot inside her that made her see stars. Her body clenched around him, her pussy tightening as she was driven closer to the edge.

Barry growled, his hands gripping Cassie’s hips tighter as he increased his pace. “That’s it, baby. Cum for me. Cum on this big black cock. Show me you deserve BBC!”

Cassie screamed as her orgasm hit, the most intense orgasm of her life, her entire Caucasian body convulsing around Barry’s beautiful ebony cock as she was overwhelmed by the sensation. Barry didn’t stop, his thrusts relentless as he fucked her through her climax, his own release building with each stroke.

“That’s right, baby. Take it all,” Barry groaned, his voice thick with lust. "I'm going to give you the biggest load of your life."

Cassie’s moans filled the room, her body trembling as Barry continued to fuck her, his cock buried deep inside her. The sight of the black man dominating her, the way he made her body his own—it was too much for Andy to bear.

“Please... please stop,” Andy begged, his voice inaudible because of the panties stuffed in his mouth.

But Barry wasn’t done. Not yet.

“You hear that, Cassie? Your husband wants me to stop. Should I?” Barry taunted, his eyes locked on Andy’s as he continued to thrust into his wife.

Cassie shook her head, her eyes pleading with Barry to keep going. “No... don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

Barry grinned, his thrusts growing harder, faster. “That’s what I thought. I feel you milking me, you want a real man's nut inside ya! After I'm done with you, you won't even feel no more whiteboy dick.”

Andy could only watch in horror as Barry continued to fuck his wife, the older man’s cock driving Cassie to new heights of pleasure. The way her body moved, the way her moans filled the room—it was a nightmare he couldn’t escape.

And then, just as Andy thought it couldn’t get any worse...
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Chapter Five
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The sound of the card key sliding into the door’s lock was faint at first, barely registering over Cassie’s muffled moans and the wet, rhythmic slapping of Barry’s thick black cock plunging into her battered white pussy. Andy’s head snapped toward the door, his heart pounding in his chest. Someone’s here. He tried to speak, to warn Cassie, but the damp panties stuffed in his mouth made his attempt futile. His muffled warnings were swallowed by the room, drowned out by the symphony of raw powerful interracial lust unfolding before him.

The door swung open, and there he was—Ernie. 

The middle-aged African-American man stepped into the room with a smug, knowing grin. His eyes immediately landed on Andy, handcuffed to the chair, looking every bit the emasculated cuckold he was. Ernie’s gaze trailed down to Cassie, her perfect ivory body being bounced on the bed, her little pink toes curling with every powerful thrust from Barry. Her silk stockings were torn, her black thong lost somewhere in the chaos, and her lacy bra barely contained her heaving breasts. She was a vision of white female submission, and Ernie clearly approved.

“Well, well,” Ernie's expression seemed to say to Andy now, his eyes dripping with amusement. “Looks like I’m just in time for the show.”

Andy’s own eyes widened in panic. This is a setup. His mind raced, but his body was frozen, helpless. He could only watch as Ernie strolled further into the room, unbuttoning his shirt with deliberate slowness. Cassie was too lost in her own world of primal pleasure, already working on her second or third orgasm, to notice the new arrival. Her moans were primitive, her body arching back to meet Barry’s relentless thrusts. Her toes kept curling, high in the air, her pale fingers clawing at the bed sheets as she was driven closer to the edge of another major release. 

She was the exact image of a woman getting fucked by a real man for the first time in her life. 

Barry, however, noticed Ernie immediately. Without breaking his rhythm, he glanced over his shoulder and smirked. “About time you showed up. Thought you were gonna miss the fun.”

Ernie chuckled, tossing his shirt to the side. “Not a chance. Couldn’t pass up seeing this little white slut get what she deserves.” His hands moved to his belt, undoing it with practiced ease. “And look at that—she’s already warmed up for me.”

Cassie’s eyes fluttered open at the sound of Ernie’s voice, confusion flickering across her beautiful face. But Barry didn’t give her a chance to process. With a firm grip on her hips, he pulled her up onto her hands and knees, his cock still buried deep inside her. “Go on, baby,” he commanded, his voice low and authoritative. “Suck this cock again. Show us what a good little white slut you are. Trust me, the fun just beginning, girl.”

Cassie hesitated for just a moment, her uncertain and nervous gaze flickering to Andy. But the look in Barry’s eyes—dark, commanding, irresistible—left no room for defiance at this point. She crawled forward on the bed, her round heart-shaped ass still in the air, and positioned herself in front of Barry. She opened her lips wide, offering him her mouth. 

Behind her, crawling onto the bed, to join the party, the other older black man was already out of his slacks, his thick black cock standing at attention, a couple of inches shorter than Barry’s, but no less intimidating. 

“That’s it,” Barry encouraged, his hand tangling in Cassie’s blonde hair as he guided her mouth back down onto his swollen ebony schlong. “Show me how much you love that black dick, girl. Open that fucking throat for me, whitegirl. We gotta put on a good show for hubby tonight! Don’t worry about him... Little cucks love this shit!"

Cassie’s lips parted wider, still not accustomed to having so much man-meat in her mouth, her tongue swirling around the massive African-American tip before she sank down on him, eager to please the dominant black male. Barry groaned, his big bald black head tilting back as she began to bob her pretty face, her spit slicking his dark length. She was eager, desperate even, her moans vibrating around his cock as she sucked him with abandon.

Andy writhed in his chair, his small erection straining against his boxers. He wanted to look away. He thought he might vomit. But his eyes were glued to the scene, his chest heaving with a mix of shame and epic levels of arousal. She’s not supposed to be like this, he thought, but deep down, a part of him knew better. Cassie had always craved something he couldn’t give her—power, dominance, strength. And now, she was getting it — she was getting it in spades.

Ernie meanwhile, wasn’t content to sit back and watch. He moved behind Cassie, his hands gripping her flared hips as he positioned himself at her entrance. “You ready for me, baby?” he growled, his voice thick with lust. "This pussy better be good. I've paid a lot of money for this white pussy."

Cassie moaned around Barry's fat cock, her ass wiggling in response to the other middle-aged black man. Ernie didn’t wait for a verbal reply. With a single thrust, he sheathed himself inside her from the back, drawing a muffled scream from her lips. Barry chuckled, his hand tightening in her hair as he guided her rhythm, her mouth moving up and down his cock in time with Ernie's thrusts.

"Damn whitegirl, look at you! Taking two BBCs at once now! Show us your whitegirl skills!"

The room was filled with the sound of black flesh slapping against white flesh, and vice versa, of moans and groans and the wet, lewd sounds of Cassie being used from both ends, her curvy ivory body now an instrument of pleasure of two middle-aged black men with enormous cocks. Andy’s emasculation was palpable, his small "manhood" still twitching pathetically in his boxers. Barry caught his eye, a wicked grin spreading across his face.

“Looks like your wife’s a natural at this,” he taunted, his voice thick with amusement. “Guess she’s been needing some real men for a while now.”

Ernie chuckled, his thrusts growing harder, faster. “She’s a white slut through and through. Can’t get enough of black cock. Look at her gripping my shit, bouncing that white ass on me!”

Cassie’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as pleasure coursed through her. She was lost, completely consumed by the sensations, her mind empty of anything but the need for more. She sucked Barry's massive black dick with reckless abandon, her eyes closed tight, her tongue swirling around the tip, her lips tight around his fat ebony shaft. Behind her, Ernie's huge ebony member stretched her to her limits some more, his long  fingers nearly encircling her tiny waist as his thrusts drove her closer and closer to the edge.

Could this really be happening? Was Cassie really getting spit-roasted by two black men twice her age and twice the size of her husband? Andy wanted to...

Barry groaned, his grip tightening in her hair. “That’s it, baby. Just like that. Take it all.”

Ernie reached under and started twisting Cassie's nipples, drawing more moans of ecstasy from the white wife, "Oh shit, she's really gripping me now. This white bitch wants my babies!"

"You wanted some attention," Barry said, gently cupping the sides of Cassie's exhausted-looking face so that he could savagely hold her in place and face-fuck her with his black unit for several long excruciating moments. "Well this is you getting attention."

"Grrrmmmmphhhhh," Cassie moaned around the older man's BBC, tears streaming down her blue eyes as her mouth was stretched obscenely wide with throbbing black meat.

Andy’s heart pounded in his chest, his hands trembling against the cold metal of the cuffs that bound him to the chair. He could tell that Cassie was nearing the point of pure exhaustion by now. The sight before him was as horrifying as it was intoxicating though. Cassie, his wife, the woman he thought he knew, was being utterly consumed by two men who were everything he wasn’t. 

From the back, with an ear-to-ear grin, Ernie’s dark, veiny cock plunged into her pussy with a brutal rhythm, while Barry’s glistening ebony girth stretched her lips as he forced himself down her throat, making her deep throat him. Sometimes Ernie would slam into the exhausted white woman so hard from the back that she would wince, spit the black cock out of her mouth, and try to steady herself on Barry's legs. But Barry always impatiently guided the tip of his BBC back into her mouth, telling her to be a good girl while the menfolk had their fun... The sounds of wet slaps, gagging, and moans filled the room, a symphony of domination that Andy could do nothing but witness.

“Switch,” Ernie grunted, pulling out of Cassie with a wet pop. He smirked at Andy, his dark eyes glinting with amusement as he wiped his cock across Cassie’s flushed cheek. “Your little white wife’s built for this, boy. Ain’t no way you’ve ever made her feel like this.”

Barry chuckled, his hands gripping Cassie’s hips as he pushed her down onto the bed. “Yeah, whiteboy. You better pay attention. This is how you treat a white slut like this."

Cassie’s breath hitched as Barry sank into her from behind, his thick cock spreading her wide. Her hands clawed at the sheets, her back arching as she let out a cry that was equal parts pain and pleasure. Ernie wasted no time, shoving his lengthy ebony rod into her mouth, his hands tangling in her mess of blonde silky hair to keep her still.

“That’s it, baby,” Ernie growled, his voice low and rough. “Take it all. Show your husband what you can do when you're with men who know to handle this white ass."

Cassie’s eyes fluttered shut, tears streaming down her cheeks as she gagged around the middle-aged black man's length. But despite the tears, there was no mistaking the way her body responded, the way her wide hips rocked back against Barry’s savage thrusts, the way her moans vibrated around Ernie’s midnight black cock. She was lost in it, consumed by the sheer intensity of the pleasure being forced upon her.

Andy’s stomach churned, a mix of anger, humiliation, and something darker—something he didn’t want to acknowledge. He jerked against the cuffs, his small hands useless against the unyielding metal. “Stop!” he choked out, his voice still muffled by the black panties. Besides, no one was listening to him by now. Not Cassie, not Ernie, not Barry. He was nothing more than a spectator in his own nightmare.

If only they'd picked a different target tonight... None of this would be...

Barry’s thrusts grew harder, faster, his hands digging into Cassie’s hips as he pounded into her. “Fuck, this white pussy’s made for black dick. Fuck. FUCK!” he groaned, his voice thick with lust. “Ain’t no way a little white penis ever hit her this deep.”

Ernie laughed, pulling his cock out of Cassie’s mouth just long enough to let her gasp for air before shoving himself back in. “She’s loving it, boy. Look at her. This is what she needed. This is what she’s been craving.”

Cassie’s body shook with pleasure, her cries muffled by Ernie’s cock as Barry drove her closer and closer to the edge of another soul-ripping orgasm. She came with a loud primal scream, her pussy clenching around Barry’s length as her next orgasm ripped through her. Barry didn’t let up, his thrusts relentless as he chased his own release.

“That’s it, baby,” Barry grunted, his voice strained. “Take it all. Take this black dick. Take this nut. This pussy deserves my black seed.”

Ernie groaned, his hips jerking as he came, thick ropes of cum shooting across Cassie’s face, painting her ivory skin with his seed. “Damn, you look perfect now, whitegirl,” he said, his voice filled with satisfaction as he admired his handiwork. "All that black cum on your face brings our those pretty blue eyes."

Both black men laughed.

But they weren’t done with her yet. 

The room was thick with the scent of sex, sweat, and humiliation. Cassie’s ivory skin glistened under the dim hotel light, her face streaked with the remnants of Ernie and Barry’s cum. Her chest heaved as she caught her breath, her D-cup breasts straining against the lacy bra that barely contained them. But the two black men weren’t finished with her yet. No, they had only just begun.

“Don’t get too comfortable, whitegirl,” Barry growled, his dark eyes glinting with hunger. He leaned back against the headboard, his massive, veiny member already twitching back to life. “You’ve still got work to do.”

Cassie’s tired blue eyes flicked to Barry’s cock, then to Ernie’s, which was still glistening with her juices. She hesitated for a moment, but the unspoken command in Barry’s gaze was enough to send her crawling toward him on all fours. Her pale ass swayed provocatively as she moved, her silk stockings hugging her legs, leaving her cum-dripping pussy and ass fully exposed.

“Good girl,” Barry purred, grabbing a fistful of her blonde hair and guiding her mouth to his cock. “Now suck it. Show me how much you love this black dick.”

Cassie’s lips parted, and she took him deep into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she worked him with practiced skill. Barry’s head fell back, a low groan escaping his lips as he watched her. “Damn, you’re good at this,” he muttered, his fingers tightening around the roots of her hair, controlling her harshly.

Meanwhile, Ernie circled behind her, his hand trailing along the curve of her ass. “She’s already taken us in her pussy,” he said, his voice dripping with lust. “Time to claim the next best thing."

Cassie’s eyes widened, and she tried to pull away from Barry’s cock, but he held her firmly in place. “No, baby,” he said, his voice a low growl. “You’re not going anywhere. Keep sucking. We got you. Don't worry, we won't hurt you.”

Ernie grabbed a bottle of lube from the nightstand and squirted a generous amount onto his long ebony fingers. He spread it over his thick, black cock, then pressed a slick finger against Cassie’s tight puckered sphincter, which automatically squeezed shut. She flinched, a muffled whimper escaping her lips as she continued to suck Barry’s black mamba. 

“Relax, whitegirl,” Ernie said, his voice deceptively soft. “This is going to hurt, a little, at first, but you’ll learn to love it.” He pressed his finger deeper, slowly stretching her tight ring of muscle. Cassie’s body tensed, her hands gripping Barry’s thighs for support as she tried to focus on the task at hand.

But Ernie wasn’t interested in taking his time. This was the same woman who had manipulated him, played him for the fool, helped steal his belongings. And now she was presenting her virgin pink asshole to him in completely submission.

The older black man removed his finger and replaced it with the swollen head of his bulbous cockhead, pressing against her extra-tight entrance. “Here we go,” he muttered, his hands gripping her hips. "Open that ass up for me, girl."

Cassie cried out around Barry’s cock as Ernie pushed forward, the pain sharp and overwhelming. Tears streamed down her cheeks as her virgin asshole stretched to accommodate his black girth. “Keep sucking,” Barry commanded, his voice harsh. “You wanted this, remember? You wanted this black dick.”

Ernie grunted as he pushed deeper, his long dark cock finally popping past her tight ring of muscle. “Damn, she’s tight,” he muttered, his hips beginning to move in slow, deliberate thrusts. “But she’ll loosen up soon enough.”

Cassie’s body shook with the force of Ernie’s thrusts, her ass cheeks jiggling with each movement. The pain was intense, but there was also a strange, undeniable pleasure in the way her body was being used. She moaned around Barry’s BBC, her hands gripping his thighs tighter as she tried to steady herself.

Finally she had to spit the black dick out again, her face contorted in pain as she collapsed into Barry's lap with her ass hiked up in the air. The older black man took a gentle approach, caressing her blonde hair, telling her to relax and just let the BBC stretch her out. "Don't fight it. Just let him fill you up back there. You'll like it. Now suck this cock again, baby."

Cassie grunted when he forced her mouth back onto his BBC again.

“That’s it, baby,” Barry said, his voice filled with satisfaction. “Take it all. Take this black dick in your mouth and your ass. You’re my little white slut now, aren’t you?”

Cassie nodded weakly, her eyes fluttering shut as the sensations overwhelmed her. Ernie’s thrusts grew harder, faster, his heavy black balls slapping loudly against her ass with each movement. “You’re taking it so good, whitegirl,” he grunted, his hands gripping her hips tighter. “You’re going to love this. I’m going to make you love this, make you love BBC in your white ass.”

Barry’s cock pulsed in her mouth, and he groaned, his hips bucking as he thrust deeper. “Keep sucking, baby. Damn, you’re good at this,” he muttered, his fingers tightening in her hair. “You’re going to make me bust again.”

Cassie’s body was a wreck, trembling under the force of their combined attentions. Every nerve was on fire, every sensation amplified as she was used and abused by the two black men. Her ass was on fire, her pussy throbbing with need, her mouth filled with Barry’s thick cock.

Ernie’s thrusts grew erratic, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he neared his climax. “Here it comes, whitegirl,” he grunted, his hips slamming into her with brutal force. “Take it all.”

Cassie cried out as he came, thick ropes of cum filling her ass, his DNA going deep into the bowels of her body. The feeling of him pulsing inside her was overwhelming, and she couldn’t help but moan around Barry’s black snake more and more.

Barry groaned, his hips bucking as he reached his own climax. “Swallow it all, baby,” he commanded, his voice harsh. “Every last drop. Like we taught you.”

Cassie obeyed, her throat working as she swallowed his cum. Her body was a trembling mess, her ass and pussy and mouth filled with their seed, so thick and gooey and salty, her mind a haze of raw animal pleasure and slightly physical pain.

Andy's head was down now. 

There was no way that he could ever look any one of them in the eye again.

The room was thick with the heavy musky scent of sweat and sex, the aftermath of their primal union settling like a fog over the three figures on the bed. 

Cassie lay sprawled between the two glistening black men, her porcelain skin slick with their shared exertion. Her body trembled, her pussy and ass still leaking with their cum, her mouth sticky with the remnants of Barry’s release. She turned her head weakly, her lips seeking the older black man from Michigan for a kiss, a final connection after the brutality they had shared together.

But the older black man pulled back sharply, his dark eyes glinting with disdain. “Hell no,” he growled, his voice rough and mocking. “You ain’t kissin’ me with that cum-filled mouth, whitegirl.”

Ernie barked a laugh, his chest rumbling as he propped himself up on one elbow. “She’s still tryin’ to be sweet after all that,” he said, shaking his head. “Look at her, man. Thought we broke her.”

Cassie’s cheeks flushed, humiliation and arousal warring within her. Her body was spent, her muscles aching and fatigued from the relentless pounding she had just endured. (Had it lasted hours? Days? Years?) But a part of her still craved their approval, their touch, their masculine dominance. She stayed silent, her blue eyes flicking between the two black men as they exchanged amused glances.

Barry sat up first, his massive frame casting a shadow over the bed. He ran a hand over his shaved head, sweat gleaming on his ebony skin. “You took that ass like a champ, though,” he said, his tone almost approving. “Never thought a whitegirl could handle it like that.”

Ernie chuckled, reaching out to grab Cassie’s chin, forcing her to look at him. “She’s got a lot of fight in her,” he said, his voice low. “But we broke her down real good, didn’t we?”

Cassie’s lips parted, but no words came out. She didn’t know what to say, how to respond to the men who had just used her body so thoroughly. Her mind was a haze, her thoughts scattered, but one thing was clear—she had never felt so completely dominated, so utterly owned. 

Barry swung his legs off the bed, his muscles rippling as he stood. He turned to look at Andy, who was still handcuffed to the chair, his face pale and his eyes diverted in shame. “Looks like we got a wet spot over there,” Barry said, his voice dripping with genuine amusement.

Ernie followed his gaze, his thick lips curving into a smirk. “Damn, whiteboy," he said, laughing. “Did little hubby cum in his boxers just from watchin’?”

Andy’s face burned red, his hands clenching into fists as he tried to hide from the sneering black faces. But he couldn’t tear his eyes from the scene before him, from the sight of his wife lying between the two men who had just destroyed her. His penis, now smaller after cumming in his boxers, twitched in his boxers some more, a pathetic reminder of his own weakness, his own inability to protect her.

“Pathetic,” Barry said, shaking his head. “Whiteboy can’t even handle his own wife, but he cums like a kid just from watchin’ her get fucked.”

Ernie stood, his movements slow and deliberate as he walked toward Andy. He crouched in front of the trembling man, his eyes glinting with cruel amusement. “You like watchin’ your wife get used, don’t you?” he said, his voice low and taunting. “You like seein’ her take black dick like a whore? Aint' no use lying now, whiteboy.”

Andy swallowed hard, his throat dry. He wanted to deny it, to scream at the older man to stop, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, he nodded weakly, his shame written all over his face.

Ernie laughed, straightening up and turning back to Barry. “Whiteboy too scared to even lie about it,” he said, his voice full of mockery.

Barry walked over, his boots thudding against the carpet as he approached Andy. He grabbed the man’s chin, forcing him to look up. “You ain’t nothin’ but a cuck,” Barry said, his voice harsh and unforgiving. “You don’t deserve a woman like her. That’s why she needs real men to take care of her. Understand?”

Andy’s eyes filled with tears, his humiliation complete. He wanted to argue, to defend himself, but he knew it was pointless. Barry was right—he was nothing compared to these men, nothing but a weak, pathetic excuse for a husband.

Barry released him, turning back to Cassie. “Get up,” he commanded, his voice sharp. “Clean yourself up, woman. You looking like a damn Jackson Pollock painting."

"Yeah," Ernie laughed, "if ol' Jackson's brush was a BBC and his canvass was sexy ass white wives with stretched assholes and cum-filled white pussies."

A few minute later, the door closed, and then it was just Andy and Cassie again. She knelt beside him, unlocking his handcuffs. There was a tense pause. And then they fell into each other's arms, full of tears and sorrow — and something else, something that neither one of them was ready to address just yet.
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Chapter Six
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After the handcuffs were removed, for a long (long, long, long) time, Andy sat on the edge of the hotel bed, the sheets wrinkled and still warm from the night’s events. The scent in the room was unmistakable—raw, heavy, and thick with angry animal sex. 

Cassie stood by the window in a silky robe, her long blonde hair tousled, her skin glowing. She hadn’t said much since the Barry and Ernie left, literally giving each other high-fives as they left hotel room together. And Ernie with the parting shot: "Don't worry about the Rolex, whitegirl, it was worth it!" 

Now the silence between the married couple wasn’t necessarily cold—it was charged, heavy with the weight of what had changed...

Andy had watched every second. 

Not from the shadows—no, they had made sure he sat where he could see it all go down. Every movement. Every moan. Every time his wife's head tilted back in ecstasy, her fingers clawing the pillows, her cries echoing off the walls as she submitted to the two middle-aged black men, allowing herself to be used like some fuck doll for their BBCs.

At first, it had felt like a dream—a surreal, sharp-edged nightmare. His jaw clenched, his small fists white-knuckled. He thought he might stand up, shout at her, call her a whore. But he didn’t. He stayed seated.

And now, as she turned to look at him, her body gloriously exposed, there was no shame in her eyes. Only a quiet, commanding satisfaction. A queen on her throne.

“Well, well, well, that was unexpected,” she said, her voice silk over steel.

Andy swallowed hard. Something inside him was unraveling. Not just jealousy. Not just humiliation. It was something deeper. Something... surrendering. “Barry must have switched our drinks. ”

"Yeah, I figured that."

"At least I didn't pass out completely," said Andy, then shaking his head at the thought. Maybe it would have been better if he had passed out? Easier?

"I can see that," replied Cassie, her eyes gesturing to the wet spot in her husband's boxers. "I didn't even know guys could cum without physical contact."

He looked up at her, and in her gaze, he didn’t see regret. He saw clarity. Fulfillment. "Cassie?"

"I'm just glad we both got something out tonight," she said, obviously implying that her husband's orgasm helped alleviate any guilt she might feel from such a bacchanalian scene.

His fists clenched, then slowly loosened. "They were fucking you like they were... angry."

"Maybe they were," she said, her tone gentle, but firm—measured, as if she knew he needed time but also knew time wouldn’t fix everything. "After all, we were after their money."

Andy’s voice was hoarse. "But you liked it?"

"What do you think, Andy?"

That memory of her being spit-roasted by the two large African-American men stirred something conflicting inside him: pain, yes, but also something else. Something unfamiliar and undeniable.

She stepped toward him, the robe slipping just enough to reveal a curve of her hip. That body—his wife’s body—still looked like hers, but she didn’t move like the woman he used to know. She walked like someone newly awakened. “You’re angry,” she said.

“No,” he admitted. “I was. But now I don’t even know what I am. Small? Maybe. Weak.”

“You’re not weak, Andy.” She knelt before him, placing her hands on his thighs. “You’re just... not everything I need.”

The words hit him like a chill, honest and unapologetic. But there was no cruelty in them. Only truth.

He looked down at her, at the woman who had once clung to him like he was the center of her world. That was before life settled in. Before he stopped reaching for her in the dark. Before her hunger grew louder than his pride.

“I didn’t plan to want more,” she said. “But I do. And I think... maybe you want it too, in your own way. Just not the same way I do.”

Andy felt the burn of shame and confusion swirl in his chest, but beneath that, a strange calm. He had survived the moment he feared most. And now... he was still here. With her.

“I don’t want to do any more of our little ‘crimes’ together,” she said, her voice suddenly sharper. “That life—scheming, cutting corners, acting like we’re above it all—it’s over. I want stability. Security. I want you to get a real job, Andy. Something respectable. Something honest. Didn't you say that your cousin could hook you up with that job? You know... as a valet?"”

He stared up at her, confusion flickering through the heat and haze of the night. "Yeah, I guess."

"Good."

"So you want your husband to be a valet?"

She nodded. 

“And I want to keep living this life,” she continued, leaning in close. “Our new life. With me... as your hotwife. My body, my pleasure, shared. Yours only to worship. Yours only to watch.”

His breath caught.

“This is who I am now,” she whispered, lips grazing his ear. “And I think you’ve always known it.”

She kissed him then—not tender, not sweet. It was commanding. Possessive. A reversal of everything he once thought their marriage meant. And yet... he kissed her back.

Because something inside him had changed, too.

Andy no longer needed to be the man who possessed Cassie. He needed to be the man who served her. Who gave her the freedom to burn brighter than he ever could.

He was no longer the center of her world.

But somehow... he had never felt more drawn to her.

More owned.

And it thrilled him.

"I'm sorry," he said quietly. "I couldn’t give you what they did.” 

“No,” she replied. “But you gave me something they couldn’t. You gave me permission. You gave me freedom.”

And as she kissed his hand—softly, reverently—Andy felt a crack form in the rigid wall of what he thought manhood was supposed to be. In its place: something more flexible. Something perhaps stronger. They weren’t what they used to be. But maybe, just maybe, they were becoming something new. Better. Closer. Happier. 
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